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TO 

G.  P.  ß.  JAMES,  ESQ. 


Mt  dbab  James, 

"You,  once  upon  a  time,  dedicated  to  me  a  tale 
of  deep  and  thrilling  interest.  Let  me  now  inscribe  to 
you  this  volume  on  the  plea  of  that  classic  authority 
who,  in  the  interchange  of  armour,  "gave  Brass  for 
Gold." 

It  is,  liowever,  far  less  to  repay  the  Obligation  of 
a  debt  by  giving  you  a  "Koland"  —  not  for  your 
"Oliver"  —  but  your  " Stepmother,"  than  for  tbe  plea- 
sure  of  recording  one  "Fact"  in  a  bulky  tome  of  Fiction, 
that  I  now  write  your  name  at  the  head  of  this  page 
—  that  fact  being,  the  wann  memory  I  cherish  of  all 
our  pleasant  hours  of  intercourse,  and  the  sincere  value 
I  place  upon  the  honour  of  your  friendship. 

Tours,  in  all  esteem  and  affection, 

Charles  Lever. 

Palozzo  Ximenes,  Florence, 
OctoberSO,  1849. 


ROLAND  CASHEL. 

VOL.  I. 


CHAPTEE  I. 

And  tbu  tbey  livady«  merrie  yeare, 

For  they  were  a  JoIIie  orewe 
Of  pleaMiate  4«d4et  tfaat  knewe  no  fear«. 

And  ^-  BM  Uttle  of  konesUe  too. 

Baxjladx  ot  Capt.  Piks« 

OuB  tale  opens  on  a  gorgeous  night  of  Midsummer 
—  at  an  era  so  litde  remote,  that  to  name  liie  precise 
year  oonld  bave  no  interest  for  the  reader,  and  in  a 
region  whloh  seemed  to  oombine  all  that  is  delightM 
in  climate  with  whatever  is  lizxnriant  and  splendid  in 
yegetation.  It  was  upon  the  bank  of  a  small  river,  a 
tnbntfuy  of  the  Oronoco,  not  very  distant  from  the 
picturc»qae  city  of  Barcelonetta,  that  a  beautiM  TÜla 
siood,  the  elega&oe  of  whose  architectore,  and  the  lavish 
magnifieenoe  of  whose  decorations,  were  alike  evidioace 
that  neither  taste  nor  wealth  were  wanting  to  its  pro- 
priet^c 

In  this  land  where  Natnre  had  been  so  prodigal  of 
her  g^,  the  Inxtirious  appointments  of  tids  princely 
abode  seemed  to  partake  of  the  character  of  a  fairy 
palace;  and  äue  adznixture  of  objects  of  hi^  art^  the 
treaanres  of  Italian  galleries  and  äpanish  co\\ee\ivo\\a^ 
wjth  the  more  vivid  realities  of  the  scene,  favouxeöi  \5kä 


2  ROLAND  CASHEL. 

Illusion.  The  fortunate  pwner  of  this  paradise  was  a 
certain  Pedro  Eica,  who,  for  something  like  fourteen 
years,  had  been  a  resident  of  Columbia.  A  widower, 
with  an  only  child,  then  an  infant  of  scarce  a  year  old, 
he  had  arrived  in  that  countiy  seeking,  'as  he  said,  by 
new  scenes,  and  new  associations ,  to  erase,  so  far  as 
might  be,  the  painfiil  memory  of  his  late  bereave- 
ment. 

While  he  gave  it  to  be  understood  that  he  was  a 
Spaniard  by  birth,  some  averred  that  he  was  a  Mexi- 
can;  others,  that  he  was  a  Texan;  and  one  or  two  al-  , 
leged  that  he  was  an  American  of  the  States,  an  ^ 
assumption  that  the  ease  and  fluency  of  his  English  , 
went  far  to  corroborate.  Of  whatever  nation  he  came,  i 
certain  is  it  that  a  mystery  hung  over  both  his  nätive  ■ 
land  and  y8;^history;  and  as  he  sliowed  little  disposi-  1 
üon  to  enlighten  the  world  on  these  subjects,  as  iö  ; 
usual  in  such  cases,  his  neighbours  took  their  revenge  j 
by  inventing  a  hundred  stories  about  him,  each  one  \ 
only  worse  than  the  other.  At  one  time  it  was  said  i 
hat  his  wealth  was  acquired  by  piracy;  at  another,  ^ 
that  he  absconded  from  a  Texan  city,  with  a  large  sum  I 
belonging  to  the  govemment;  forgery  —  breach  of 
trust,  were  among  the  commonest  allegations;  and  the 
most  charitable  only  averred  that  he  made  his  money 
in  the  slave-trade. 

It  is  but  fair  to  say,   that  the  sole  foundation  for 
these  various  rumours  lay  in  the  stem  distance  of  his 
manner,  and  the  cold,  almost  repulsive,  austerity  with    j 
which  he  declined  all  acquaintance  with  the  neighbour-    i 
hood.     These  traits,  added  to  the  voluptuous  splendour     1 
of  a  retinue  and  a  style  of  living  infinitely  above  all   - 
around,  ^adually  estranged  fiom  Taim  tfckft  few  who  at* 
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tempted  to  form  an  intimacy,  and  left  him  to  live  —  as 
it  seemed  he  preferred  —  a  life  of  solitary  magni- 
ficence;  an  object  of  affected  pity  to  many,  but  of  real 
envy  to  all. 

As  bis  daughter  grew  up,  he  was  accustomed  to 
Visit  the  sea-coast  each  snmmer  for  some  weeks,  and 
from  these  absences  he,  now,  usually  retumed  with  one 
or  two  acqaaintances,  for  the  most  part  officers  of  the 
Colombian  navy,  with  whom  he  had  formed  an  inti- 
macy  at  the  sea-sid^.  Such  acquaintanceships  seemed 
to  increase  from  year  to  year,  tili  at  last  each  autumn 
saw  the  "Villa  de  las  Noches  Entretenidas,"  "of  the 
pleasant  nights,"  crowded  with  guests,  whose  wild 
orgies  were  in  stränge  contrast  to  the  former  stillness 
and  qnietade  within  those  walls. 

A  more  motley  and  discordant  assemblage  it  wonld 
be  hard  to  conceive,  consisting  as  they  did  of  adven- 
tnrers  from  every  land  of  Europe.  The  wild  and  reck-  . 
less  outcast  of  every  clime  and  country,  the  beggared 
specnlator,  the  ruined  gambler ,  the  duellist  with  blood 
apon  bis  band,  the  defaulter  with  shame  upon  bis  fore- 
head.  All  that  good  morals  rejeet,  and  Üie  law  pui^ 
sues,  .mingled  with  others  whose  faults  went  no  further 
than  waste  or  improvidence,  or  the  more  venial  sin, 
that  they  came  poor  into  the  world,  and  were  stamped 
*'Adventurers"  from  the  cradle. 

A  Service  that  never  exercised  too  nice  a  scrutiny 
into  the  habits  of  its  foUowers,  and  whose  buccaneer 
life  had  all  the  freedom  of  piraey,  with  the  assumption 
of  a  recognised  class,  offered  no  mean  attraction  to 
the  lover  of  enterprise ;  and  certainly,  if  the  standaid 
of  morals  was  low,  that  of  daring,  reckless  adveötart^ 
fraa  ibe  verjr  oppoBite, 

1* 
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Ae  cigaretto«  in  dreamy  indolence;  while  at  intervals, 
firoim  the  leafy  groyes,  a  meny  langh,  or  tke  tinkting 
of  a  gaitar,  wonld  xaingle  with  the  bubbling  mormiir  of 
tbe  fonntams,  making  ihe  veiy  stilloess  jet  more  bIüI 
aa  they  ceased.  Behind  the  piazza,  and  opening  bj 
several  large  windowa  npon  it,  conld  be  seen  a  splendid 
saloon,  resplendent  with  waxlights,  and  still  displaying 
on  the  loaded  table  the  remnants  of  a  snmptaons  re- 
paat,  amid  which  vessels  of  gold  and  Tases  of  fiowera 
appeared.  Here,  yet  lingered  two  or  three  gaests  — 
spirits  who  set  no  störe  on  an  entertainment  if  it  did 
not  degeneraie  into  debanch. 

A  broad  alley,  flanked  by  tall  hedgee  of  the  prickly 
pear,  led  from  the  Villa  to  a  little  monnd,  on  which  a 
chesnat-tree  stood,  the  patriarch  of  the  wood;  a  splendid 
tree  it  was,  and  worthy  of  a  better  destiny  than  it  now 
fnlfilled,  as,  lighted  np  by  several  lantems  snapended 
firom  the  brandies,  it  spread  its  shade  OTer  a  large 
table  where  a  party  were  playing  at  **  Monte." 

Even  wi^ut  the  suggestive  aid  of  the  large  heaps 
of  gold  beside  each  player,  and  piled  in  the  middle  of 
the  table,  the  grave  and  steadfast  faees  of  some,  the 
excited  look  of  others,  and  the  painfnl  intensity  of  in- 
terest  in  all,  showed  that  the  play  was  high.  Still, 
aUlioagfa  sneh  was  the  case,  and  while  the  players  were 
men  whose '  bot  blood  and  reckless  lives  did  bnt  little 
dispose  them  to  pnt  the  curb  npon  their  tempers,  not  a 
woffd  was  spoken  aloud;  nor  did  a  gesture  or  a  look 
betray  the  teirible  vaciUations  of  hope  and  fear  the 
ehangefdl  fortone  of  the  game  engendered.  Standing 
near  the  table,  bot  not  mLagiing  in  the  play,  BtoodT)oTi 
Pedro  himself,  Mb  BaJlow  and  melaneboly  feftoWÄ 
i£r«/  npon  tbe  game,   with  an  expressiou  that  mgVt 
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mean  sorrow  or  deep  anxiety,  it  were  difficnlt  to  say 
which.  Beside  him,  at  a  small  table  littered  witii 
papers  and  writing  materials,  sat  bis  steward,  or  In- 
tendant, a  German  named-Geizheimer,  a  beetle-browed, 
wbite-cbeeked,  thick-lipped  fellow,  whose  aquiline  fea- 
tures  and  guttural  accents  told  tbat  lending  money  ät 
enormous  interest  was  no  nncongenial  occupation.  Sucb 
was  bis  present,  and  indeed  almost  bis  only  duty;  for, 
wbile  Don  Pedro  seldom  or  never  played,  gaming  was 
tbe  invariable  occupation  of  tbe  guests,  wbose  means 
to  Support  it  were  freely  supplied  by  tbe  Steward;  tbe 
borrowers  eitber  passing  a  simple  note  for  repayment, 
or,.  wben  tbe  sum  was  a  beavy  one,  mortgaging  tbeir 
sbare  in  tbe  next  prize  tbey  sbould  capture.  Otber 
contracts,  it  was  rumoured,  were  occasionally  resorted 
to,  but  of  such  we  sball  speak  anon. 

At  a  sbort  distance  from  tbe  table,  but  sufficiently 
near  to  observe  tbe  game,  stood  one  from  wbom 
notbing  sbort  of  tbe  passion  of  play  could  bave  pre- 
vented  every  eye  being  bent.  But  so  it  was;  sbe  stood 
alone  and  unmarked,  .wbile  all  tbe  interest  was  con- 
centrated  upon  tbe  game.  Dressed  in  a  wbite  tunic  or 
ebemise,  fastened  round  tbe  waist  by  a  gold  girdle, 
stood  Maritaüa  Rica,  ber  large  and  lustrous  black  eyes 
eagerly  tumed  to  wbere  two  youtbs  were  standing 
intensely  occupied  by  tbe  play.  Her  neck,  arms,  and 
sboulders  were  bare,  in  Mexican  fasbion,  and  even  tbe 
mantiUa  sbe  wore  over  ber  bead  was  less  as  a  pro- 
tection tban  as  a  necessary  accompaniment  of  a  costume, 
wbicb  certainly  is  of  tbe  simplest  kind.  Except  tbe 
ebemise,  sbe  bad  no  otber  garment,  save  a  jupe  of  tbin 
lama-wool,  beautiftiUy  embroidered  and  studded  witb 
preciouB  stones;  thia  terminated  \iö\o^  \5aft  tkää^ä  q£ 
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Üie  leg,  displaying  an  ankle  and  foot  no  Grecian  statae 
ever  snrpassed  in  beauty. 

K  the  deep  brown  of  her  skm  almost  conveyed  the 
reproaeh  —  and  such  it  is  —  of  Indian  blood,  a  passing 
glance  at  the  delicate  outline  of  her  features,  and,  in 
particolar,  of  her  mouth,  at  once  contradicted  the  sus- 
picion.  The  lips  were  beautifiilly  arched,  and,  although 
plnmp  and  rounded,  had  none  of  the  fulness  of  the  de- 
graded  race.  These  wfere  now  slightly  parted,  dis- 
playing  teeth  of  surpassing  whiteness,  and  imparting 
to  the  whole  expression  a  character  of  speaking  anima- 
tion.  Although  not  jet  sixteen,  her  figure  had  all  the 
graceful  development  of  womanhood,  without  having 
entirely^lost  a  certain  air  of  fawn-like  elasticity,  which, 
from  time  to  time,  her  gestures  of  impatience  dis- 
played. 

The  two  young  men,  on  whom  her  interest  seemed 
fixed,  were  playing  in  partnership,  and,  in  their  highly- 
wrought  passion,  never  once  looked  up  from  the  board. 
One,  somewhat  taller  and  older  by  a  few  years,  ap- 
peared  to  exercise  the  guidance  of  their  play;  and  it 
was  easy  to  see,  in  the  swoUen  and  knotted  veins  of 
bis  forehead,  in  the  clenched  hands,  and  in  the  tre- 
molous  lip,  the  passionate  nature  of  a  confirmed 
gambler.  The  younger,  whose  dress  of  green  velvet, 
slashed  and  braided  in  Mexican  taste,  and  whose  wide- 
leaved  sombrero  was  decorated  with  a  long  sash  of 
light  blne  silk,  whose  deep  gold  fringe  hung  upon  bis 
Shoulder,  was  evidently  one  less  enamoured  of  play, 
and  more  than  once  busied  himself  in  arranging  the 
details  of  bis  costume,  of  which  he  seemed  some'w\\aÄ. 
Tarn.  It  was  m  one  of  these  moments  tbat  liis  eyei% 
me^  tbos^  ofMaritaßa  £xed  steadfastly  upon  "bim,  aTidi, 
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faseinated  by  her  unmoved  stare,  he  feit  hia  cheek 
grow  bot,  and,  whether  from  a  sense  of  sbame  or  a 
still  more  tender  motiye,  the  blush  spread  over  Ms  face 
aad  forebead.  Maritana  looked  steadUy,  almost  sternlj, 
at  him,  and  tben,  with  a  slight  toss  of  her  head,  so 
slight  that  none  save  he  who  had  watehed  her  intentlj 
eould  read  its  scomi&il  Import,  she  tiumed  away.  The 
jouth  did  not  wait  a  moment,  but,  slipping  £rom 
bis  place,  followed  along  the  alley  he  had  seen  her 
take. 

He  who  remained,  uneopscioiiis  of  bis  friend^a  de- 
parture,  continued  to  mutter  about  the  chances  of  the 
game,  and,  speculate  on  the  amoiknt  he  would  dare  to 
hazard.  "She  is  against  us  erery  time,  Roland!*^  said 
he,  in  a  low,  half-whispering  voice.  "Fortune  will  not 
smile,  woo  her  how  we  may!  Speak,  amigo  mio, 
shall  we  riak  all?^^  As  he  spoke,  be  began  counting 
the  piles  of  glittering  gold  before  Mm,  but  bis  band 
trembled,  and  the  pieces  clung  to  bis  moist  fingers,  so 
that  he  was  too  late  for  the  deal. 

"Sixteen  himdred,^'  muttered  he  to  himself.  '^Ten 
—  twenty  —  thirty." 

"The  bank  loses!"  cried  the  cronpier,  announcing 
the  game. 

"Loses!"  screamed  the  young  man,  in  an  aceent 
whose  piercing  agony  startled  the  whole  board  — 
"loses!  becatLse  it  was  the  only  time  I  had  no  wager. 
See,  Boland,  see  how  true  it  is;  there  is  a  curse  upon 
US."  He  seized  the  arm  of  the  person  at  hia  side,  and 
elenched  it  with  a  convulsive  energy  as  he  spoke. 

"Saperlote!  my  young  friend;  youll  neves  change 

luck  by  tearing  my  old  uniform,"  growled  out  a  rugged- 

looking  GermaxL  skipper,  wlio,  commwiÄiw^  «^  «c&ftll 
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prirateer,    affected    the   rank   and   style   of  a   naval 
officer. 

"Oh,  is  it  yon,  Hans?"  said  the  youth,  carelessly; 
"I  thonght  it  had  been  one  of  our  own  fellows.  Only 
ihmk  the  bank  shonld  lose,  because  I  made  no  stake; 
See  nowy  watch  this.  Halt!'^  cned  he  to  the  dealer, 
IQ  a  Toice  that  at  once  arrested  bis  band.  "You  give 
one  no  time,  Sir,  to  decide  upon  bis  game,^^  said  he 
with  a  savage  irascibility,  whicb  continued  bad  luck 
had  carried  to  the  higbest  pitch.  ^^  Players  wbo  risk 
their  two  or  three  crowns  may  not  object; .  but,  if  a 
man  desires  to  make  a  beayy  stake,  it  is  but  common 
eonrtesy  to  wait  a  moment  A  tbousand  doubloons, 
the  red  qneen  —  fifte«a  bundred,"  added  he,  quiekly, 
"Fifteen,  and  tbirty-five  —  or  eigbt"  So  saying,  he 
poshed  with  both  hands  the  great  heap  of  gold  pieces 
into  the  middle  of  the  table;  and  Üien,  with  eyes 
bloodflhot  and  glaring^  he  watched  each  card  that  feil 
from  the  banker^s  hngers.  When  the  first  row  of  cards 
weore  dealt,  all  was  in  bis  favour,  and,  as  the  banker  took 
up  the  second  pack,  a  long  suppressed  sigh  broke  from 
the  gambler's  bosom.  It  seemed,  at  length,  as  if  for- 
tone  had  grown  weary  of  persecuting  bim. 

"Come,  Enrique,"  said  a  handsomely-dressed  and 
fifke-lookiBg  man,  wbo  stood  opposite  to  him,  "luck 
bas  tumed  at  last,  there  is  notbrng  but  the  queen  of 
spades  against  you!" 

As  if  by  some  magic  spell  he  had  called  the  card, 
the  words  were  not  out  when  it  dropped  upon  the 
table.  A  cry  of  mingled  amazement  and  horror  burst 
from  the  players,  whose  natures  would  seem  to  t^- 
eognise  flome  anperstiUouB  lo^ence  in  Blich.  matVfcÖL 
eaßBslUe»,     Aa  for  Enrique,   he   stood  perfec^ty    «iÄV\ 
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and  silent;  a  horrible  smile,  the  ghastly  evidence  of  an 
hysterical  efiPort,  sat  upon  bis  rigid  features,  and  at 
length  two  or  tliree  heavy  drops  of  blood  trickled  from 
bis  nostril,  and  feil  upon  bis  sbirt. 

"Wbere's  Eoland?"  said  be,  in  a  faint  wbisper,  to 
a  young  man  bebind  bim. 

"I  saw  bim  witb  Maritana,  Walking  towards  tbe 
tbree  fountains." 

Enrique's  pallid  cbeek  grew  scarlet,  and  rudely 
pusbing  bis  way  tbrougb  tbe  crowd,  be  disappeared 
from  view. 

"Tbere  goes  a  man  in  good  bumour  to  board  a 
prize,"  Said  one  of  tbe  bystanders  cooUy,  and  tbe  play 
proceeded  witbout  a  moment's  intemiption. 

Witb  bis  broad-leaved  bat  drawn  down  upon  bis 
brows,  and  bis  bead  sunk  upon  bis  bosom^  be  traversed 
tbe  winding  walks  witb  tbe  step  of  one  wbo  knew 
tbeir  every  tuming;  at  last  be  reacbed  a  lonely  and  un- 
frequented  part  of  tbe  garden,  wbere  tbe  patb,  leading 
for  some  distance  along  tbe  margin  of  a  small  lake, 
suddenly  turned  off  towards  a  flower  terrace,  in  tbe 
midst  of  wbicb  "tbe  tbree  fountains"  stood. 

Instead  of  taking  tbe  sbortest  way  to  tbe  spot,  En- 
rique left  tbe  walk  and  entered  a  grove  of  trees, 
tbrougb  wbose  tbick  sbade  bfe  proceeded  silently  and 
cautiously.  Tbe  air  was  calm  and  motionless,  and 
none  save  one  wbo  bad  received  tbe  education  of  a 
prairie  bunter,  could  bave  followed  tbat  track  so  noise- 
lessly.  By  degrees  tbe  wood  became  open,  and  bis 
progress  more  circumspect,  wben  be  suddenly  balted. 

Directly  in  front  of  bim,   not  twenty  paces  from 

where  be  stood,  was  tbe  terrace,   over  wbicb,   in  tbe 

s^/Ijr  night  air,   the  fountain  Üucew  ^  ^^^  wgt%.'^-V&Ä 
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shower,  mstliiig,  as  it  feil  npon  tbe  leaves,  with  a 
mnrmaring  sound.  Lower  down,  was  a  little  basin 
gurrotinded  hj  a  border  of  white  marble,  and  beside 
this  two  fignres  were  now  standing,  whom,  by  the 
clear  starlight,  he  could  easily  recognise  to  be  Roland 
and  Märitana. 

The  former,  with  folded  arms,  and  head  bent  down, 
as  if  in  thought,  leaned  against  a  tree,  while  Maritafia 
stood  beside  the  fountain,  moving  her  foot  to  and  fro 
in  the  clear  water,  and,  as  though  entirely  engrossed 
by  her  childish  pastime,  never  bestowed  a  look  upon 
her  companion.  At  last,  she  ceased  suddenly,  and 
tuming  abruptly  round,  so  as  to  stand  fall  in  front 
of  him,  Said,  "Well,  Senhor,*  am  I  to  hope  our  plea- 
sant  interview  is  ended,  or  have  I  still  to  hear  more 
of  yoTir  complaints,  those  gentle  remonstrances  that 
Botind,  to  my  ears  at  least,  more  wearisome  than  words 
öf  downright  anger?" 

"  You  have  not  heard  me  patiently,"  said  the  youth, 
advaiLcing  towards  her,  while  the  slighüy  shaken  tones 
of  Ms  voice  contrasted  strangely  with  Üie  assured  and 
haughty  accents  iü  which  he  spoke. 

"Patientlyl"  echo«d  she,  with  a  scomftil  laugh. 
"And  where  was  this  same  goodly  gift  to  be  leamed? 
Among  the  pleasant  Company  we  have  quitted,  Senhor? 
whose  friendships  of  a  night  are  celebrated  by  a  brawl 
on  the  morrow!  From,  the  most  exemplary  crew  of 
the  Esmeralda^  and  in  particular,  the  worthy  lieutenant, 
Don  Roland  da  Castel,  who,  if  report  speaks  truly, 
hosbands  the  virtue  so  rigidly  that  he  cannot  spare  tha 
smallest  portion  to  expend  npon  bis  friends?^^ 

"If  mjr  tbrm  bad  extended  to  other  mattexa;'    ä«^^ 
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the  youth,  bitterly,  "majhap  I  should  not  have  i 
Usten  to  language  like  this?^^ 

"What  say  you,  Sirt"  cried  the  girl,  passionaiel; 
aa  she  stamped  upon  ibe  ground  wilii  a  gestore  < 
violent  imger.  ^^Do  you  affect  to  say,  that  it  matte 
to  me  whether  you  stood  there  as  loaded  with  gold  i 
ou  the  moming  you  brought  back  that  Mexican  priz 
and  played  the  hero  with  such  martial  modesty;  or  i 
poor  —  as  poor  —  as  bad  luck  at  cards  can  mai 
^ou?  If  I  loved  you,  Td  have  as  little  care  for  or 
event  as  the  other!" 

"You  oertainly  thought  more  favourably  of  me  thej 
than  now,  Maritaua!^'  said  Boland,  difQdenÜy. 

"I  know  not  why  you  say  so!" 

"At  least  you  accepted  my  band  in  betrothal  — " 

"Stay!"  cried  she,  impetuously.  "Did  I  not  te 
you,  then,  before  the  assembled  witnesses  —  befoi 
my  father  —  what  a  mockery  this  same  ceremony  wj 
—  that  its  whole  aim  and  object  was  to  take  advanta^ 
of  that  disgraceM  law  that  can  make  an  unmarrie 
giri,  a  widow,  to  inherit  the  fortune  of  one  she  nev< 
would  have  accepted  as  her  husband.  Speak,  Sir!  - 
and  say,  did  I  not  teil  you  this,  and  more  too,  thj 
such  a  bridal  ceremony  brought  little  fortune  to  tl 
^Inidegroom,  for  that  alreadylhad  been  thrice  a  widowe 
bride?  Nay,  more,  you  heard  me  swear  as  solemnl^ 
ihat  while  I  regarded  the  aet  as  one  of  deep  profanatio: 
1  fek  in  nowise  bound  by  it  It  is  idle,  then,  1 
speak  of  our  betrothal!" 

"It  is  true,  Maritafia^  you  said  all  this;  althougl 
peihapg,  yott  had  not  now  remembered  it,  had  not  son: 
other  succeeded  to  that  place  in  your  regard  — " 

'* There,  tberel"  cried  she,  Btoppm^^b5mL\xli^^i^TdLV 
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tof  "I  will  not  listen  «gain  to  the  bead-roU  of  joor  jealou- 
aes.  People  must  have  loved  yeiy  litüe,  or  too  mncb, 
teendure  that  kind  of  torture.  Besides,  whj  teil  me 
«ftheie  things?  You  are,  they  say,  a  most  acoom- 
pMed  bunter,  and  can  answer  me,  —  if,  wben  in 
ckase  of  an  antelope,  a  Jaguar  joins  tbe  sport,  you  do 
not  tarn  npon  bim  at  once,  tbe  wortbier  and  nobler 
aiemy,  and  tbus,  as  it  were,  protect  wbat  bad  been 
your  prey." 

Tbe  youtb  seemed  stung  to  tbe  quick  by  tbis  piti- 
hss  sarcasm ;  and  altbougb  be  made  no  reply,  bis  band«, 
tonynlsively  diutcbed,  bespoke  tbe  torrent  of  agitation 
within  bim.  ^^You  «re  rigbt,  Maritaüa!^'  said  be,  after 
t  pause.  ^^It  is  idle  to  speak  of  our  betrotbal  —  I  re- 
lease  you." 

"Release  meT^  said  sbe,  laugbing  contemptuously; 
'^this  is  a  task  I  always  perform  for  myself ,  Senbor, 
lad  by  tbe  sbortest  of  metbods,  as  Ibus/'  As  sbe 
ipoke,  sbe  struggled  to  tear  from  ber  finger  a  ring, 
whicb  resisted  all  ber  efiPorts;  at  last,  by  a  violent 
viencb,  sbe  succeeded,  and  bolding  it  up  for  a  second, 
tfll  tbe  large  diamond  glittered  like  a  star,  sbe  tbrew 
it  into  tbe  still  fountain  at  ber  feet.  "Tbere,  amigo 
Bio,  Irelease  you  —  never  was  ireedom  more  willingly 
aeeordedl" 

"Never  was  tbere  a  slave  more  weary  of  bis  ser- 
ritadel"  said  tbe  youtb,  bitterly.  "If  Don  Pedro  Rica 
int  tear  bis  accursed  bond,  I  sbould  feel  myself  my 
own  again." 

"He  will  scarce  refuse  you,  Sir,  if  tbe  rumour  be 
eonect  that  says  you  bave  lost  eleven  tbousand  doubVooTü^ 
it  play.  The  w&altbjr  eoaqueror  Stands  on  very  dVfietewX. 
p^ad  ßwa  tbe  rulned  gamhler.     Go  to  bim  at  ouc^^X 
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Ask  back  the  paper!  Teil  him  jou  bave  neither  c 
heart  nor  a  fortune  to  bestow  upon  bis  daugbter!  Tbat 
as  a  gambler,  fettered  by  tbe  lust  for  play,  you  bavi 
lost  all  soul  for  tbose  bazardous  enterprises  tbat  win  i 
girl's  love,  and  a  fatber^s  consent." 

Sbe  waited  for  a  moment  tbat  be  migbt  reply;  anc 
tben,  impatient,  perbaps,  at  bis  silehce,  added  —  "I 
did  not  tbink,  Senbor,  you  esteemed  yourself  so  ricl 
a  prize!  Be  of  good  cbeer,  bowever!  —  tbey  wbo  ar< 
less  cognisant  of  your  deserts  will  be  more  eager  t4 
secure  tbem." 

Witb  tbese  sligbting  words  sbe  tomed  away.  Eo 
land  advanced  as  if  to  follow  ber,  but  witb  a  con 
temptuous  gesture  of  tbe  band  sbe  waved  bim  back 
and  be  stood  like  one  spell-bound,  gazing  after  ber,  til 
sbe  disappeared  in  tbe  dark  distance. 


CHAPTER  n. 

**La  Diche  viene  quando  no  se  a  guarda/*  —  Sfamish  Pkoverb. 
(Good  luck  comes  when  it  is  not  looked  forO 

EoLAND  looked  for  some  minutes  in  tbe  directioi 
by  wbicb  Maritana  bad  gone,  and  tben,  witb  a  suddei 
Start,  as  if  of  some  newly  taken  resolve,  took  tbe  patl 
towards  tbe  Villa.  He  bad  not  gone  far  wben,  at  tb< 
tum  of  tbe  way,  be  came  in  front  of  Enrique,  wbo 
witb  basty  steps,  was  advancing  towards  bim. 

"Lost,  everytbing  lost!"  exclaimed  tbe  latter,  witl 
a  moumful  gesture  of  bis  bands. 

"All  gone!"  cried  Eoland. 

"Every  crown  in  tbe  world!" 

"Be  it  Bo;  tbere  is  an  end  of  gambling,  at  least!" 
''JTou  bear  your  losses  no\)\y,  SeräoLOxV  ^^^^Tsrvn^ii 
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sneeiingly;  "and,  before  a  fitting  andience,  might  claim 
the  merit  of  an  accomplished  gamester.  I  am,  howeyer, 
most  imworthy  to  witness  such  fine  philosophy.  I  re- 
eognise  in  beggary  nothing  but  disgrace!^^ 

^*£ear  it,  then,  and  the  whole  load,  too!^^  said 
fioland,  sneeringly.  "To  your  solicitations  only  I 
yielded  in  taking  my  place  at  that  accursed  table.  I 
had  neither  a  passion  for  play,  nor  the  lust  for  money* 
getting;  you  thought  to  teach  me  both,  and,  perad- 
yentare,  you  have  made  me  despise  them  more  than 
e?er." 

"What  a  moralist!"  cried  Enrique,  laughing  inso- 
kntly,  "who  discovers  that  he  has  cared  neither  for  his 
mistress  nor  his  money  tili  he  has  lost  both/' 

"What  do  you  mean?"  said  Eoland,  trembling  with 
passion. 

"I  never  speak  in  riddles,"  was  the  cool  reply. 

"This,  then,  is  meant  as  insult,''  said  Eoland,  ap- 
proaching  closer,  and  speaking  in  a  still  lower  voice; 
"er  is  it  merely  the  passion  of  a  disappointed  gambler?" 

"And  if  it  were,  amigo  mio,"  retorted  the  other, 
"what  more  fitting  stake  to  set  against  the  anger  of  a 
rejected  lover?" 

"Be  it  so!"  cried  Eoland,  fiercely;  "you  never 
eaught  up  a  man  more  disposed  to  indulge  your  humour. 
ShaU  it  be  now?" 

"Could  not  so  much  courage  keep  warm  tili  day- 
light?"  said  Enrique,  calmly.  "Below  the  fountains 
there  is  a  very  quiet  spot," 

"At  sunrise?" 

"At  sunrise,"  echoed  Enrique ,  bowing  with  affect^d 
eourtesy,   tili  the  Btreamera  from  his  bat  toucAi^ÖL^^^JoÄ 
gronnd* 
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"Now  for  my  worthy  father-in-law  «lect,"  «lid  Ro- 
land; ^'and  to  see  him  before  he  znay  hear  of  tlus 
bufliness,  or  I  may  find  it  difficnlt  to  obtain  my  di- 
vorce."  When  the  youtii  arriy^  at  tbe  Villa,  the 
party  were  assemblod  at  sapper.  The  great  aaloon, 
crowded  with  gaests  and  hmrymg  menials,  was  a  soene 
of  joyous  but  reckless  conviviality,  the  loud  laugl^er 
and  the  louder  voices  of  the  Company  striking  on  Ro- 
landes ear  with  a  grating  discordanoe  he  had  never 
experienced  before.  The  soimds  of  that  festivity  he 
had  been  wont  to  recognise,  as  the  pleasant  evidenees 
of  free  and  highnsiouled  enjoyment,  now  jarred  heavily 
on  his  senses,  and  he  wondered  within  himself  how 
long  he  had  lived  in  such  companionship. 

"Well  knowing  that  the  supper  party  would  not  re- 
main  long  at  table,  while  high  play  continued  to  have 
its  hold  upon  the  guests,  he  stroUed  into  one  of  the 
shady  alleys,  watching  from  time  to  time  for  the  break- 
ing  up  of  the  entertainment.  At  last  some  two  or  three 
arose,  and  preceded  by  servants  with  lighted  flambeaux, 
took  the  way  towards  the  gaming- table.  They  were 
speedily  foUowed  by  others,  so  that  in  a  brief  space 
—  except  by  tha  usual  group  of  hard-drinking  souls, 
who  ventured  upon  no  stake  save  that  of  health  —  the 
room  was  deserted. 

He  looked  eagerly  for  Don  Pedro,  but  eould  not 
see  him,  as  it  was  occasionally  his  practice  to  relire  to 
his  library,  long  before  his  guests  sought  their  repoae. 
Koland  made  a  circuit  of  the  Villa,  and  soon  came  to 
the  door  of  this  apartinent,  which  led  into  a  ^mall 
flower-garden.  Tapping  gently  here,  he  reoeived  a 
snmmona  to  enter,  and  fouad  himaeli  b^fot^  BoivPedro^ 
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Fio,  seated  before  a  table,  appeared  deeply  immersed 

(in  matters  of  business. 
£oland  did  not  need  the  cold  and  almost  stem  re- 
oeption  of  bis  bost  to  make  bim  feel  bis  intnision  veiy 
painfolly;  and  be  bastened  to  express  bis  extreme  re- 
glet tbat  be  sbould  be  compelled  hj  any  circumstances 
to  trespass  on  leisure  so  evidently  destined  for  privacy. 
"But  a  few  moments^  patient  bearing,"  continued  be, 
"will  sbow  tbat  to  me  at  least  tbe  object  of  tbis  visit 
did  not  admit  of  delay." 

"Be  seated,  Senbor;  and,  if  I  may  ask  it  witbont 
incivility,  be  brief,  for  I  bave  weigbty  matters  before 
me." 

"I  will  endeavour  to  be  so,"  said  Roland,  civilly, 
and  resumed:  "Tbis  evening,  Don  Pedro,  has  seen  tbe 
last  of  twenty-eigbt  tbousand  Spanisb  dollars,  wbicb, 
five  weeks  since,  I  carried  bere  along  witb  me..  Tbey 
were  my  sbare,  as  Commander  of  tbe  Esmeralda,  wben 
sbe  captured  a  Mexican  bark  in  May  last.  Tbey  were 
wen  "with  bard  blows  and  some  danger  —  tbey  were 
sqnandered  in  disgrace  at  tbe  gaming-table." 

"Forgive  me,"  said  Don  Pedro,  "you  can  scarcely 
adbere  to  your  pledge  of  brevity  if  you  permit  yourself 
to  be  led  away  by  moralising;  just  say  bow  tbis  event 
concems  me,  and  wberefore  tbe  present  visit." 

Koland  became  red  witb  anger  and  sbame,  and 
wben  be  resumed  it  was  in  a  voice  tremulous  witb  ill- 
fmppressed  passion.  "I  did  not  come  bere  for  your 
sympatby,  Senbor.  If  tbe  circumstance  I  bave  men- 
tioned  bad  no  relation  to  yourself,  you  bad  not  seen 
me  ]bere.  I  say  tbat  I  bave  now  lost  all  tbat  I  was 
poBsessed  of  in  tbe  world." 

't^^ain  I mu8t  intermpt  you,   Senbor  "RoVoaaL^  "Vi^ 


18  ROLAND  CASHEL. 

saying  that  these  are  details  for  Geizheimer,  not  for 
me.  He,  as  you  well  know,  tpansacts  all  matters  of 
money,  and  if  you  desire  a  loan ,  er  are  in  want  of  any 
immediate  assistance,  I'm  sure  you'U  find  him  in  every 
way  disposed  to  meet  your  wishes." 

"Thanks,  Senhor,  but  I  am  not  inclined  for  such 
aid.  I  will  neither  mortgage  my  blood  nor  my  courage, 
nor  promise  three  hundred  per  cent  for  the  means  of  a 
night  at  the  gambling-table." 

"Then  pray,  Sir,  how  am  I  to  understand  your 
"Visit?  Is  it  intended  for  the  sake  of  retailing  to  me 
your  want  of  fortune  at  play,  and  charging  me  with  the 
results  of  your  want  of  skill  or  luck?" 

"Far  from  it,  Senhor.  It  is  simply  to  make  known 
that  I  am  ruined;  that  I  have  nothing  left  me  in  the 
World;  and  that,  as  one  whose  fortune  has  deserted 
him,  I  have  come  to  ask  back  that  bond  by  which  I 
accepted  your  daughter's  band  in  betrothal." 

A  burst  of  laughter  from  Don  Pedro  here  stopped 
the  Speaker,  who,  with  flushed  cheek  and  glaring  eye- 
balls,  stared  at  this  sudden  outbreak.     "Do  you  know  . 
for  what  you  ask  me,  Senhor?"  said  Kica,  smiling  in- 
solently. 

"Yes,  I  ask  for  what  you  never  could  think  to 
enforce  —  to  make  me,  a  beggar,  the  husband  of  your 
daughter." 

"Most  true  —  I  never  thought  of  such  an  alliance. 
I  believe  you  were  told  that  Columbian  law  gives  these 
contracts  the  force  of  a  legal  claim,  in  the  event  of 
stirvivorship;  and  you  flattered  yourself  perhaps  too 
hastily,  that  other  ties  more  binding  still  might  gr^w 
from  it.  If  Fortune  was  as  fickle  with  you  here  as  at 
tbe  card'tahle,  übe  fault  is  not  in  me." 
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**Bat  of  what  aTail  is  it  now?^*  said  Roland,  pas- 
sionately.  "If  I  died  to-morrow,  there  is  not  sufficient 
substance  left  to  buy  a  soit  of  mouming  for  my  poor 
widow." 

"She  could,  perhaps,  dispense  with  outward  grief," 
Said  Pedro,  sneeringly. 

"I  say  again,*^  cried  Roland,  with  increased  agita- 
tion,  "this  bond  is  not  worth  the  paper  it  is  written  on. 
I  leave  the  service  —  I  sail  into  another  Latitude,  and 
it  18  invalid  —  a  mere  mockery!" 

"Not  so  fast,  Sir,"  said  Pedro,  slowly,  "there  is  a 
ledeeming  clanse,'  by  which  you,  on  paying  seventy 
thoosand  donbloons,  are  released  of  your  contract,  widi 
my  concnrrence.  Mark  that  well  —  with  my  concnr- 
rence  it  must  be.  Now,  I  have  the  opinion  of  leamed 
counsel,  in  countries  where  mayhap  your  adventurous 
fancy  has  already  carried  you,  that  this  clause  embraces 
the  Option  which  side  of  the  contract  I  should  desire  to 
enforce." 

"Such  may  be  your  law  here;  I  can  have  little 

doubt  that  any  infamy  may  pass  for  justice  in  this 

favoured  region,"  said  Roland;   "but  I'U  never  believe 

that  so  base  a  judgment  could  be  uttered  where  civili- 

sation  prevails.    At  all  events  I'll  try  the  case.    I  now 

teil  you  frankly,  that,  to-morrow,  I  mean  to  resign  my 

rank  and  commission  in  this  Service;  I  mean  to  quit 

this  country,  with  no  Intention  ever  to  revisit  it.   Kyou 

still  choose  to  retain  a  contract  whose  illegality  needs 

no  stronger  proof  than  that  it  affects  to  bind  one  party 

only,  ril  not  waste  further  time  by  thinking  of  it." 

"I  will  keep  it,  Senhor,"  interrupted  Pedro,  calmly. 
"I  knew  a  youth,  once,  who  had  as  humble  an  o^jinion 
of  bis  forhines  as  you  bave  noTv;  and  yet  la^  öaeöi  — 

2* 
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not  In  tliis  Service,  indeed,  but  in  äiese  seas  —  and  his 
fortune  well  requited  the  trouble  of  its  claimant." 

"I  have  no  right  to  trespass  longer  on  you,  Sir," 
Said  Roland,  bowing.  "I  wish  I  could  tbank  you  for 
all  yonr  hospitality  to  me  with  a  more  fitting  courtesy; 
I  must  confess  myself  your  debtor  without  hope  of  re- 
payment." 

"Have  you  signified  to  Don  Gomez  Noronja  your 
Intention  to  resign?" 

"I  shall  do  it  within  half  an  hour." 

"You  forget  that  your  resignation  must  be  accepted 
by  the  Minister;  tbat  no  peremptory  permission  can  be 
accorded  by  a  captain  in  commission,  save  under  a 
guarantee  of  ten  thousand  crowns  for  a  captain,  and 
seven  for  a  lieutenant,  the  sum  to  be  estreated  if  tbe 
individual  quit  tbe  service  without  leave.  This,  at 
least,  is  law  you  cannot  dispute!" 

Roland  hung  down  bis  bead,  tbunderstruck  by  an 
announcement  wbicb,  at  one  swoop,  dashed  away  all 
bis  bopes.  As  he  stood  silent  and  overwhelmed,  Don 
Pedro  continued:  "You  see,  Sir,  tbat  the  service  knows 
bow  to  value  its  officers,  even  when  they  set  little  störe 
by  tbe  service.  Ejiowing  tbat  young  men  are  fickle 
and  fanciM,  with  caprices  tbat  carry  them  faster  than 
sound  judgment,  they  have  made  the  enactment  I  speak 
of  And,  even  were  you  to  give  the  preliminary  notice, 
where  will  you  be  when  the  time  expires?  In  what 
parallel  south  of  Cape  Hom?  Among  the  islands  of 
the  Southern  Pacific;  perhaps  upon  the  coast  of  Airica? 
No,  no;  take  my  advice;  do  not  abandon  your  career; 
it  is  one  in  which  you  have  already  won  distinction. 
Ifosses  at  play  are  easily  repaired  in  tbese  seaa»     Our 
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^^Is  nothing  better  than  a  System  of  piracy!"  broke 
in  Boland,  savagely.  ^^So  long  as,  in  ignorance  of  its 
real  character,  Iwalked  beneath  your  flag,  the  heaviest 
xime  which  could  be  imputed  to  me  was  but  the  folly 
f  a  rash-brained  boy.  I  feel  that  I  know  better  now ; 
'11  serve  under  it  no  more." 

"Dangerous  words,  these,  Senhor,  if  reported  in  the 
aarter  where  they  would  be  noticed." 

Boland  turned  an  indignant  glance  at  him  as  he  ut- 
sred  this  threat,  and  with  an  expression  so  füll  of 
ässion,  that  Eica,  for  a  few  seconds,  seemed  to  feel 
tat  he  had  gone  too  far.  ^^I  did  but  suggest  caution, 
snhor,"  said  he,  timidly. 

^^Take  care  that  you  practise  as  well  as  preach  the 
abit/'  muttered  Koland,  "or  you'U  find  that  you  have 
tploded  your  owh  mine." 

This,  which  he  uttered  as  he  left  the  room,  was  in 
3ality  nothing  more  than  a  vague  menace;  but  it  was 
nderstood  in  a  very  different  sense  by  Pedro,  who 
X)od  pale  and  trembling  with  agitation,  gazing  at  the 
oor  by  which  the  youth  departed.  At  last  he  moved 
)rward,  and  opening  it,  called  out  —  "Senhor  Eoland! 
loland,  come  back!  Let  me  speak  to  you  again.'* 
$ut  already  he  was  far  beyond  hearing,  as  with  all  his 
peed  he  hastened  down  the  alley. 

Don  Pedro's  resolves  were  soon  formed;  he  rung 
lis  bell  at  once,  and  summoning  a  servant,  asked  if 
3on  Gomez  Noronja  was  still  at  table? 

"He  has  retired  to  his  room,  Senhor,"  was  the  reply. 

A  few  moments  after,  Rica  entered  the  Chamber  of 
\aa  guest^  where  he  remained  in  close  conyer&ation  \A!ii 
t/^^  dajrbreak.   As  he  reached  hia  own  apartnveii^  ^^ 
W  or  horsea^  feet  md  caniage-wlieels  va*  \iw3 


22  BOLAND  CABHEL. 

upou  the  gravel,   and  throwing  up  the  window,  Rica 
oalled  out  — 

"Is  that  Don  Enrique?" 

"Yes,  Senhor,  taking  French  leave,  as  you  would 
call  it  A  bad  retum  for  a  Spanish  welcome;  but  duty 
leaves  no  alternative." 

"Are  you  for  the  coast,  then?" 

"With  all  speed.  Our  captain  received  important 
despatcbes  in  the  night  We  shall  be  afloat  before 
forty  hours.     Adios!" 

The  farewell  was  cordially  re-echoed  by  Eica,  who 
closed  the  window,  muttering  to  himself  —  "So!  all 
will  go  well  at  last." 

While  Enrique  was  making  all  the  speed  towards 
the  sea-shore  a  light  cal^che  and  four  horses  could  a&- 
complish,  Roland  was  pacing,  with  impadent  steps,  the 
little  plot  of  grass  where  so  soon  he  expected  to  find 
himself  in  deadly  conflict  with  his  enemy. 

Never  was  a  man^s  mind  more  suited  to  the  pur- 
pose  for  which  he  waited.  Rejected,  insulted,  and 
ruined  in  one  night,  he  had  little  to  live  for,  and  feit 
far  less  eager  to  be  revenged  of  his  adversary,  than  to 
rid  himself  of  a  hated  existence.  It  was  to  no  purpose 
that  he  could  say,  and  say  truly,  that  he  had  never 
cared  for  any  of  these  things,  of  which  he  now  saw 
himself  stripped.  His  liking  for  Maritafia  had  never 
gone  beyond  great  admiration  for  her  beauty,  and  a  cer- 
tain  spiteful  pleasure  in  exciting  those  bursts  of  passion 
over  which  she  exercised  not  the  slightest  control.  It 
was  caprice,  not  love;  the  delight  of  a  school-boy  in 
the  power  to  torment,  without  the  wish  to  retain.  His 
aelf-lovef  ihen^  it  was,  was  woimded  on  %xi<ÖA\v^\JciaX.^<5^ 
ff^'th  wbose  temper  he  had  spoited^  cö\ää.  tvmsL  ?.<i  Xjst- 
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ribly  upon  himself.  The  aame  feeling  was  outraged  by 
Enrique,  who  seemed  to  know  and  exult  oyer  his  de- 
feat.  These  sources  of  bittemess,  being  all  aggravated 
by  the  insulting  mannfir  of  Don  Pedro,  made  up  a  mass 
of  indignant  and  angry  feelings  which  warred  and  goaded 
him  almost  to  madness. 

The  long-expected  dawn  broke  slowly,  and  althongh, 
a  few  moments  after  sunrise,  the  whole  sky  became  of 
a  rieh  rose-colour,  these  few  moments  seemed  like  an 
age  to  the  impatient  thoughts  of  him  who  thirsted  for 
his  vengeance. 

He  walked  hastily  up  and  down  the  space,  waiting 
now  and  again  to  listen,  and  then,  disappointed,  resumed 
his  path,  with  some  gesture  of  impatience.  At  last  he 
heard  footsteps  approaching.  They  came  nearer  and 
nearer;  and  now,  he  could  hear  the  branches  and  the 
trees  bend  and  crack,  as  some  one  forced  a  passage 
throngh  them.  A  swelling  feeling  about  the  heart  be- 
spoke  the  anxiety  with  which  he  listened,  when  a  figure 
appeared,  which  even  at  a  glance  he  knew  to  be  not 
Enrique's.  As  the  man  approached  he  took  off  his  hat 
respectfolly,  and  presented  a  letter. 

"From  Don  Enrique?*'  saidEoland;  and  then  tear- 
ing  open  the  paper,  he  read  - — 

"*AMiao  Mio, 
*'*Iirot  mine  the  fault  that  I  do  not  stand  before 
you  now  instead  of  these  few  lines;  but  Noronja  has 
received  news  of  these  Chilian  fellows ,  and  sent  me  to 
get  the  craft  ready  for  sea  at  once.  We  shall  meet 
then  in  a  few  hours;  anä,  i£  so,  let  it  be  afi  eomisA^%« 
7!&e  Service  and  our  own  rules  forbid  a  dueV  &0  \«i% 

M^fresres/^oa^sudoudaty.  Whatever  be  yoxM  \x\«ar 
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when  next  we  touch  shore  again,  rely  upon  findlng  me 
ready  to  meet  it,  either  as  an  enemy  or  as 

"'Your  friend, 

"'Enkiqub  da  Cordova.'" 

A  Single  exclamation  of  disappointment  broke  from 
Boland,  but  the  moment  after  all  former  anger  was  gone. 
The  old  spirit  of  comrade-affection  began  to  seek  its 
accustomed  Channels,  and  he  left  the  spot,  happy  to 
think  how  difPerent  had  been  bis  feeling,  than  if  he  were 
quitting  it  with  the  blood  of  bis  shipmate  on  bis  hands. 

Althougb  he  now  saw  that  bis  eontinuance  in  the 
Service  for  the  present  was  inevitable,  he  had  fiilly  made 
up  bis  mind  to  leave  it,  and,  with  it,  habits  of  life 
wbose  low  excesses  had  now  become  intolerable.  So 
long  as  the  spirit  of  adventure  and  daring  sustained 
him,  so  long  the  respite  of  a  few  months^  shore  life  was 
a  season  of  pleasure  and  deligbt ;  but  as  by  degrees  the 
real  character  of  bis  associates  became  clearer,  jand  he 
saw  in  them  men  who  cared  for  enterprise  no  fiirther 
than  for  its  gain,  and  calculated  each  hazardous  'exploit 
by  its  profit,'  he  feit  that  he  was  now  foUowing  the 
career  of  a  bravo,  who  hires  out  bis  arm  and  sells  bis 
courage.  This  revolted  every  sentiment  of  bis  mind, 
and  come  what  would,  he  resolved  to  abandon  it.  In 
these  daydreams  of  a  new  existence  the  memory  of 
two  years  passed  in  the  Pampas  constantly  miugled, 
and  he  could  not  help  contrasting  the  happy  and  health- 
fiil  contentment  of  the  simple  hunter  with  the  voluptuous 
but  cankered  pleasures  of  the  wealthy  buccaneer.  Once 
more  beneath  the  wooded  shades  of  the  tall  banana,  he 
thought  how  free  and  peaceiul  bis  days  would  glide  by, 
^ee  ß:om  the  rade  conflicts  he  now  witüfeSÄ^^^  ^^vi  \kÄ 
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miserable  jealousies  of  these  ill-assorted  companionships, 
For  some  hours  he  wandered,  reyolying  thoughts  like 
these;  and  at  length  tumed  bis  steps  towards  tbe  Villa, 
determined,  so  long  as  bis  captain  remained,  tbat  be 
would  take  up  bis  quarters  at  Bareelonetta,  nor  in  future 
accept  'of  tbe  bospitality  of  Don  Eica^s  bouse.  Witb 
Ulis  intention  be  was  retuming  ^o  arrange  for  tbe  re- 
moval  of  bis  luggage,  wben  bis  attention  was  excited 
b^  tbe  loud  craeking  of  wbips,  and  tbe  sbrill  cries  tbat 
accompanied  tbe  sounds  of  "Tbe  Post!  tbe  Post!" 

In  a  moment  every  window  of  tbe  Villa  was  tbrown 
open,  and  beads,  in  every  species  of  nigbt-gear,  and 
every  stage  of  sleepy  astonisbment,  tbrust  out;  for  tbe 
Post,  be  it  observed,  was  but  a  montbly  pbenomenon, 
and  tbe  arrival  of  letters  was  very  often  tbe  signal  for 
a  total  break-up  of  tbe  wbole  bousebold. 

Tbe  long  waggon,  drawn  by  four  black  mules,  and 
driven  by  a  fellow  wbose  wide-tasseled  sombrero  and 
long  moustacbes  seemed  to  savour  more  of  tbe  cba- 
racter  of  a  melodrama  tban  real  life,  stopped  before  tbe 
Chief  entrance  of  tbe  Villa,  and  was  immediately  sur- 
rounded  by  tbe  guests,  wbose  burried  wardrobe  could 
only  be  excused  in  so  mild  a  climate. 

"Anytbing  for  me,  Truxillo?"  cried  one,  bolding 
up  a  doUar  temptingly  between  finger  and  tbumb. 

"Wbere  are  my  cigarettos?" 

"And  my  mantle?" 

"And  my  gun?" 

"And  tbe  Senbora's  embroidered  slippers?"  cried 
a  maid,  as  she  ransacked  every  comer  wbere  tbe 
packages  lay. 

Tbe  driver,  however,  paid  little  atten^ou  Vo  \Xvsä^ 
Fonoas  demmds-,  but  loosening  tbe  bridlea  o5  \i\Ä\i^^\Ä^ 
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enormous  black  leather  pocket-book  from  the  breast  of 
bis  coat,  and  opening  it  leisiu'ely  on  the  table  before 
bim.  "Here  are,  I  fancy,  documents  quite  sufficient  to 
answer  all  your  inquiries.  Tbis  is  the  memorandum  of 
the  verdict  taken  at  Bath,  with  the  note  of  the  Attomey- 
General,  and  the  point  reserved,  in  which  motion  for  a 
new  trial  was  made." 

"What  is  this?"  asked  Cashel,  now  speaking  for 
the  first  time,  as  he  took  np  a  small  book  of  stränge 
shape,  and  looked  curiously  at  it. 

"  Check-book  of  the  bank  of  Fordyce  and  Orange, 
Lombard-street ,"  replied  Simms;  "and  here,  the 
authority  by  which  you  are  at  liberty  to  draw  on  the 
firm  for  the  balance  already  in  their  hands,  amonnting 
to  —  let  me  see"  —  here  he  rapidly  set  down  certain 
figures  on  the  comer  of  a  piece  of  paper,  and  with  the 
speed  of  lightning  performed  a  sum  in  arithmetic  — 
"the  sum  of  one  hundred  and  twenty-three  thousand 
pounds  seven  and  elevenpence,  errors  excepted." 

"This  sum  is  mine!"  eried  Cashel,  as  bis  eyes 
flashed  fire,  and_^  bis  dark  cheek  grew  darker  with 
excitement. 

"It  is  only  a  moiety  of  your  funded  property,^"  said 
Simms.  "Castellan  and  Biggen,  the  notaries,  certify 
to  a  much  larger  amount  in  the  Three  per  Cents." 

"  And  I  am  at  liberty  to  draw  at  once  for  whatever 
amount  I  require?" 

"Within  that  sum,  certainly.  Though,  if  you  desire- 
more,  Tm  sure  they'll  not  refuse  your  order." 

"Leave  us  for  a  moment,  Sir,"   said  Cashel,  in  an 
accent  whose  trembling  eagemess  bespoke  the  agitation 
he  laboured  under.     "I  have  something  of  importance 
to  teil  tbis  gentleman.^^ 
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"If  you  will  Step  this  way,  Sir,"  said  Don  Rica* 
politely.  ^^I  have  ordered  some  refireshment  in  this 
loom,  and  I  believe  you  will  find  it  awaiting  you." 

Mr.  Simms  gladly  accepted  the  offered  hospitality, 
and  retired.  The  door  was  not  well  closed,  when 
Bon  Bica  advanced  wiüi  extended  hands  towards 
Cashel,  and  said, 

"With  all  my  heart  I  give  you  joy  —  such  good 
fortnne  as  this  may,  indeed,  obliterate  every  little  cloud 
that  has  passed  between  us,  and  make  us  once  more 
tiie  Mends  we  have  ever  been." 

Cashel  crossed  his  arms  on  bis  breast,  and  coldly 
leplied,  ^*I  thank  you.  But  a  few  hours  back,  and 
one-half  as  much  kindness  would  have  made  a  child  of 
me  in  feeling.  Now  it  sefres  only  to  arouse  my  in- 
dignation,  and  my  anger." 

"Are  you  indeed  so  unjust  —  so  ungenerous  as 
thisr^  exclaimed  Rica,  in  a  tone,  whose  anguish  seemed  ^ 
wrang  from  the  very  heart 

"Unjust  —  ungenerous  I  how?"  cried  Cashel, 
passionately. 

"Both,  Sir,''  said  Rica,  in  a  voice  of  almost  com- 
manding  severity.  "Unjust  to  suppose,  that  in  thwart- 
ing  your  last  resolve  to  leave  a  Service  in  which  you 
have  already  won  fame  and  honour,  that  I  was  not 
your  best  and  truest  Mend;  that  in  offering  every 
Opposition  in  my  power  to  such  a  hot-headed  resolution, 
I  was  not  Consulting  your  best  interests;  ungenerous 
to  imagine  that  I  could  feel  any  other  sentiment  than 
delight  at  your  altered  fortunes.  I,  who  gave  you  all 
tihat  was  dearest  and  nearest  to  me,  on  earth,  my  child 
■^  my  Maritaiia." 

"Sad  it  not  been  for  tbe  passionate  emo^on  o^  \)cä 

^(f^d  Cashel.  A  ^ 
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last  few  words,  Oashers  anger  would  häve  suggested  a 
reply  not  less  indignant  than  bis  question;  but  the 
sight  of  the  hard,  the  stern,  the  unflinching  Pedro  Rica, 
as  he  now  stood  —  his  face  covered  by  bis  hands, 
vhile  bis  strong  ehest  heaved  and  throbbed  with  con- 
vulsive  energy  —  this  was  more  than  he  feit  prepared 
to  look  on.  It  was  then  only  by  a  great  effort  he 
could  say,  "You  seem  to  forget,  Senbor  Rica,  how 
differently  you  interpreted  this  same  contract  but  a  few 
hours  ago.  You  told  me  then  —  I  think  I  hear  the 
words  still  ringing  in  my  ears  —  that  you  never 
thought  of  such  an  alliance;  that  yoiir  calculaition  took 
a  less  flattering  estimate  of  my  relationsbip." 

"I  spoke  in  anger,  Roland;  anger  caused  by  your 
passionate  resolve.  Remember,  too,  that  I  preferred 
holding  you  to  your  contract,  in  preference  to  allowing 
you  to  redeem  it  by  paying  the  penalty." 

"Easy  alternative,"  said  Cashel,  with  a  scomfal 
laugh;  "you  scarcely  expected  a  beggar,  a  rufüed 
gambler,  could  pay  seventy  thöusand  doubloons.  But 
times  are  changed,  Sir.  I  am  rieh  now!  rieh  enougb 
to  double  the  sum  you  stipulated  for.  Although  I  well 
know  the  contract  is  not  worth  the  pen  that  wrote  it,  I 
am  willing  to  recognise  it,  at  least  so  far  as  the  forfeit 
is  concerned." 

"My  poor  child,  üiy  darling  Maritana,"  said  Pedro, 
but  in  a  voice  barely  audible.  The  words  seemed  the 
feeble  utterance  of  a  breaking  heart 

"Sorrow  not  for  her,  Senbor,"  said  Cashel,  hastily. 
"She  has  no  griefs  herseif  on  such  a  score.  It  is  but 
a  few  hours  since  she  told  me  90." 

Don  Pedro  was  silent-,  but  a  iiio\wnQ$\)\  ?\\akÄ  oC  tba 
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head,  and  a  still  more  monmfiil  smile,  seemed  to  in- 
timate  bis  dissent. 

"I  teil  yovLj  Sir,  ihat  yonr  own  scom  of  my  alliance 
was  inferior  to  hers!^'  cried  Cashel,  in  a  voice  of  deep 
exasperation.  *^She  even  went  so  far  as  to  saj  that 
she  was  a  party  to  the  contract  only  on  the  condition 
of  its  utter  worthlessness.  Do  not,  then,  let  me  liear 
of  regrets  for  Ä^r." 

"And  you  believe  this?" 

"I  believe  what  I  have  mys^  witnessed.*^ 

"What,  then,  if  you  be  a  witness  to  the  very  op- 
posite?  What  if  yonr  ears  reveal  to  you  the  evidenoe 
as  strongly  against,  as  now  you  deem  it  in  favour  of, 
your  opinion?" 

"I  do  not  catch  your  meaning.'^ 

"I  would  say,  what  if  from  Maritana^s  own  Ups  you 
beard  an  avowal  of  her  affection,  would  you  conceiye 
yonrself  at  liberty  to  redeem  a  contract  to  which  you 
were  ou^y  one  party,  and  by  mere  money  —  I  caxe 
not  how  large  you  call  the  sum  —  to  reject  the  heart 
you  have  made  your  own?" 

"No,  no,  this  cannot  be,"  cried  Cashel,  struggling 
in  a  conflict  of  uncertainty  and  fear. 

"I  know  my  daughter,  Sir,"  said  Pedro,  with  an 
air  of  pride  he  well  knew  when  and  how  to  assume. 

"If  I  but  thought  so ,"  muttered  Cashel  to  himself, 
and  low  as  the  words  were,  Kica  heard  them. 

"I  ask  you  for  nothing  short  of  your  own  convic- 
tion — the  conviction  of  your  own  ears  and  eyes.  You 
sball,  if  you  please,  remain  concealed  in  her  apartment 
while  I  qoestion  her  on  the  subject  of  this  attachment« 
If  you  ever  aupposed  me  bsLse  enougb  to  coet^i^  \Ät 
Ja^ment,  you  know  her  too  well  to  beüeve  it  \ö  \>^ 
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poBsible.  But  I  will  not  Insult  myself  by  either  suppo* 
sition.  I  offer  you  this  test  of  what  I  have  said;  accept 
it  if  you  will,  and  with  this  condition,  that  you  shall 
then  be  free  to  tear  this  contract,  if  you  like,  but  never 
believe  that  I  can  barter  the  acknowledged  affection  of 
my  child,  and  take  money  for  her  misery." 

Cashel  was  moved  by  the  truth-like  energy  of  the 
words  he  heard ;  the  yeiy  aspect  of  emotion  in  one  he 
had  never  seen  save  calm,  cold,  and  self-possessed,  had 
its  influence  on  him,  and  he  replied,  ^^I  consent^^  So 
faindy,  however,  were  the  words  uttered,  that  he  was 
obliged  to  repeat  them  ere  they  reached  Don  Pedro^s 
ears. 

"I  wiU  come  for  you  after  supper  this  evening," 
said  Rica.  "Let  ine  find  you  in  the  arbour  at  the  end 
of  the  ^Haeienda.'  Till  then,  Adios."  So  saying,  he 
motioned  to  Cashel  to  foUow  the  stranger.  Roland 
obeyed  the  Suggestion,  and  they  parted. 


CHAPTER  m. 

He  told  them  of  men  that  cared  not  a  d->n 

For  the  law  or  the  new  police, 
And  had  very  few  scraples  for  killing  a  lamb, 

If  they  fancied  they  wanted  the  fleece. 

Sir  Pster*s  Lamemt. 

When  Roland  Cashel  rejoined  Mr.  Simms,  he  found 
that  worthy  individual  solacing  himself  for  the  priva- 
tions  of  prairie  travel,  by  such  a  breakfast  as  only 
Don  Pedro's  larder  would  produce.  Surrounded  by 
yarious  dishes  whose  appetising  qualities  might  have 
-  snfPered  some  impairment  from  a  more  accurate  know- 
Jedge  of  their  Contents  —  sucking  TxvoT»ksrjÄ  «sA  "^wvxv% 
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fqnnrels  among  the  iminber  —  he  tasted  and  sipped, 
and  dpped  again,  tili  between  the  sedactions  of  San- 
giree  and  Cura^oa  pnnch,  he  had  prodnced  that  pleas- 
.ing  frame  of  mind  when  even  a  less  gorgeous  soene 
thän  the  Windows  of  the  Villa  displayed  before  him, 
wonld  have  appeared  delight^ 

Whether  poor  Mr.  Simms^  excess  —  and  such  we 
are  compelled  to  confess  it  was  —  could  be  excused 
on  the  score  of  long  fasting,  or  the  consciousness  that 
he  had  a  right  to  some  indulgence  in  the  honr  of  yic- 
tory,  he,  assnredly,  revelled  in  the  füllest  enjoyment  of 
Ölig  Inxnrious  banqnet,  and,  as  Cashel  entered  Üie  room, 
kd  reached  the  delicious  dream-land  of  misty  con- 
sciousness, where  bis  late  adventures  and  bis  former 
life  became  most  pleasingly  commingled;  and  Jaguars, 
Alligators,  Gambusinos,  and  Rancheros,  danced  through 
Iiis  brain  in  Company  with  Barons  of  the  Exchequer 
and  Masters  in  Chancery. 

Elevated  by  the  scenes  of  danger  he  had  passed 
through  —  some  real,  the  far  greater  number  imaginary 
—  into  the  dignity  of  a  hero,  he  preferred  rather  to 
discuss  prairie  life  and  scenes  in  the  Havannah,  to 
dwelling  on  the  topics  so  nearly  interesting  to  Cashel. 
Nor  was  Roland  a  very  patient  listener  to  digressions, 
which,  at  every  moment,  left  the  high-road,  and 
wandered  into  every  absurd  by-path  of  personal 
history. 

"I  always  thought,  Sir,"  seid  Simms,  "and  used 
to  say  it  everywhere,  too,  what  a  splendid  change  for 
yon  this  piece  of  good  fortune  would  be,  springing  at 
aboxind,  as  a  body  might  say,  from  a  powder-monkft^ 
into  the  weaJrf?  o£  a  peer  of  the  realm;  but,  eg^^di^  i?\kBii 
/Mff  tbeglorions  life  yon  lead  .hereabouts,  sweSo.  ec^%> 
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such  tipple,  capital  house,  magnificent  ooiintry,  and  if 
I  may  pronounce  from  the  view  beneath  my  window, 
no  lack  of  Company,  tool  I  begin  to  feel  doubts^ 
about  it.'' 

If  Casbel  was  scarcely  pleased  at  tbe  allusions  to 
bimself  in  tbis  speecb,  he  speedily  forgave  them  in  bis 
amusement  at  the  commentary  Simms  passed  on  life  at 
the  Villa;  but  yet  would  willingly  have  tumed  from 
either  theme  to  that  most  engrossing  one,  the  circum- 
stances  of  bis  altered  fortune.  Simms,  bowever,  was 
above  such  grovelling  subjects;  and,  as  he  sat,  glass  in 
band,  gazing  out  upon  the  garden,  wbere  stroUing 
parties  came  and  went,  and  loitering  groups  lingered 
in  the  shade,  he  really  fancied  the  scene  a  perfect 
paradise. 

"Very  bard  to  leave  this,  you'll  find  it!"  exclaimed 
Simms.  "I  can  well  imagine  life  here  must  be  rare 
ftm.  How  jolly  they  do  seem  down  there,"  said  he, 
with  a  half-longing  look  at  the  stränge  figures,  who  now 
and  then  favoured  bim  with  a  salute  or  a  gesture  of  the 
band,  as  they  passed. 

"Come,  let  us  join  them,"  said  Casbel,  who,  de- 
spairing  of  recalling  bim  to  the  wisbed-for  topic,  was 
fain  to  indulge  tbe  stranger's  bumour. 

"AJl  naval  men?"  asked  Simms,  as  they  issued 
Forth  into  the  lawn. 

^'Most  of  them  are  sailors,''  said  Casbel,  equivo- 
cating. 

"That's  a  fine-looking  old-fellow  beneath  the  beech- 
tree,  with  the  long  Turkish  pipe  in  bis  mouth.  He's 
ea^tdn  ofa  Äeventy-four,  I  take  it.^^ 
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"don't  look  so  hard  at  him,   for  he  observes  you,   and 
is  somewhat  irascible  in  temper,  if  stared  at.'* 

"Indeed,  I  sbouldn't  have  thonght  — " 

"No  matter,  do  as  I  teil  you;  he  stabbed  a  travel- 
ling  artist  the  other  day,  who  fancied  he  was  a  fine 
stady,  and  wished  to  make  a  drawing  of  his  head.*^ 

Simms*  jaw  dropped  suddenly,  and  a  sickly  faint- 
nesB  stole  over  him,  that  even  all  his  late  potations 
conld  not  supply  conrage  enough  to  hear  such  a  story 
munoved. 

"And  who  is  he,  Sir,  yonder?"  asked  he,  as  a 
youth,  with  no  other  clothing  than  a  shirt  and  tronsers, 
was  fßncing  against  a  tree,  practising,  by  bounds  and 
Springs,  every  imaginable  species  of  attack  and  assanlt. 

"A  young  Spaniard  from  the  Basque,"  said  Cashel, 
eooUy;  "he  has  a  dnel  to-morrow  with  some  fellow  in 
Barcelonetta,  and  he's  getting  his  wrist  into  play." 
Then  calling  out,  he  said,  "Ah,  Jos^,  you  mean  to 
let  blood,  I  seel" 

"He's  only  a  Student,"  said  the  youth,  with  an  in- 
solent toss  of  his  head;  "but  who  have  we  here?" 

"A  friend  and  countryman  of  mine,  Mr.  Simms," 
said  Cashel,  introducing  the  little  man,  who  per- 
formed  a  whole  circuit  round  the  young  Spaniard  in 
salutations. 

"dorne  to  join  us?"  asked  the  youth,  surveying  him^ 
with  cool  impertinence.  "What  in  the  deviVs  name 
hast  thou  done  that  thou  should  leave  the  Old  World 
at  thy  time  of  life?  Virtuous  living  or  hypocrisy  ought 
to  have  become  a  habit  with  thee  ere  now,  old  boy! 
eh?" 

''ffe'8  onJyr  on  a  visit,"  aaid  Cashel,  laughmg-,  ''^i^ 
cMi,  ratam  to  good  society,  not  like  all  of  ua  li^x^r 
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"Would  you  infer  from  that,  Sir  — " 

"Keep  your  temper,  Jos^,"  said  Cashel,  with  an 
indescribable  asstunption  of  insolent  superiority;  "or,  if 
you  cannot,  keep  your  courage  for  the  students,  whose 
broils  best  suit  you." 

"You  presume  somewhat  too  far  on  your  skill  with 
the  rapier,  Senhor  Cashel,"  said  the  other,  but  in  a 
voice  far  less  elevated  than  before. 

"You  can  test  the  presumption  at  any  moment," 
said  Cashel,  insolently;  "now,  if  you  like  it" 

"Oh,  Mr.  Cashel!  oh,  Mr.  Koland!  for  mercy's  sake, 
don't!^^  exclaimed  Simms. 

"Never  fear,"  interposed  Cashel;  "that  excellent 
young  man  has  better  principles  than  you  fancy,  and 
never  neglects,  though  he  sometimes  forgets  himself." 

Scr  saying,  he  leisurely  passed  his  arm  beneath 
Simms^  and  led  him  forward. 

"Good  day,  Senhor  Cashel,"  said  a  tall  and  well- 
dressed  man,  who  made  his  salutations  with  a  certain 
air  of  distinction,  that  induced  Simms  to  inquire  who 
and  what  he  was. 

"  A  general  in  the  service  of  one  of  the  minor  states 
of  Germany,"  said  Cashel;  "a  man  of  great  professional 
skill;  and,  it  is  said,  of  great  personal  bravery." 

"And  in  what  capacity  is  he  here?" 

"A  reftigee.  His  ^entence  to  be  shot  was  com- 
muted  to  imprispnment  for  life.  He  made  his  escape 
from  Spandau,  and  came  here.^' 

"What  was  his  crime?" 

"Treachery,  the  very  basest  one  can  well  conceive; 

he  commanded  the  fort  of  Bergstein ,  which  the  French 

attacked  on  their  advance  in  the  second  Austrian  cam- 

p&ign.     The  a^£iailants  had  no  lieavy  aE^«rj^\tfÄ  waty 
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material  for  escalade;  bat  they  had  money,  and  gold 
proved  a  better  battering-tram  than  lead.  Plittersdorf 
—  that^s  the  generalis  name  —  fired  over  their  heads 
tili  he  had  expended  all  his  lanmunition,  and  then  sur- 
rendered,  with  the  garrison,  as  prisoners  of  war.  The 
French,  however,  exchanged  hlm  afterwards,  and  he 
yeiy  nearly  paid  the  penalty  of  his  false  faith/^ 

"And  now  is  he  shunned  —  do  people  avoid 
liim?" 

"How  should  they — how  many  here  are  privileged 
to  look  down  on  a  träitor?  Is  it  the  ronaway  merchant, 
the  defaulting  bank  clerk,  the  filching  commissary,  that 
can  say  shame  to  one  whose  crime  Stands  higher  in  the 
Scale  of  offence?  The  best  we  can  know  of  any  one 
here  is,  that  his  rascality  took  an  aspiring  tarn;  and 
jei  there  are  some  fellows  one  woald  not  hke,  to  think 
ill  o£  Here  comes  one  such;  and  as  I  have  something 
like  basiness  to  treat  of  with  him,  1^11  ask  yoa  to  wait 
Por  me,  on  this  bench,  tili  I  join  yoa." 

Withoat  waiting  for  any  reply,  Cashel  hastened 
forward,  and  taking  off  his  hat,  salated  a  sallow-looking 
man  of  some  eight  and-forty  or  £^  years  of  age,  who, 
in  a  loose  moming  gown,  and  with  a  book  in  his  band, 
^as  strolling  alone  in  one  of  the  alleys. 

"Ha,  Lieatenant,'^  said  the  other,  as  lifting  ap  his 
syes  he  recognised  Cashel  —  ^^making  the  most  of 
Übese  short  hoars  of  pleasare,  eh?  YoaVe  heard  the 
aews,  I  sappose;  we  shall  be  soon  afloat  again." 

"So  IVe  heard,  Captain!"  replied  Cashel;  "bat  I 
believe  we  have  taken  oor  last  cruise  together." 

"How  so,  lad!  you  look  well,  and  in  spirits;  and  as 
for  myself ,  I  never  feit  in  better  humoor  to  try  &  \>o"\Ä 
inib  onr  ßiends  on  tbe  westem  coast." 
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*'You  have  no  friend,  Captain,  can  better  like  to 
hear  yoü  say  so ;  and  as  for  me,  the  chances  of  fortanq 
have  changed.  I  have  discövered  that  I  need  neither 
risk  head  nor  limbs  for  gold;  a  worthy  man  has  arrived 
here  to-day  with  tidings  that  I  am  the  owner  of  a  large 
estate,  and  more  money  than  I  shall  well  know  how  tö 
squander,  and  so  — " 

"And  so  you'U  leave  us  for  the  land  where  men 
have  learned  that  art?  Quite  right,  Cashel.  At  yonr 
age  a  man  can  accnstom  himself  to  any  and  every- 
thing;  at  mine  —  a  little  later  —  at  mine,  for  instance, 
the  task  is  harder.  I  remember  myself  some  years  ago 
fancying  that  I  should  enjoy  prodigiously  that  Mfe  of 
voluptuous  civilisation  they  possess  in  the  'Old  World,* 
where  men's  wants  are  met  ere  they  are  well  feit,  and 
hnndreds,  ay  thousands,  are  toiling  and  thinking  to 
minister  to  the  rieh  man^s  pleasures.  It  so  chanced 
that  I  took  a  prize  a  few  weeks  after;  she  was  a  Por- 
tuguese  bark  with  specie,  broad  doubloons  and  goM 
bars  for  the  mint  at  Lisbon,  and  so  I  threw  up  my 
command  and  went  over  to  France  and  to  Paris.  The 
first  dash  w^  glorious;  all  was  new,  glittering,  and 
splendid;  every  sense  steeped  in  a  voluptuous  entrance- 
ment;  thought  was  out  of  the  question,  and  one  only 
could  wonder  at  the  barbarism  that  before  seemed  to 
represent  life  and  sorrow  for  years  lost  and  wasted  in 
grosser  enjoyment.  Then  came  a  reaction,  at  first 
slight,  but  each  day  stroüger;  the  headache  of  the  de- 
bauch,  the  doubt  of  your  mistress's  fidelity,  your  friend's 
truth,  your  own  enduring  good  fortune,  all  these  He  in 
wait  together,  and  spring  out  on  you  in  some  gloomy 
houTy  like  Mahya  boarding  a  ve^aa^  äX.  m^o^.^  ^jai 
crowding  down  from  maintop  and  TQAaea\    ^V^sä  \%  t^< 
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withstanding;  yon  mußt  strike  or  üj.  I  took  the  last 
alternative,  and,  leaving  my  splendid  quarters  oho 
moming  at  daybreak,  hastened  to  Havro.  Not  a 
tiiGoght  of  regret  crossed  me;  so  quiet  a  life  seemed  to 
«B^mj  very  conrage,  and  prey  npon  my  vitals;  tliat 
nme  night  I  swting  once  more  in  a  hammock,  with  the 
nshiDg  water  beside  my  ear,  and  never  again  tried 
those  dissipations  that  pall  from  their  very  excess;  for, 
ifter  all,  no  pleasure  is  lasting  which  is  not  dashed 
with  the  sense  of  danger." 

While^  he  was  yet  speaking,  a  femaJe  figure,  closely 
TBÜed,  passed  close  to  where  they  stood,  and,  witliout 
attracting  any  notice,  slipped  into  CasheVs  hand  a 
nti&ll  slip  of  paper.  Few  as  the  words  it  contained 
were,  they  seemed  to  excite  his  very  deepest  emotion, 
oid  it  was  with  a  faltering  voice  he  asked  the  Captain 
bj  what  Step  he  could  most  speedily  obtain  his  release 
from  the  Service? 

A  tiresome  Statement  of  official  forms  was  the  an- 
«wer,  bnt  ßoland^s  impatience  did  not  hear  it  out,  as 
he  Said, 

"And  is  there  no  other  way  —  by  gold,  for  in- 
stance?" 

'  A  cold  shrug  of  the  Shoulders  met  this  sally,   and 
the  Captain  said,  * 

"To  corrupt  the  ofEcials  of  the  Government  is  called 
tieason  by  our  laws,  and  is  punishable  by  death,  just 
like  desertion.'^ 

"Therefore  is  desertion  the  better  course,  as  it  in- 
▼ohes  none  but  one,"  said  Cashel,  laughing,  as  he 
tomed  away» 
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CHAPTEE  IV. 


Man  being  reasonäble,  must  dine  oat; 
The  best  of  life  is  bat  a  dinner-party. 

Amphttrxon,  Cantoxt. 

It  wa49  about  half-past  six  of  an  autamn  evening, 
just  as  the  grey  twilight  was  darkening  into  the  gloom 
that  precedes  nigbt,  that  a  servant,  dressed  in  the  most 
decorous  black,  drew  down  the  window-blinds  of  a 
large  and  splendidly  ^imisbed  drawing-room  of  a  bouse 
in  Merrion-square,  Dublin." 

Having  arranged  certain  portly  deep-cusbioned 
cbairs  into  tbe  orderly  disorder  that  invites  social 
groupings,  and  having  disposed  various  other  articles 
of  fömiture  according  to  those  notions  of  domestic 
landscape  so  populär  at  the  present  daj,  he  stirred  the 
fire  and  withdrew:  —  all  these  motions  being  peiy 
formed  with  the  noiseless  decorum  of  a  church. 

A  glance  at  the  apartment,  even  by  the  fitftd  light 
of  the  coal-fire,  showed  that  it  was  richly,  even  magni- 
ficenüy  fomished.  The  looking-glasses  were  immense 
in  size,  and  framed  with  all  that  the  most  lavish  art 
of  the  carver  could  display.  The  hangings  were  costly 
Lyons  silks,  the  sofas,  tables,  and  cabinets  were  all  ex- 
quisite spedmens  of  modern  skill  and  elegance,  while 
tiie  carpet  almost  rose  above  the  foot  in  the  delicate 
softness  of  its  velvet  pile.  A  harp,  a  grand  pianoforte, 
and  several  richly-bound  and  gilded  volumes  strewed 
about  gave  evidence  of  tastes  above  the  mere  vo- 
luptuous  enjoyment  of  eade,  and  in  one  window  stood 
an  embroidery-frame,  with  its  unfinished  labour,  from 
which  the  threads  depended  in  that  fashion,  that 
showed  it  had  lately  occupied  the  fair  hands  of  the 
artist. 
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This  very  enviable  apartment  belonged  to  Mr. 
Monntjoy  Kennyfeck,  the  leading  solicitor  of  Dublin,  a 
man,  who,  for  sometbing  more  thati  thirty  years,  bad 
stood  at  tbe  bead  of  bis  walk  in  tbe  Capital,  and  was 
reputed  to  be  one  of  its  most  respected  and  riebest 
Citizens.  Mrs.  Mountjoy  Kennyfeck  —  neitber  for  onr 
own  nor  onr  reader's  convenience  dare  we  omit  the 
"pr^nom"  —  was  of  a  westem  family  considerably 
aboYB  tbat  of  ber  liege  lord  and  master  in  matter  of 
genealogy,  but  wbose  quarterings  bad  so  far  survived 
the  family  acres,  tbat  sbe  was  fain  to  accept  tbe  band 
of  a  wealtbj  attomey,  affcer  baving  for  some  years 
been  tbe  beUe  of  ber  county,  and  tbe  admired  beauty 
of  Castle  balls  and  drawing-rooms. 

It  bad  been  at  first,  indeed,  a  very  bard  stniggle 
for  the  O'Haras  to  adopt  tbe  style  and  title  of  Kenny- 
feck, and  poor  Matilda  was  pitied  in  all  tbe  moods 
and  tenses  for  exebanging  tbe  riotous  feudalism  of 
Uayo  for  tbe  decorous  qnietude  and  wealtby  "insouci- 
aoce*'  of  a  Dublin  mansion;  and  tbe  various  scions  of 
the  house  did  not  seruple  to  express  very  unqualified 
opinions  on  the  subject  of  ber  fall;  but  Time  —  tbat 
hieals  so  mucb  —  Time  and  Mr.  Kennyfeck^s  daret,  of 
whicb  ihey  all  drank  most  liberally  during  die  visits 
to  town,  assnaged  tbe  rancour  of  tbese  prejudices,  and 
"Matty,"  it  was  binted,  migbt  bave  done  worse;  while 
some  hardy  spirit  averred  tbat  "Kennyfeck,  thougb  not 
one  of  ourselves,  bad  a  great  deal  of  tbe  gentleman 
about  bim,  notwitbstanding.^' 

A  Word  of  Mr.  Kennyfeck  bimself,  and  even  a  word 
will  almost  snffice.     He  was  a   very   tall,    poiii^<^\\&* 
luoking  persona^e^    witb   a  retiring  forehead^   «aidi  «^ 
ha^g^e  promment  nose;  be  wore  a  profosion  o?  ^ov^^««^ 
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and  always  dressed  in  the  most  scmpulons  black;  he 
spoke  little,  and  that  slowly;  he  laughed  never.  It  w«8 
not  that  he  was  melancholy  or  depressed;  it  seemed 
rathor  that  his  nature  had  been  fashioned  in  conformitjr 
with  the  onerous  responsibilities  of  his  pursuit,  and  that 
he  would  have  deemed  any  exhibition  of  mirthful  emo- 
tion nnseemly  and  unbecoming  one  who,  so  to  say,  was 
a  kind  of  high  priest  in  the  temple  of  equity.  Next  to 
the  Chancellor's  he  venerated  the  decisions  of  Mnk 
Kennyfeck;  after  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  came  the  Master  ^of 
the  EoUs.  This  was  his  brief  and  simple  faith,  and  ät 
is  astonishing  in  what  simple  rules  of  guidance  mM 
amass  vast  fortunes,  and  obtain  the  highest  suffrages  rf 
civic  honour  and  respectl  j 

Mr.  Kennyfeck's  family  consisted  of  two  daughtert: 
the  eldest  had  been  a  beauty  for  some  years,  and,  eye« 
at  the  period  our  tale  opens,  häd  lost  few  of  her  a^ 
tractions.  She  was  tall,  dark  haired,  and  dark  ey«d| 
with  an  air  of  what  in  the  Irish  eapital  is  called  "Ä^ 
cided  fashion^'  about  her,  but  in  less  competent  cirol6i  J 
might  have  been  called  almost  efßrontery.  She  lookeil  ] 
strangers  very  steadily  in  the  face,  spoke  with  a  voio*  1 
füll,  firm,  and  onabashed  —  no  matter  what  the  «ab^  • 
ject,  or  who  the  audience  —  and  gave  her  opinions  o*  j 
people  and  events  with  a  careless  indifPerence  to  coor  * 
sequences,  that  many  mistook  for  high  genius,  rebel' 
lious  against  control. 

Olivia,  three  years  younger  than  her  sister,  had  ju^t 
come  out;  and  whether  that  her  beauty  —  and  sh0 
was  very  handsome  —  required  a  different  style,  ot 
that    she    saw   more    clearly   the    '^mistake^^    in 


Kennyfeck's  manner,  but  she  took  a  path  perfecdy  heT^ 
own,     She  was  tendemess  itseAf-,  a  dft\\K»Ärj^  Xöq  ^^oaK' 
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le  for  this  work-a-day  world,  pervaded  M.  she 
Jid  did  —  a  retiring  sensitiveness  that  ahe  knew, 
I  plaintively  said,  would  never  "let  her  be  loved," 
id  her  nature,  and  made  her  the  victim  of  her 
^eelings.  Her  sketches  —  everlasting  Madonnas 
red  m  tears  —  her  music,  the  most  moumAil  of 
lelodies  —  her  reading,  the  most  diäastrously 
j  of  modern  poems  —  all  accorded  with  this 
which,  after  all,  scarcely  consorted  well  with  a 
ilooming  cheek,  bright  hazel  eycs,  and  an  air  and 
^e  that  shqwed  a  füll  consciousness  of  her  capti- 
s,  and  no  small  reliance  on  her  capacity  to  exer- 
lem. 

brief  interval  after  the  servant  left  the  room  the 
opened,  and  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  entered.  She  was 
d  for  dinner,  and  if  not  exactly  attired  for  the 
ion  of  a  large  Company,  exhibited,  in  various  de- 
of  her  costume,  unequivocal  signs  of  more  than 
on  car&;   a  massive  diamond  brooch  fastened  the 

of  her  dark  velvet  dress,  and  on  her  fingers 
il  rings  of  great  value  glittered.  Miss  Kennyfeck, 
^ho  foUowed  her,  was,  though  simply,  most  be- 
gly  dressed;  the  light  and  floating  material  of 
Dbe  contrasting  well  with  the  more  stately  folds 
I  matronly  costume  of  her  mother. 

[  am   surprised   they  are   not  here  before  this,"   . 
lirs.  Kennyfeck,  lying  back  in  the  deep  recess  of 
Orions  chair,   and  placing  a  screen  between  her- 
nd  the  fire.     "Your  father  said  positively  on  the 
and  as  the  weather  has  been  most  favoxaoXA!^ 
lot  imderstaDd  the  delay  —  the  packeta  amv^  a\. 
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'^Yes,  at  four,  and  the  carriage  left;  this  at  tlir< 
fetch  them." 

"Read  the  note  again  —  he  writes  so  very  bi 
always!  I'm  sure  I  wish-the  dear  man  would  u: 
stand  that  I  am  not  a  dient,  and  that  a  letter  i 
exactly  all  it  might  be,  because  it  can  be  charge 
thirteen  and  fourpence,  or  six  and  eightpence,  or  ^ 
ever  it  is." 

Miss  Kennyfeck  took  an  open  note  firom  the  < 
ney,  and  read: 

"  'Deab  Mes.  Kennyfeck, 
"*We  have  made  all  the  necessary  arrangemer 
London,  and  shall  leave  on  the  2nd,  so  as  to  arrr 
Merrion-square  by  the  5th.  Mr.  C  -  would,  I  bei 
rather  have  remained  another  day  in  town,  but 
was  no  possibility  of  doing  so,  as  the  *Chanc< 
will  sit  on  Tuesday.  Love  to  the  girls,  and  be 
me,  yours  very  truly, 

"*M.  RENNYrE( 

"*Invite  Jones  and  Softly  to  meet  us  at  dinr 

The  clock  on  the  mantelpiece  now  Struck  s< 
and  scarcely  had  the  last  chime  died  away,  as  a 
riage  drove  up  to  the  door. 

"Here  they  come,  I  suppose,"  said  Mrs.  Kenny 
with  a  half  sigh. 

"No,  mamma;  it  is  a  hackney-coach.  Mr.  J 
or  Mr.  Softly,  perhaps." 

"Oh,  dear,  I  had  forgotten  them  —  how  absi 
was  to  ask  these  people,  and  your  father  not  here 

The  door  opened,  and  the  servant  announcei 
^ev.  Mr,  Knox  Softly,   a  very  ta\\^  Yl^eääqtccä  ^ 
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man  entered,  and  made  a  most  respectftil  bnt  cordial 
SAlntation  to  the  ladies.  He  was  in  look  and  mien  the 
beau  ideal  of  health,  strength,  and  activity,  with 
hjght,  iiill,  blne  ejes,  and  cheeks  rosj  as  Üie  May. 
ffis  voice,  however,  was  subdned  to  the  dolcet  accent 
of  a  low  whisper,  and  bis  step,  as  he  crossed  the 
room,  had  the  stealthj  noiselessness  of  a  cafs  ap- 
proach. 

"Mi.  Kennjfeck  qnite  restored,  I  hope,  from  the 
fetigue  of  bis  joumey?" 

"WeVe  not  seen  bim  yet,"  replied  bis  lady,  almost 
tartly;  "he  ought  to  have  been  bere  at  four  o^clock, 
and  yet  it's  past  seven!" 

"I  tbink  I  bear  a  carriage." 

"Anotber  — "  baqkney,  Miss  Kennyfeck  was  about 
to  say,  wben  she  stopped  berself,  and,  at  the  instant, 
Connsellor  Cläre  Jones  was  announced. 

This  gentleman  was  a  rising  ligbt  of  Ibe  Irisb  bar, 
who  had  the  good  fortune  to  attract  Mr.  Kennyfeck's 
attention,  and  was  suddenly  transferred  from  the  dull 
duties  of  civil  bills  and  declarations  to  business  of  a 
more  profitable  kind«  He  had  been  somewbat  success- 
h\  in  bis  College  career,  carried  off  some  minor  bononrs, 
was  a  noisy  member  of  a  debating  society,  wrote 
leaders  for  some  provincial  papers,  and  with  overbear- 
ing  powers  of  impudence,  and  a  good  memory,  was  a 
veiy  likely  candidate  for  high  forensic  bonour. 

Unlike  the  first  arrival,  the  Connsellor  had  few,  if 

«öy,  of  the  forms  of  good  society  in  bis  manner  or  ad- 

tess;  bis  costnme,  too,  was  singularly  negligent,  and 

M  he  ran  a  verj^  äahioua  hand  tbiougii  a  m^B  ot  \!bi<^ 

sBdtansried  bair  on  entering,  H  wa.s  easy  to  aeft  t\ia\ 
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formed.  The  splashed  appearance  of  bis  nether  gar- 
ments,  and  of  shoes  that  might  have  done  honottr  to 
snipe-shooting,  also  showed  that  the  carriage  whkh 
brought  him  was  a  mere  ceremonial  observance,  and, 
as  he  would  himself  say,  "the  act  of  conveyance  w&s 
a  surplusage."  ' 

Those  who  saw  him  in  court  pronoimced  him  the 
most  unabashed  and  cool  of  men;  but  there  was  cer- 
tainly  a  somewhat  of  haste  and  impetuositj  in  bis 
drawing-room  manner,  that  even  a  weak  observer 
wonld  have  ascribed  to  awkwardness. 

"How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Kennyfeck?  —  how  do 
you,  Miss  Kennyfeck?  —  glad  to  see  you.  Ah!  Mr. 
Softly  —  well,  I  hope?  Is  he  come  —  has  he  ar- 
riyed?"  A  shake  of  the  head  replied  in  ithe  negative. 
"Very  stränge  —  I  can't  understand  it  We  have  a 
confiiütation  with  the  Solicitor-General  to-morrow,  and 
a  meeting  in  Chambers  at  four/^ 

"I  shonldn^t  wonder  if  Mr.  Cashel  detained  papa; 
he  is  very  young,  you  know;  and  London  must  be  so 
new  and  stränge  to  him,  poor  lad!" 

"Yes,  but  your  father  would  scarce  permit  it,"  said 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  smartly.  "I  rather  think  it  must 
have  been  some  accidental  circumstance  —  coaches  are 
constantly  upsetting,  and  post-horses  cannot  always  be 
had." 

Mr.  Knox  Softly  smiled  benignly,  as  though  to  say 
in  tbese  suggestions  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  was  displaying  a 
very  laudable  spirit  of  uncertainty  as  to  the  course  of 
human  events. 

"Here's  Olivia,"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  as  her 
jr&ttnger  dan^hter  entered.  "Let  us  hear  her  impre»» 
ßiimg  ._  fall  o£  forebodings,  I  doii\  aLWxJöt:' 
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Miss  Olivia  Kennyfeck  performed  her  salotationB 
to  the  guests  wiA  the  most  ftiultless  grace,  throwing  in- 
to  her  curtsey  to  the  cmrate  a  certain  air  of  filial  rever- 
ence  very  pretty  to  behold,  and  only  a  little  objection- 
able  on  the  score  of  the  gentleman^s  youth  and  per- 
sonal attractions;  and  then,  tnming  to  her  molher, 
flwd, 

"You  are  not  iineasy,  mamma,  I  hope?  Öioiigh, 
after  all,  this  is  ahout  the  period  of  the  equinox/' 

"^ Nonsense,  child!    packets  are  never  lost  now-a- 
days  m  the  Irish  Channel.     It^s  merely  some  sndden 
freak  of  gaiety  —  some  London  distraction  detains    ' 
them.    Will  yon  toudi  that  bell,  Mr.  Cläre  Jones?    It 
is  better  to  order  dinner." 

There  was  something  peremptory  in  the  lady's  tone 
and  manner  that  rather  damped  the  efPorts  at  Small- 
talk —  never  very  vigorous  or  well-sustained  at  these 
ante-dinner  moments  —  nor  were  any  of  the  party 
Tery  soiry  when  the  servant  announced  that  the  sonp 
was  serred. 

CHAPTEK  V. 

Tbe  Sherry  ioed  —  tb«  Company  still  colder. 

Bklx.'8  Iuaobs. 

Thb  party,  who  now  took  their  seats  at  table,  were 
wt  made  of  tbose  ingredients  whose  admixture  accom- 
plishes  a  eoeial  meeting.  Their  natures,  pursuits,  and 
tastes  were  only  sufficiently  nnlike  to  suggest  want  of 
agreement,  without  possessing  the  broad  contrasts  Ütak 
inrite  conversation  bj  their  own  contrariety.  "BesAfi» 
flri»,  £ier0  was  a  sense  of  constraint  ovet  everj  ö^^> 
^m  Oe  absence  of  tbe  boat  and  bis  expectööi  ^««^% 

4* 
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4md  lastly,  the  very  aspect  of  a  gorgeously-decorated 
table,  with  vacant  places,  has  always  a  chilling  in- 
fluence  over  those  who  sit  around.  A  certain  amonnt 
of  propinquity  is  as  essential  to  conversation,  as  good 
roads  and  easy  distances  are  a  necessary  condition  to 
a  visiting  neighbourhood.  If  you  cannot  address  him 
or  her  who  sits  beside  you  without  attracting  the  atten- 
tioi^  of  the  whole  table  to  your  remark,  you  are  eqnally 
debarred  from  the  common-places  that  induce  table- 
talk,  or  the  smart  thing  that  cannot  well  be  said  too 
publicly. 

The  dinner  here  proceeded  in  very  stately  quietade, 
nor  -were  the  efforts  of  Mr.  Jones  to  introduce  a  con- 
versational  spirit  at.all  successful;  indeed,  that  gifted 
ffentleman  would  have  willinffly  exchans^ed  the  unex- 
Sptionable  cookery,  and  a^miably-conditioned  wine 
before  him,  for  the  riotous  freedom  of  a  bar  mess  — 
where  sour  sherry  and  nisi-prius  jokes  abounded,  and 
Father  Somebody's  song  was  sure  to  give  the  scene  s 
conviviality  that  only  yielded  its  fascination  to  blind 
hookey,  or  spoiled  five. 

Far  otherwise  the  curate.  The  angelic  smile  that 
sat  upon  bis  features  mechanically;  his  low,  soft,  liquid 
voice;  his  gentle  gestures,  and  even  his  little  sallies  of 
pleasantry,  were  in  perfect  accordance  with  the  de- 
corous  solemnity  of  a  scene  where  the  chink  of  a  cut 
decanter,  or  the  tingling  sound  of  a  silver  dish-cover, 
were  heard  above  the  stillness  of  the  Company. 

If,  then,   Mr.  Knox  Softly  accompanied  the  ladies 

to  the  door,  and  foUowed  them  out  with  his  eyes,  with 

an  expression  beaming  regretftilness  at  their  departure, 

^e    ConnseUoTy    very  'diiflfeTently-mmded,    s\irromided 

kimself  witil   an  array   of  tlie    4eaaet\r^^'^%  wA  ^<ej* 
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canters,  and  prepared  to  discuss  bis  wine  and  walnuts 
to  bis  perfect  contentment. 

"You  have  never  met  this  Mr.  Koland  Cashel,  I 
believe?"  said  Mr.  Softly,  as  he  fiUed  a  very  large 
cläret  glass  and  tasted  it  enjoyably. 

"Never,"  replied  Jones,  whose  teeth  were  busily 
engaged  in  smasbing  ahnonds  and  filberts,  in  open  de- 
fiance  of  a  tray  of  silver  nutcrackers  before  bim, 
"^I  don't  tbink  be  bas  been  in  Ireland  since  a  mere 
cbiid,  and  very  little  in  England." 

"Tben  bis  recovery  of  tbe  estate  was  quite  nnex- 
pected?" 

"Mere  accident.  Kennyfeck  came  upon  tbe  proofs 
wben  making  some  searcbes  for  a  coUateral  claim. 
Tbe  story  is  very  sbort.  Tbis  lad's  fatber,  wbose 
name  was  Godfrey  Casbel,  was  a  poor  lieutenant  in 
the  8 Ist,  and  quartered  at  Batb,  wben  be  cbanced  to 
discover  tbat  a  rieb  old  bacbelor  tbere,  a  certain  God- 
irey  Browne,  was  a  distant  relation  of  bis  motber.  He 
lost  no  time  in  making  bis  acquaintance  and  explain- 
ing  tbe  relationsbip,  wbicb,  bowever,  brougbt  bim  no 
more  substantial  benefit  tban  certain  invitations  to 
dinner,  and  wbist  parties,  wbere  tbe  unfortunate  lieu- 
tenant lost  bis  balf-crowns. 

"At  lengtb  a  note  came  one  moming  inviting  bim 
to  breakfast,  and  to  ^transact  a  little  matter  of  busi- 
ness.'  Poor  Godifrey  read  tbe  words  witb  every  com- 
mentary  tbat  could  flatter  bis  bopes,  and  set  out  in 
better  spirits  tban  be  bad  known  for  many  a  year  be- 
fore. Wbat  tben  was  bis  dismay  to  discover  tbat  be 
was  only  wanted  to  witness  tbe  old  gentlemaiv!«  ^VÜLV 

—  a  very  eigmßcaut proof  that  he  was  not  to  \>ea'fe^\.\s^ 
hs  jproYißiona. 


64  BOLAND  CASHEL. 

^^  With  a  yery  ill-repressed  sigh,  the  poor  lieutonaut 
threw  a  glance  over  the  half-opened  leaves,  where 
leasehold,  and  copyhold,  and  fireehold,  and  every  other 
*hold^  iigured  among  fanded  propertj,  consols,  and  re- 
duced  annuities  —  with  money  lent  on  mortgageB, 
shares  in  yarious  companies,  and  what  not,  -—  a  list 
only  to  be  equalled  by  the  long  catalogue  of  thoeo 
^next  of  kin,'  who,  to  the  number  of  seventeen,  wesre 
mentioned  as  reversionary  heirs. 

"*  You  are  to  sign  your  name  here,  Mr.  Cashel/  said 
the  ßolidtor,  pointing  to  a  carefiüly-scratched  portion 
of  the  parchment,  where  abeady  the  initials  were  pen- 
cilled  for  his  guidance. 

^^^Faith!  and  it's  at  the  other  side  of  the  bock  Fd 
rather  see  it/  said  the  Lieutenant,  with  a  sigL 

"'Not,  surely,  after  seventeen  others?'  exclaimed 
the  astonished  attomey. 

"'Even  so  —  a  chance  is  better  than  nothing.* 

"'What's  that  he's  saying?'  interposed  the  old  man, 
who  sat  reading  his  newspaper  at  the  fire.  The  matter 
was  soon  explained  by  the  attomey,  and  when  he 
finished,  Cashel  added  —  'That's  just  it;  and  I'm  to 
sail  for  the  Cape  on  the  4th  of  next  month,  and  if 
you'U  put  me  down  among  the  rest  of  the  fellows>  TU 
send  you  the  best  pipe  of  Constantia  you  ever  tasted, 
as  sure  as  my  name  is  Godfirey  CasheL'* 

"The  old  man  threw  his  spectacles  up  on  his  fore- 
head,  wiped  his  eyes,  and  then  replacing  his  glasses, 
took  a  deliberate  survey  of  the  poor  Lieutenant  who 
Lad  proposed  such  avery' soft' bargain.  '£h!  Clinchet,* 
said  he  to  the  attomey,  'can  we  do  this  for  him?' 

***NoibiDg  easier,  Sir,  —  \et  Üi^  ^%Q£ksiixi«si  «^xsi^  \a. 
iMst,  as  residuary  legatee,  and  it  «Ateit^  noMi^^« 
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ut 


I  suppose  70U  coont  on  jour  good  lack/*  said  old 
Browne,  giimimg. 

"^Oh,  then,  it's  not  from  mj  great  experience  tlmt 
vay;  ssdd  Casliel.  'IVe  been  on  the  ""Duke's  liat""  for 
promotion  seventeen  jearg  already,  and,  for  all  I  see, 
not  a  bit  nearer  it  than  tbe  first  daj;  bat  there's  no 
zeason  mj  poor  boj  should  be  sach  an  nnfortanato 
devü.  Wbo  knows  bat  fortane  may  make  amends  to 
liim  one  of  tbese  days?   Come,  Sir  —  is  it  a  bargain?' 

"'To  be  surei  I'm  qoite  willing  —  only  don't 
forget  the  Constantia.  Ks  a  wine  I  like  a  glass  of 
very  well  indeed,  after  my  dinner.' 

"Tbe  remainder  is  easily  told:  the  Lieutenant  sailed 
for  the  Cape,  and  kept  bis  word,  even  though  it  cost 
bim  a  debt  that  mortgaged  bis  commission.  Old  Browne 
gave  a  great  dinner  when  tbe  wine  arrived,  and  the 
very  first  name  on  the  list  of  legatees,  bis  nephew, 
eaught  a  fever  on  bis  way  home  firom  it,  and  died  in 
three  weeks. 

"Kennyfeck  coald  teil  us,  if  he  were  here,  what 
became  of  dkch  of  them  in  succession-,  four  were  lost, 
out  yachting,  at  once;  bat,  singular  as  it  may  seem,  in 
luneteen  years  from  the  date  of  that  will,  every  life 
lapsed,  —  and  stranger  still,  without  heirs,  and  the 
fortune  has  now  descended  to  poor  Godfrey  Cashers 
boy,  the  Lieutenant  himself  having  died  in  the  West 
Indies,  where  he  exchanged  into  a  native  regiment 
That  is  the  whole  story,  and  probably  in  a  romanoe 
one  would  say  that  the  thing  was  exaggerated,  so  mach 
more  stränge  is  truth  than  fiction/' 

"And  wbat  kind  o£  educaäon  did  the  yoxmig  tübsv    - 
^/"^ 

-Z  ^p^se  verjr  Utile,    if  any.      80  long  a»  >Ä% 
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father  lived,  lie  of  course  held  the  position  of  an  offi- 
cer'ß  son  —  poor,  but  in  the  rank  of  gentleman.  After 
that,  withont  parents  —  his  mother  died  wlien  he  was 
an  Infant  —  he  was  thrown  upon  the  world,  and,  after 
various  vicissitudes ,  became  a  cabin-boy  on  board  of  a 
merchantman;  tben,  he  was  said  to  be  a  mate  of  a 
vessel  in  the  African  trade,  employed  'on  the  Gold 
Coast;  just  as  probably  a  slaver  —  and  last  of  all,  he 
was  lieutenant  in  the  Columbian  navy,  which,  I  take 
it,  is  a  very  good  name  for  piracy.  It  was  in  the 
Havannah  we  got  a  trace  of  him,  and  I  assure  you, 
Strange  as  it  may  sonnd,  Kennyfeck's  agent  had  no 
small  difficulty  in  persuading  him  to  abandon  that  very 
free  and  easy  Service,  to  assume  the  rights  and  im- 
munities  of  a  very  large  property. 

"Kennyfeck  was  to  meet  him  on  his  arrival  in  Eng- 
land, about  ten  days  ago,  and  they  spent  a  few  days 
in  London,  and  were  —  but  hark!  there  comes  a  car- 
riage  now  —  yes,  I  know  the  step  of  his  horses  — 
here  they  are! " 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

Ne*er  mind  his  torn,  ill-fashioned  doublet, 
Beshrew  me  I  if  he*8  not  a  pretty  man. 

Don  Lopsz. 

The  movement  and  bustle  in  the  hall,  showed  that 
Mr.  Jones^s  surmise  was  correct,  for  scarcely  had  the 
carriage  stopped  than  the  street-door  was  flung  wide 
open,  and  Mr.  Pearse,  the  butler,  foUowed  by  a  strong 
detachment  of  bright-liveried  menials,  stood  bowing 
their  respectful  compliments  to  their  master  and  his 
S^est  As  Mr,  Kennyfeck  entered  tiiö  Iioxiä^^  l^-walked 
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slowly  and  with  difficully,  endeftvouring  at  tlie  same 
time  to  avoid  all  scrutinj  of  bis  appearance  as  lie 
passed  through  the  crowded  hall;  but,  although  bis 
hat  was  pressed  ßxmlj  over  bis  brows,  it  could  not 
entirely  conceal  a  very  suspiciously-tinted  margin 
around  one  eye,  wbile  the  care  with  wbicb  he  defended 
his  left  arm,  and  wbicb  he  canied  in  bis  waistcoat, 
looked  like  injury  tbere,  also. 

He,  bowever,  made  an  attempt  at  a  little  sprigbtli- 
ness  of  manner,  as,  sbaking  his  companion^s  band  with 
cordial  warmtb,  he  said, 

"Welcome  to  Lreland,  Mr.  Casbel.  I  hope  I  shall 
veiy  oflten  experience  the  bappiness  of  sjeing  you 
nnder  this  roof." 

The  person  addressed  was  a  remarkably  bandsome 
yonng  man,  wbose  air  and  carriage  bespoke,  bowever, 
mucb  more  the  con£dence  tbat  results  from  a  sense  of 
personal  gifts,  and  a  bold,  daring  temperament,  tban 
thät  more  tempered  ease  wbicb  is  tbe  consequence  of 
fasbionable  breeding. 

Mr.  Kennyfeck^s  felicitations  on  their  arrival  were 
scarce  uttered,  ere  Casbel  bad  sufQciently  recovered 
from  bis  surprise  at  tbe  unexpected  magnificence  of  tbe 
boiise,  to  make  any  reply;  for,  altbougb  as  yet  ad- 
yanced  no  furtber  tban  tbe  ball,  a  marble  group  by 
Canova  —  a  centre  lamp  of  costly  S^vros  —  and  some 
cbairs  of  carved  ebony,  served  to  indicate  tbe  ßxpen- 
siye  style  of  tbe  remainder  of  tbe  mansion. 

Wbile  Casbel,  then,  muttered  bis  acknowledgments, 
be  added  to  bimself ,  but  in  a  voice  scarcely  less  loud, 

"Deviliflb  good  crib  this,  Master  Kemiyfeck?^ 

^^-Pearae,"  aaid  the  boat,  '^is  dinner  ready?'' 
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place  is  this  same  good  city  of  Dublin?     What  g 
forward  here?" 

As  this  question  was  more  directly  addressed 
Jones,  that  gentleman  prepared  himself,  not  unwillin; 
for  an  elaborate  reply. 

"Dublin,  Mr.  Cashel,"  said  he,  pretty  much  in 
same  tone  he  would  have  used  in  opening  an  add 
to  a  Jury;  "Dublin  is  a  city,  which,  from  a  g 
variety  of  causes ,  will  always  be  exposed  to  -s 
variable  and  opposing  criticisms.  To  begin:  it  is  ] 
vincial  — " 

"Is  it  slow?"  interrupted  Casjiel,  who  had  liste 
to  this  exordium  with  palpable  signs  of  impatience.j 

"If  you  mean,  has  it  its  share  of  those  habitt 
dissipation,  those  excesses  so  detrimental  alike  to  he 
and  fortune  — " 

"No,  no;  I  merely  ask  what  goes  on  here  —  1 
do  people  amuse  themselves?"  said  Cashel,  fencin| 
avoid  any  very  lengthened  exposure  of  the  other's  vi( 

"They  dine,   dance,   drink  tea,   talk  politics 
scandal,   like  other  folk;  but  if  you  ask,  what  are 
distinguishing  features  of  the  society — " 

"What  kind  of  sport  does  the  country  affor( 
interrupted  Eoland,  somewhat  uncer^moniously. 

"Hunting,  shooting,  fishing,  coursing  — " 

"What  do  you  mean  by  hunting  —  a  fox,  is  it 

"  Yes,  fox-hunting  and  hare-hunting,  too." 

A  very  insolent  laugh  was   CasheFs    answer, 
tuming  to  Mr.  Softly,  he  said,   "Well,  I  own,  all 
does  strike   me  as  a  very  tiresome  kind  of  life. 
you  like  Ireland,  Sir?" 

"I  feel  a  deep  interest  in  it,"  said  the  curate,  y 
a  mo8t  solemn  mauner. 
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I"Te8,  that's  all  very  well;  but  do  you  like  it?" 
"Were  it  not  for  its  darkness/^  said  Mr.  Softly, 
fflg^g,  "I  shonld  say  I  liked  it." 

I"Darkness,"  echoed  Cashel,  "darkness;  whj  hang 
it,  you  are  pretty  far  north  here.  What  is  the  darkness 
Jon  speak  of?" 
"I  allnded  to  Popery,  Sir  —  to  the  obscuring 
mists  of  snperstition  and  ignorance,"  replied  Mr.  Softly, 
mth  a  kind  of  energetic  timidity  that  made  himself 
UiuL 

"Oh  —  I  perceive  —  yes  —  I  understand,"  mnttered 
Cashel,  who  certainly  feit  all  the  awkwardness  of  a 
man  canght  in  a  lie. 

"We  have  a  very  agreeable  society  among  the 
Bar  men,"  said  Jones,  retumingto  the  charge  in  a 
new  direction;  "a  great  deal  of  pleasantry  and  fün  goes 
on  at  onr  messes." 

"DroU  fellows,  I  snppose,"  said  Cashel,  carelessly. 
"I  remember  I  knew  a  lawyer  once,  he  was  mate  of 
a  small  clipper  in  the  Aftican  trade  —  mischievous 
kind  of  devil  he  was,  too  —  always  setting  the  slaves 
by  the  ears,  and  getting  money  for  settling  the  dif- 
ferences.  They  played  him  a  good  trick  at  last." 
Here  he  laughed  heartily  at  the  recoUection  for  several 

Iminutes. 
"What  was  it?"   asked  Jones,   in  some  cnriosity 
to  leam  how  the  Bar  was  respected  on  the  banks  of 
ihe  Niger. 

"They  painted  him  black  and  sold  him  at  Cuba," 
Baid  Cashel,  who  once  more  broke  out  into  laughter  at 
excellence  of  the  jest. 

Jones'  Bnd  Soßiys  ejrea  met  with  a  mo^t  «stsi- 
pl^' accord&nce  in^  tiie  glancBB   exchanged.     lJL^«a- 
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while,    Cashel  drawing  bis  chair   towards  the    larger  =, 
table,   fiUed  his  glass  and  proceeded  to  smash  bis  wal- 
nuts  witb  all  the  easj  contentment  of  a  man  wbo  haA. 
dined  well. 

"I  perceive  Mr.  Kennyfeck  is  not  likely  to  join 
US,"  Said  Softly,   witb  a  balf  suggestive  lock  towaorabr' 
tbe  door. 

"Tired,  perbaps,"  said  Jones,  affectmg  wbat  bs 
opined  to  be  tbe  cool  indiffsrence  of  tbe  bigbaot 
fasbion. 

'^More  tban  that,  I  suspect,^^  said  Casbel,  whih 
a  most  unfeigned  carelessness.  '*£>id  jou  remaA 
bis  eyes?" 

"Yes!"  exclaimed  botb  togetber.  "Wbat  could  that 
mean?" 

"A  sligbt  bit  of  a  scrimmage  we  bad  on  tbe  iray 
from  town  —  a  — " 

"Mr.  Kennyfeck  engaged  in  a  row!"  cried  SoMy^ 
almoBt  incredible  at  tbe  tidings. 

"  Yes.  I  fancy  tbat  is  about  tbe  best  word  for  it," 
said  Casbel,  sipping  bis  wine.  "I  suppose  one  oQgfaC 
not  to  mention  these  kind  of  tbings,  but  of  oo«rse  tbey 
are  safe  witb  you.  Tbey'U  never  go  ftirtber,  I  am 
certain." 

"Ob  never  —  not  a  syllable,"  cbimed  in  tbe  two. 

"Well,  tben,  on  our  way  here,  I  leamed  tbat  tbere 
were  to  be  races  a  few  miles  from  Coventry,  and  as  I 
saw  our  friend  Kennyfeck  bad  no  fancy  for  tbe  Bigfat, 
I  just  slipped  a  few  balf-crowns  into  tbe  postboy's 
band  and  told  bim  to  drive  tbere  instead  of  taking  tlie 
Ifiverpool  road.  Away  we  went  at  a  good  paice^  and 
In  less  tban  an  hour  reacbed  t\iö  wj.ut?.^.  A^  ^^ina^sL  ^^s^v 
MW  tbe  old  gentleman's  face  ^\iexL  \i^  wi^fcft  %t<!«si « 
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ound  nap,  and  saw  the  grand  stand  with  its  thousand 
aces,  all  in  a  row,  and  the  cords,  the  betting  ring, 
ad  tiie  whole  circomstance  of  a  race-groond.  By  good 
bck,  too,  the  sharp  jerk  of  our  pull-up  smühed  a 
^ling,  and  so  ive  had  nothing  for  it,  bnt  to  leave  the 
cfaaise  and  wait  tili  it  ooold  be  repaired.  While  mj 
lervant  was  awaj  in  searoh  of  some  kind  of  a  drag 
tx  other,  to  go  about  the  field  —  there  was  no  Walking, 
what  with  tibe  crowd  and  the  press  of  horses,  not  to 
Bpeak  of  the  mud  that  rose  over  the  ankles  —  we 
paahed  on,  that  is,  I  did,  with  a  stout  grip  of  Kenny- 
feck's  arm,  lest  he  should  escape  —  we  pnshed  on, 
i^  the  ring.  Here  tiiere  was  rare  Am  going  forwäxd, 
every  fellow  screaming  out  bis  bets,  and  booking  them 
as  fast  as  he  conld.  At  first,  of  course,  the  whole  was 
dl  ancient  Greek  to  me.  1  neither  knew  what  they 
meant  by  the  'favourite,'  or  'the  odds,'  or  *the  field,' 
bat  one  somehow  always  can  pick  up  a  tliing  quickly, 
if  it  be  but  'game,'  and  so,  by  watching  here,  and 
Hstening  there,  I  managed  to  get  a  kind  of  inkling  of 
Ae  whole  affair,  and  by  dint  of  some  pnshing  and 
dbowing,  I  reached  the  very  centre  of  the  ring  where 
the  great  Dons  of  the  course  were  betting  together. 

"*Taurus  even  againsl  the  field,'  cried  one. 

'^'Tanms  against  the  field,'  shouted  another. 

"And  this  same  cry  was  heard  on  every  side. 

"*Give  it  in  fifties  —  hundreds  if  you  like  better,' 
«ad  a  young  fellow  mounted  on  a  smart-looking  pony, 
to  Ins  Mend,  who  appeared  to  reflect  on  the  ofFer. 
'Ccme,  hurry  on,  man.  Let's  have  a  bet,  just  to  give 
öle  an  interest  in  the  race.  *  The  other  shook  \aa 
hK/,  and  tiie  ßrst  went  on,  'What  a  slow  set,  to  \jei 
m-Is  no  one  wilUng  to    back    the   field,  OTClÄ 
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Come  then,  here's  a  hundred  pound  to  any  man  wlio'll 
take  the  field  against  Taurus,  for  two  thousand.' 

"*Let  me-  have  your  cob,'  said  I,  *and  TU  tak^ 
the  bet'' 

"He  tumed  round  in  bis  saddle,  and  [stared  «i 
me,  as  if  I  were  something  more  or  less  than  humaiL. 
wliile  a  very  general  roar  of  laughing  ran  around  the 
entire  circle. 

"*Comeaway,  come  away  at  once,'  whisperedKenn^- 
feck,  trembling  with  fright 

"*Yes,  you  had  better  move  off,  my  Mend,'  m.S 
a  thick-set,  rough-looking  fellow,  in  a  white  coat 

"*What  say  you  to  five  thousand,  Sir,  ',does  "tibm^ 
suit  your  book?'  cried  the  young  fellow  to  me,  in  ä 
most-  insolent  tone. 

"*0h,  let  him  alone,  my  Lord,'  said  another.  *Tak.^ 
no  notice  of  him.' 

"*I  say,  Grindle,'  cried  a  tall  thin  man  with  moui^' 
taches,  *who  let  these  people  inside  the  ring?' 

"*They  forces  their  way,  my  Lud,'  said  a  litd^ 
knocker-kneed  creature,  in  a  coat  four  times  too  big 
for  him,  'and  I  says  to  Bill,  de  —  pend  upon  it,  Billr 
them's  the  swell  mob.' 

"  The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  the  fellow's  mouth^ 
when  a  general  cry  of  the  *  swell  mob'  resounded  oo 
every  side,  and  at  once  they  closed  upon  us  —  some 
pushing  —  others  elbowing  —  driving  —  and  forcing, 
so  that  what  with  the  dense  crowd,  and  the  right  hold 
Kennyfeck  now  kept  of  me,  I  was  pinioned,  and  could 
do  nothing.  At  last,  by  a  vigorous  twist,  I  shook 
them  off  £rom  me ,  and  laid  two  of  the  foremost  at  my 
/bei;  tbiB  I  did  with  a  Mexican  \i\ek  \  ^«w  "öörtj  Vök^ 
notbing  about  —  you  first  maVe  a  ^em\.  ax.  "^^  l^wy 
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and  then  dropping  on  the  knee,  seize  the  fellow  by 
both  legs,  and  hurl  bim  back  on  bis  bead — just  stand 
up,  m  not  burt  70U." 

"Tbank  you  —  I  understand  tbe '  description  per- 
fectly,"  Said  Mr.  Sofüy,  pale  witb  terror  at  tbe  pro- 
posed  experiment 

"WeÜ,  the  remainder  is  soon  told,  Tbey  now  got 
in  npon  ns,  and  of  course,  I  neednH  say,  we  got  con- 
foundedly  tbrasbed  —  Kennyfeck  was  tumbled  about 
Hke  a  football,  ev&ry  one  tbat  bad  notbing  eise  to  do, 
had  a  kick  at  bim,  and  tbere^s  no  saying  bow  it  migbt 
have  ended  bad  net  a  certain  Sir  George  Somebody 
recognised  our  poor  Mend,  and  rescued  bim.  Im  not 
qtdte  sure  tbat  I  was  quite  myself  about  tbis  time  — 
Kennyfeck  bas  some  story  of  my  getting  on  some  one^s 
liorse,  and  riding  about  tbe  course  in  searcb  of  tbe 
originators  of  the  fray;  tbe  end  of  it,  bowever,  was, 
we  reacbed  Liverpool  witb  sorer  bonos  tban  was  alto- 
gether  pleasant,  and  althougb,  wben  Kennyfeck  went 
to  bed,  I  went  to  tbe  tbeatre,  tbe  noise  only  increased 
mj  headache,  and  it  needed  a  good  nigbfs  sleep  to 
Bet  me  all  right  again/^ 

"Mr.  Kennyfeck  taken  for  one  of  tbe  swell  mob!" 
exclaimed  SoMy,  witb  a  sort  of  boly  borror  tbat  seemed 
to  sum  up  bis  wbole  opinion  of  tbe  narrative. 

"Very  bad,   wasn't  it?"  said  Casbel,  pusbing  tbe 

wine  past;  "but  be's  a  capital  fellow,  took  tbe  wbole 

I    thing  in  such  good  part,  and  seems  only  anxious  tbe 

ßlory  sbouldn't  get  abroad.     Of  course  I  needn't  repeat 

my  caution  on  tbat  subject?" 

"Ob,  certainly  not!  Sball  we  join  tbe  ladies?"  said 
Hr.  Jones^  as  he  surve^ed  bis  wiiskers,   and  arrang^öi 
Üe  ü'e  of  his  cravat  before  the  glasB, 
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"I'm  quite  ready,!'  said  Cashel,  wlio  had  qiiie% 
set  down  in  his  own  mind,  that  the  ladies  of  the  Kenny- 
feck  family  were  a  kind  of  female  facsimile  of  the 
stiff-looking  old  attomey,  and,  therefore,  feit  very  few 
qualms  on  the  subject  of  his  disordered  and  slovenly 
appearance. 

Scarcely  had  Cashel  entered  the  drawing-room,  when 
he  found  his  hand  grasped  in  Mr.  Kennyfeck's,  when, 
with  a  most  dulcet  accent,  he  said, 

"I  knew  you'd  forgive  me  —  I  told  Mrs.  Kenny- 
feck  you'd  excuse  me  for  not  joining  you  at  dinner, 
but  I  was  really  so  fatigned.  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  —  Mr. 
Cashel.  My  daughter,  Mr.  Cashel.  My  daughter  Olivia. 
Well  now,  have  you  dined  heartily  —  I  hope  my 
friends  here  took  care  of  you?" 

"I  thank  you.  I  never  dined  better  —  only  sorry 
not  to  have  had  your  Company.  We  have  our  apo- 
logies  to  make,  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  for  not  being  earlier; 
but,  of  course,  youVe  heard  that  we  did  our  very 
utmost." 

"Oh!  yes,  yes;  I  explained  everything,"  interrupted 
Kennyfeck,  most  eager  to  stop  a  possible  exposure.- 
"Mrs.  Kennyfeck  knows  it  all." 

Although  CasheVs  manner  and  address  were  of  a 
kind  to  subject  him  to  the  most  severe  criticism  of  the 
ladies  of  the  Kennyfeck  family,  they  evinced  the  most 
laudable  spirit  in  the  hospitable  and  even  cordial  re- 
ception  of  him.  Mrs*  Kennyfeck  making  room  for  him 
to  sit  on  the  sofa  beside  her;  a  post  of  honour  that 
even  the  Castle  Aides-de-camp  only  enjoyed  by  great 
favour,  while  the  daughters  listened  with  an  attention 
as  ßattenng  to  hiin^  as  it  was  galling  to  the  other  twö 
gaestfi. 
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Mr.  Soitly,  however,  resigned  himself  to  this  ne- 
gleet  as  to  a  passing  cloud  of  forgetfolness ,  and  be- 
took  himself  to  the  columns  of  the  Morning  Post  for 
eoQsolation,  occasionally  glancing  over  tho  margin  to 
watch  the  laughing  group  around  the  firc.  As  for 
Jones,  Mr.  Kennyfeck  had  withdrawn  with  that  gentle- 

I  man  into  a  window ,  where  the  tactics  of  some  bill  in 
equity  engaged  their  attention,  manifestly,  however, 
to  the  young  Barrister's  discontent,  as  his  firequent 
Stolen  looks  towards  the  ladies  evidenced. 
It  was  the  first  time  that  the  Kennyfecks  had  ever 
dfiigned  to  listen  to  any  one,  whose  claims  to  a  hearing 
lested  on  higher  grounds  than  the  light  gossip  and 
nnall-talk  of  the  capital,  the  small  fashionable  chit-chat 
of  a  provincial  city ,  and  which  bears  the  same  resem- 
blance  to  the  table-  talk  of  the  greater  metropolis  as  do 
hrks  to  ortolans,  when  disguised  in  the  same  kind  of 
uuee.  Only  those  aecnstomed  to  the  higher  flavour 
being  able  to  detect  the  difPerence.  It  was,  then,  with 
as  mach  surprise  as  pleasure  that  they  found  them- 
selves  listening  to  the  narratives  in  which  not  a  Single 
noble  or  lordly  personage  figored,  nor  one  single  in- 
eident  occnrred  reflecting  on  the  taste,  the  wealth,  or 
&e  morals  of  their  acquaintance.  It  was  no  less  a 
iMvelty,  too,  for  Cashel,  to  find  any  one  a  listener 
to  descriptions  of  scenes  and  habits  in  whose  familiarity 
be  saw  nothing  stränge  or  remarkable;   so  that  when 

(ibe  young  ladies,   at  first,   attracted  by  mere  curiosity, 
beciune  gradually  more  and  more  interested  in  his  sto- 
nes,  his  flattered  vanity  gave  new  warmth  to   an  en- 
I   tbosiasm  always  ardent,  and  he  spoke  of  FTaim  \\i^ 
I    aod  adventare  witb  a  degree  o£  eloquence    and  "po'we« 

^  Oatmight  Mve  capüvated  eren  less  indulgeui  audVto 
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Jt  was,  besides,  the  first  time  that  thej  ever  bad 
seen  great  wealth  unallied  with  immense  pretensioa 
Cashel,  perhaps  from  character,  or  that  bis  accessjon  tc 
fortune  was  too  recent,  and  liis  conseqnent  ignoranoc 
of  all  that  money  can  do,  whichever  of  these  the  cause 
was  certainly  the  most  imassiimmg  jonng  man  the} 
had  ever  met  In  comparison  with  him,  the  Aides-de 
camp  were  princes  of  the  blood;  even  Mr.  Jones  him- 
seif  put  forth  a  degree  of  pretension  on  the  score  of  hii 
abilities,  which  stood  in  strong  contrast  with  the  nnaf 
fected  and  simple  modesty  of  Eoland  CasheL 

It  is  but  fau-  to  all  parties  to  add,  that  dark  anc 
flashing  eyes,  shaded  by  long  and  drooping  lashes;  i 
high  and  massive  forehead;  a  brown,  almost  Spanisl 
complexion;  whose  character  was  increased  by  a  pau 
of  Short,  coal-black  moustaches,  did  not  detract  ^on 
the  merit  of  tales,  which,  as  they  chiefly  related  to  feat) 
of  personal  daring  and  address,  were  well  corroboratei 
by  the  admirable  Symmetry  and-handsome  proportiom 
of  the  relater. 

Story  foUowed  story;  now,  the  scene  lay  in  the  loii 
and  misty  swamps  of  the  Niger,  where  night  resoundi 
with  the  duU  roar  of  the  beast  of  prey,  and  the  heavj 
plash  of  the  sluggish  alligator  on  Üie  muddy  shore 
now,  it  was  in  tiie  green  wood  of  the  Spiee  Islands 
amid  an  atmosphere  scented  with  perfiime,  and  glitterin| 
with  every  gorgeous  hue  of  plumage  and  verdure.  A 
one  moment  he  would  describe  a  chase  at  sea,  with  al 
its  high  and  maddening  excitement,  as  each  new  vicifl 
situde  of  success  or  failure  arose;  and  then  he  woul< 
present  some  little  quiet  pictore  of  shore  life  in  a  land 
where  the  boundless  resources  of  Nature  supply,  evei 
uutlcipiitey  tbe  wonts  and  luxun^s  ol  xoASi. 
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Whatever  the  interest,  and  occasionally  it  rose  to  a 
UgjjL  pitch,  that  attended  his  narratives  of  danger  and 
daring,  the  Utile  sketcbes  he  gave  firom  time  to  time  of 
the  domestic  life  of  these  far-away  people,  seemed  to 
attract  the  most  delighted  attention  of  his  fair  hearers, 
particnlarly  when  his  narrative  touched  upon  the  traits, 
wheiher  of  beauty,  dress,  or  demeanour,  that  distingoish 
äie  helles  of  New  Spain. 

"How  difficult,"  Said  Miss  Kennyfeck,  "I  coold  al- 
most  say,  how  impossible  to  leave  a  land  so  abounding 
in  the  romance  of  life,  for  all  the  dull  and  conunon- 
place  realities  of  European  existence/^ 

"How  hard  to  do  so  without  leaving  behind  the 
heart  that  conld  feel  such  ecstasies/^  murmured  Olivia, 
with  a  half-raised  eyelid,  and  a  glance  that  made 
Caahel  flush  with  delight. 

"How  shall  we  ever  make  Ireland  compensate  you 
for  quitting  so  lovely  a  country,"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck, 
with  a  smile  rarely  accorded  to  anything  lower  Üian  a 
Vißcount 

"We  have  a  Mexican  proverb,  Madam,"  saidCashel, 
gaily,  "which  says,  'Wherever  the  sun  shines  bright 
eyes  shine  also;*  but  enough  of  these  tiresome  me- 
mories,  in  which  my  egotism  will  always  involve  me. 
ffliall  we  have  a  Fandango?** 

"I  don't  know  it;  I  never  saw  it  danced." 

"Well,  the  Manolo,  then?" 

"Nor  that  either,"  said  both  girls,  laughing. 

"Well,  will  you  leam?  I'U  teach  you  the  Manolo. 
Kb  very  simple.     If  you'U.play  the  air,   Miss  Kenny- 
feck, it  runs   thus."     Here  he  opened  the  piaxiofcT\fe^ 
•öd  after  a  £ew  cborda,  Struck  with  a  masterly  fci^'ec, 
Mphjred  a  Jittle  Spanisb  dance;    but  ^itli  a  s^m\.  oi 
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and  gesture  with  diffidence  and  fear,  as  she  went  on, 
became,  as  it  were,  seized  with  the  characteristic  spirit 
of  the  measnre;  lier  featores  varying  with  each  motive 
of  the  music;  her  ejes,  at  one  instant  half  closed  in 
dreamy  langaor,  and  at  the  next  fiashing  in  all  the 
brilliancy  of  conscious  beanty.  As  for  Eoland,  fot" 
getting,  as  well  he  might,  all  his  fdnctions  as  teacher, 
he  moved  with  the  enthusiastic  spirit  of  the  dance  — 
his  rapturous  gaze  displaying  the  admiration  that 
fettered  him;  and  when,  at  last,  as  it  were  yielding  to 
long-proved  devotion^  she  gave  her  band,  it  needed  the 
explanation  of  its  being  a  Mexican  fashion  to  excuse 
the  ardonr  with  which  he  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 

Mrs.  Kennyfeck's  applause,  however,  was  none  the 
less  warm;  and,  if  any  of  the  Company  disapproved, 
they  prudently  said  nothing;  even  Mr.  Sofifly,  who 
only  evidenced  his  feeling  by  a  somewhat  hasty  re- 
snmption  of  the  Moiming  Post,  while  the  eider  sister, 
rising  firom  the  piano,  whispered,  as  she  passed  her 
sister,  "Bad  jockeyship,  Livy,  dear,  to  make  fast 
ninning  so  early." 

"And  that  is  the — what  d'ye  call  it,  Mr.  Cashel?" 
Said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck. 

"The  Manolo,  Madam.  It  is  of  Italian  origin, 
rather  thanSpanish:  Calabrian,  I  fancy;  but,  in  Mexico, 
it  has  become  national,  and  well  suits  the  changeful 
temper  of  our  Spanish  belies,  and  the  style  of  their 
light  and  floating  costume.^^ 

"Yes,  I  suspect  it  has  a  better  efFect,  with  short 

drapery,    than   with    the    sweeping   folds    of   our  less 

picturesque    dress,"    said   Miss  Kennyfeck,    who,    for 

reasons  we  must  not  inqnire,  took  a  pleasure  in  quali- 

^^rw^-  her  approval 
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"I  never  saw  it  appear  more  gracefiil/'  said  Cashel, 
with  a  blnnt  abmptness  far  more  flattering  than  a 
stadied  compliment  Olivia  blnshed;  Mrs.  Kennyfeck 
looked  liappj,  and  the  eider  sister  bit  her  Ups  and 
threw  np  her  eyebrows,  with  an  expression  we  cannot 
attempt  to  render  in  words. 

"May  I  not  have  the  honoor  of  introducing  you  to 
tfae  Manolo?^^  said  Cashel,  presenting  himself  before 
her  with  a  deep  bow. 

"Thank  you,  I  prefer  being  a  spectator;  besides, 
we  could  have  no  mnsic  —  my  sister  does  not  play." 

Oliyia  blushed;  and,  in  her  hasty  look,  there  was 
an  expression  of  gently  conveyed  reproach,  as  thongh 
to  say,  "This  is  unfair." 

"Do  you  like  music,  Mr.  Cashel?"  continued  Miss 
Kennyfedk,  who  saw  the  slight  cloud  of  disappointment 
that  crossed  Boland's  features.  "Oh,  Fm  certain  you 
do,  and  I  know  you  sing!" 

"Yes,"  said  Cashel,  carelessly;  "as  every  one  sings 
in  that  merry  land  I  come  from;  but  I  fear  the  wild 
caroUings  of  a  Eanchero  would  scarce  find  acceptance 
in  the  polished  ears  of  Europe." 

"What  are  the  melodies  like,  then?"  asked  Miss 
Kennyfed:,  throwing  into  the  question  a  most  eager  in- 
terest 

"You  shall  hear,  if  you  like,"  said  Koland,  taking 
up  a  guitar,  and  striking  a  few*  füll  chords  with  a 
piactised  band.  "This  is  one  of  the  war  songs,"  and 
without  i^irther  preface  he  began.  Had  he  even  been 
less  gifted  than  he  was  as  to  voice  and  musical  taste, 
there  was  enough  in  the  bold  and  manly  energy  of  bi% 
manner^  in  ^e  ßerjr  daring  of  his  dark  eyes,  aüdi  \!cä 
opnßBire  earaestness  of  bis  whole  bearing',  to  «Ätetw^^. 
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the  ädjniration  of  bis  hearers.  But  besides  tliesc 
vantages,  he  was  not  unskilled  in  the  science  of  n 
and  even  made  so  poor  an  instroment,  a  füll 
masterly  accompaniment,  imitating,  as  few  but  Span 
can  do,  the  distant  sound  of  drums,  the  droppin^ 
of  cannon,  the  wild  abrupt  changes  of  battle,  an' 
low  plaintive  sounds  of  suffering  and  defeat;  so 
as  he  concluded,  the  whole  character  of  the  per 
ance  had  ceased  to  be  regarded  as  a  mere  mi 
display,  but  had  the  absolute  effect  of  a  poweri 
told  Story. 

The  Kennyfecks  had  often  been  called  on  in  so 
to  award  their  praises  to  amateur  Performances,  in  v 
applause,  be  it  said,  en  passant^  a  grateful  senf 
their  being  concluded  älways  contributes  the  e 
siasm;  but  real  admiratk)n  and  pleasure  now  made 
silent,  and  as  their  eyes  first  tumed  on  the  singei 
then  met,  there  was  a  world  of  intelligence  in  tha 
quiet  fleeting  glance,  that  revealed  more  of  secret  the 
and  feeling,  than  we,  as  mere  chroniclers  of  events, 
inquire  into. 

Whether  it  was  that  this  silence,  prolonged  for 
seconds,  suggested  the  move,  or  that  Mr.  Jones  l 
to  feel  how  ignoble  a  part  he  had  been  cast  for  i] 
whole  evening's  entertainment ,  but  he  rose  to  tak 
leave  at  once,  throwing  into  his  manner  a  certai 
of  easy  self-sufficiency,  with  which  in  the  "  Courts 
had  offcen  dismissed  a  witness  under  cross-examin«' 
and  by  a  mere  look  and  gesture  contrived  to  disp« 
his  testimony. 

None,   save  Miss  Kennyfeck,  perceived  his  t 
She  saw  it,  Aowever,  and  with  a  readin.ea8  all  her 
replied  by  a  Blight  elevation  oi  \\ie  e^^i:^^. 
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8ÄW  his  " Signal  acknowledged,"  and  went  home  con- 
tented.  Poor  man,  he  was  not  the  first  who  has  been 
taken  into  partnership  because  his  small  resources  were 
all  "ready,"  and  who  is  ejected  itom  the  firm  when 
wider  and  grander  specnlations  are  entered  on.  I  am 
not  certain  either  that  he  will  be  the  last! 

Mr.  Softly  next  withdrew,  his  leave-taking  having 
all  &e  blended  hnmility  and  cordiality  of  his  first  ar- 
riyftl;  and  now  Mr.  Kennyfeck  was  awakened  out  of  a 
▼ery  sound  nap  by  his  wife,  saying  in  his  ear,  "Will 
yon  ask  Mr.  Cashel  if  hell  take  a  biscuit  and  a  glass 
of  wine  before  he  retires?" 

This  proposition  was  politely  declined,  and  after  a 
veiy  cordial  handshaking  with  all  the  members  of  the 
^((inily  Cashel  said  his  good  night,  and  retired. 

CH AFTER  Vn. 

loh  machte  ihn  im  Schlafrock  sehen. 

Der  Rzissmde  Tmjswkl» 

Fd  like  to  see  him  in  his  robe  de  chambrc. 

Thb  Trayellimo  Devu.. 

Therb  has  always  appeared  to  ns  something  of 
treachery,  not  to  speak  of  indelicacy,  in  the  privileges 
ftttthors  are  wont  to  assnme  in  foUowing  their  characters 
nito  their  most  secret  retirement,  watching  there  their 
f  ©very  movement  and  gesture,  overhearing  their  con- 
!  Mential  whisperings,  nay,  sometimes  sapping  their  very 
Aonghts  for  Öie  mere  indulgence  of  a  prying  intrusive 
«iriosity. 

For  this  reason,  highly  appreciating,  as  wö  TOVisX.  4ö^ 
I     4e  admiraWö  wit  of  the  "Diable  Boitetß.;'    «üÖl  ^^ 
//««««?/  iäazÄkr  bumour  of  d,e  "  Hennite  de  \a  C\\«QÄ«fc^ 
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d'Antin,"  we  never  could  entirelj  reconcile  ourse 
to  the  means  by  which  such  amusing  views  of  life  ^ 
obtained,  while  we  entertain  grave  doubts  if  we,~ 
is,  the  World  at  large,  have  any  right  to  form 
judgments  of  people  from  any  other  evidence  tban  \ 
is  before  the  public.  It  appears  to  us  somewhat  a 
that  foUowing  Bomeo  or  Desdemona  into  the  "Gr 
room,"  we  should  be  severe  upon  the  want  of  kee] 
which  suggested  the  indulgence  of  a  cigar  or  a  po 
porter,  and  angry  at  the  high-flown  illusions  so  -gro 
routed  and  dispelled. 

"Act  well  your  part  —  there  all  the  honour  li 
Said  the  poet  moralist,  but  it^s  rather  hard  to  say, 
you  are  to  "act"  it,  off,  as  well  as  on  the  stage; 
if  it  be  true  that  no  man  is  a  hero  to  his  valet, 
yalet  should  say  nothing  about  it*,  and  this  is  the  ^ 
offence  we  think  novel  writers  commit,   everlastir 
Stripping  off  the  decorations  and  destroying  the  illusi 
they  take  such  trouble  to  create,  for  liltle  eise  than 
vain  <b|iastfulness  of  saying:  —  See,  upon  what  flu 
materials  I  can  move  you  to  sentiments  of  grief,  laugl 
pity,  or  contempt.     Behold  of  what  vulgär  ingredi« 
are  made  up  the  highest  aspirations  of  genius  — 
most  gracefÜ  fascinations  of  beauty. 

Having  denounced,  by  this  recorded  protest, 
practice,  and  disclaiming,  as  we  must  do,  all  desir( 
benefit  by  its  enjoyment,  we  desire  our  reader,  p« 
cularly  if  he  be  of  the  ^ess  worthy  gender,  to  fe< 
due  sense  of  the  Obligation  he  owes  us,  if  we  claim 
Company  for  half  an  hour  on  such  a  voyage  of  discovi 
Step  softly,  there  is  no  excuse  for  noise,  as  the  st 
caipet  18  thick,  anä  not  a  sound  need  be  heard.  Gen 
^  j^ou  pas8  tbat  green  door  —  Üiat  ia  Üie  \i^iöitQQ\ 
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and  Mrs.  Kennyfeck.  We  will  not  linger  there, 
invade  the  sanctitj  of  those  predncts,  within  which 
monotonous  tones  of  Mrs.  K.  are  heard,  revelling  in 
species  of  domestic  eloquence  which,  like  the  liberty 
be  press,  is  oftener  pleasant  to  those  who  employ, 
i  to  those  who  receive  its  judgments.  Here,  for  a 
minutes,  let  us  stay.  This  is  Eoland  Cashers 
±nent;  and,  stränge  enough,  instead  of  sleeping,  he 
p  at  his  table,  writing  too,  he,  of  all  men,  the  least 
tolary.  There  may  be  no  great  indication  of  cha- 
er  in  mere  handwriting,  bat  the  manner,  the  gesture, 
degree  of  rapidity  of  the  writer,  as  seen  at  the  mo- 
it,  are  all  fall  of  individaality.  Mark,  then,  with 
t  speed  his  pen  moves;  not  the  daisy-cutting  sling 
he  accomplished  writer,  bat  the  slashing  gallop  of 
heavy  charger.  Many  a  blot,  never  an  erasnre  — 
there  it  goes  —  "Yoars  ever,  Eoland  Cashel."  And 
',  he  begins  another.  Come,  these  are  no  times  for 
samishness.  Let  as  anticipate  ^^Sir  James  ,^'  and 
1  before  he  seals  it. 


''Dablin. 

"My  dear  Comrade, 
"We  are  neither  of  as  very  gifted  letter-writers,  bat 
Qts  are  always  enoagh  to  teil,  even  when  style  be 
iting;  and  here  am  I,  so  overwhelmed  by  the  rush 
lew  sensations,  that  I  know  not  where  to  begin,  or 
r  to  teil  what  has  really  happened  since  we  parted, 
distingaish  actaal  stabbom  facts  from  my  own 
iies.  My  brief  note  from  Porto  Giacomo  told  you' 
:  I  had  sacceeded  to  something  like  fifikeen  thousand 
nds  a  year.  I  believe  it  is  rather  moift,  m\k  «^ 
d  rouDd  snm,  I  don^t  know  how  muc\i^  Vü'äwJk^S 
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and  now,  herc  I  am,  just  arrived,  but  marvellonsly  at 
home,  in  tlic  house  of  the  worthy  fellow  that  has  estab" 
lished  my  claim. 

"If  I  only  knew  so  mnch  of  my  good  Inck,  I'd  say 
it  was  no  bad  thing  to  be  pleasantly  domesticated  in  a 
capital  mansion,  witb  every  refinement  and  luxury  at 
band,  and  two  such  girls,  the  daughters!  Ob,  amigo 
mio,  you'd  tbink  wondrous  little  of  the  Barcelonetta 
belles,  if  I  could  sbow  you  these  damsels!  Such  tempt- 
ing  sbyness  —  such  shrinking  playfiil  modesty,  and 
tben  so  frank,  without  that  slap-dasb  abraptness  — 
Never  mind  —  I  own  freely  that  Maritaiia  is  lovely  — 
tbere  is  not  such  a  mouth  —  As  to  a  foot  —  well,  weUL 
l  wished  I  could  take  a  peep  at  you  all  again,  just  as 
night  closes,  and  she  comes  out  to  take  her  walk  upon 
the  grass,  and  hear  her  singing  as  she  went,  or  watch 
her  as  she  danced  the  Manolo,  which  —  by  the  way  — 
one  of  the  girls  bere  caught  up  wonderftiUy,  and  in 
almost  an  instant  too.  But  the  Manolo,  witb  a  long 
sweeping  flounced  and  furbelowed  petticoat!  Only  tbink 
of  the  absurdity,  Not  but  she  looked  exceedingly  pretty 
the  wbile,  but  how  much  better  bad  she,  if  one  eonld 
only  have  cut  half  a  yard  off  her  draperyl 

"Have  you  received  the  pistols  I  sent  from  London? 
I  hope  you'll  tbink  them  handsome  —  I  know  they 
are  läaie,  having  tried  them  at  thirty-five,  and  even  fifty 
paces.  The  yatagban  I'm  certain  you'll  admire;  it  bas 
the  peculiar  handle  and  hilt  you're  fond  of.  Pray  let 
our  friends  on  the  Chilian  side  leam  sometbing  of  the 
qualities  of  the  blade  itself.  I  have  been  thinking  sinco 
about  the  emeralds  —  and,  perbaps,  Maritana  may  re- 
fiise  them.  If  so,  do  what  you  will  witb  them  so  that 
I  hear  no  more  of  the  matter.    And  now  for  the  bondj 
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—  release  from  me  that  tie  by  all  means.  It  is  uot 
diat  I  really  feel  it  in  tlie  light  of  a  contract  —  Mari- 
tana  never  did  —  but  I  have  it  ever  on  my  mind  like 
a  debt  I  give^you  füll  powers;  draw  upou  me  for  the 
ram  you  please,  and  I  promise  not  to  dishonour  tlie 
eheeL  Pedro  likes  a  good  bargain,  and  don't  baulk 
bim! 

"I  don't  know  what  yonr  own  views  are  in  that 
qnarter,  bnt  I  teil  you  frankly  that  Maritaüa  lia«  higher 
aad  bolder  aspirations  than  either  you  or  I  were  likely 
to  aid  her  in  attaining.  She  is  a  proud  girl,  Enrique, 
lad  will  never  care  for  any  man  that  is  not  able  «and 
wüling  to  elevate  her  into  a  very  different  sphcrc  from 
4at  she  moves  in.  I  never  actually  loved  her  —  I 
eerUinly  do  not  do  so  now  —  and  yet  I  cannot  get 
Her  out  of  my  head. 

"Beforc  I  forget  it,  let  me  ask  you  to  pay  Kuy  Dias 
.  two  himdred  doubloons  for  mc.  The  horse  I  killed 
WI8  not  worth  forty,  but  these  are  not  times  for  bargain- 
ing,  and  the  fellow  didn^t  want  to  part  with  the  beast. 
Aleonetti  —  the  Italian  in  the  Plaza  —  has  something 
igunst  me;  pay  it  too;  and  now  tliat  I  am  on  the  sub- 
ject  of  debts,  whenever  you  next  cruise  oif  Ventillanos, 
send  a  party  on  shore  to  catch  the  Dean,  and  give  lüm 
four-and-twenty  with  a  rope's-end;  say  it  is  from  me; 
kell  know  why,  and  so  shall  you,  when  you  inform  me 
hx  it  has  been  cleverly  eifected. 

"Above  all,  my  dear  boy,  write;  I  so  long  to  hear 
&bout  you  all,  and  to  know  all  that  has  happcned  since 
I  left  you.  Send  the  old  trunks  with  my  uniform  to 
tiie  agents  in  the  Havannah;  I^d  like  to  see  them  once 
iwre.  Franpoiif  majr  keep  anything  eise  of  minft  ^  cxr 
ee/f^  what  jrou  would  like  to  select  as   a  ^aouveiÄt." 
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Don^t  let  Rica  write  to  me.  I  feel  I  should  have  no  chi 
in  a  correspondence  with  him;  nor  need  I  havis 
because  whatever  you  say,  I  agree  to  —  remember 

"If  you  can  manage  about  the  emeralds,  it  w 
be  the  most  gratüying  Bßws  to  me.  You  might  tel 
that  we  are  so  certain  of  never  meeting  again,  and 
all  is  now  over  for  ever,  and  so  on.  —  It  would  1 
an  air  of  unkindness  to  reject  them.  Besides,  I  se* 
reason  whj  she  should!  No  matter;  I  needn^t  mul 
reasons,  where  if  one  will  not  suffice,  a  thousand  : 
fail,  and  the  chances  are,  if  she  suspect  my  anxiet; 
<he  subject,  it  will  decide  her  against  me.  Do  it,  1 
all  in  your  own  way. 

"Have  I  said  all  I  wanted?     Heaven  knows, 
head  is  Ml;  my  heart,  too,  is  not  without  its  load 
wish  you  were  here.   I  wish  it  for  many  reasons. 
ready  begin  to  suspect  you  are  right  about  the  su 
effect  a  spring  into  wealth  may  produce,   but  I 
that  all  you  said  on  that  score  may  not  be  true. 
thought  so,  rd  —  no  matter,  I'll  endeavour  to 
that  you  are  unjust,  and  that  is  better.  —  Yourf 

"Roland  Casj 

"Don  Enrique  da  Cordova, 
Lieutenant  of  the  Columbian  frigate  Esmeralda» 
Gare  of  Messrs.  Eustache  et  Le  Moine,  merchants,  Havannah." 

The  next  epistle  Which  foUowed  was  far  mo 
It  was  thus: 

"  Messrs.  Vanderhaeghen  und  Droek ,  Antwerp. 

"Enclosed  is  an  order  on  Hamerton  for  i 
thousand  four  hundred  and  forty-eight  gülden, 
and  interest  for  three  years,  of  an  unjust  dem 
fy-  jrou  on  me  before  the  tribunal  of  Bruges. 
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"  You  failed,  even  with  all  the  aid  of  your  knavish 

laws,   and  more  knavish  coimtryinen ,  to  establish  this 

iniqnitous    claim;    and    only    succeeded    in  exhibiting 

yourselves  as  rognes  and  s windlers,   good  burgherlike 

^ualities  in  your  commercial  city. 

.  "I  have  now  paid  wbat  I  never  owed ,   but  there 

I    Btill  remains  between  us  an  unsettled  score.     Let  my 

present  ponctnality  gaarantee  the  honourable  intentions 

I  entertidn  of  settling  it  one  day,  tili  wben,  as  you  have 

Bhown  yourselves  my  enemy, 

"Believe  me  to  be^  yoiu-s, 

"KOLAKD  CaSHBL." 

The  Order  on  the  Banker  ran  as  foUows: 

"Pay  to  Vanderhaeghen  und  Droek,  two  of.  the 
greatest  knaves  alive,  seventeen  thousand  four  hundred 
and  forty-eight  gülden,  being  the  principal  and  interest 
for  three  years  of  a  dishonest  claim  made  upon 

"Roland  Cashbl." 

''ToHamerton  and  Co.,  Cheapside.*' 

With  all  that  soothing  consciousndss,  we  hear  is 
4e  result  of  good  actions,  Cashel  lay  down  on  his  bed 
immediately  on  concluding  this  last  epistle,  and  was 
fi»t  asleep   almost  before  the  superscription  was  dried. 

And  now,  worthy  reader,  another  peep,  and  we 
lare  done.  Ascending  cautiously  the  stairs,  you  pass 
throfugh  a  little  conserv-atory,  at  the  end  of  which  a 
ieavy  cloth  curtain  conceals  a  door.  It  is  that  of  a 
dressing-röom  —  ofF  which,  at  opposite  sides,  two 
bedrooms  lie.  This  same  dressing-room,  witk  ita  xo^^- 
coloured  curtsans  and  ottoman,  its  little  toilel-taXAft^  oi 
satia-wood,  its  mirrora  framed  in  alabaster ,  ita  c^XAeä^ä 
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of  Bubi,  and  the  book-shelves  so  coquettishly  curtainec 
with  Malines  lace ,  is  the  common  property  of  the  twc 
siiäters  whom  we  so  lately  introduced  to  your  notice^ 

There  were  they  wont  to  sit  for  hours  after  th< 
retum  from  a  ball,  discussing  the  people  they  had  met 
their  dress,  their  manner,  their  foibles  and  flirtations 
criticising  with  no  mean  acuteness,  all  the  varied  gamei 
of  match-making  mammas  and  intriguing  annts,  an( 
canvassing  the  schemes  and  snares  so  rife  aronnd  them 
And,  oh,  ye  simple  worsbippers  of  muslin-robed  inno 
cence!  Oh,  ye  devoted  slaves  of  ringletted  lovelines 
and  blooming  fresbness!  Betbink  ye  wbat  wily  project 
lie  crouching  in  bearts  that  would  seem  the  very  bome 
of  careless  happiness  —  wbat  calcnlations  —  wha 
devices  —  how  many  subtleties  that  only  beauty  wield 
or  simple  man  is  vanquished  by! 

It  was  considerably  past  midnight  as  the  two  gir 
sat  at  the  fire,  their  dressing-gowns  and  slippered  fe 
showing  that  they  had  prepared  for  bed;  but  the  lo: 
luxoriant  hair,  as  yet  nncurled,  flowed  in  beavy  masi 
on  their  neck  and  Shoulders.     They  did  not,   as  usi 
converse  freely.togetber;   a  silence  and  a  kind  of  c 
straint  sat  upon  each,  and  altbough  Olivia  beld  a  b 
before  her,  it  was  less  for  the  purpose  of  reading  i 
as  a  screen   against  the  fire,  while  her  sister  sat 
folded  arms  and  gently  drooping  bead,  apparently 
in  thought.     It  was  after  a  very  lengthened   sil 
and  in  a  yoiee  which  showed  Üiat  the  Speaker 
following  np   some  train  of  thought,  Miss  Kenn 
Said, 

"And  do  you  really  think  bim  bandsome,  Ol 

"Of  whom  are  you  speaking,  dear?"  said  ' 
TiSÄ  die  very  ßoüeat  accent. 
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Miss  Kennyfeck  started,  her  pale  cheeks  became 
slightly  red,  as,  with  a  most  keen  irony,  she  replied: 
"Cotdd  you  not  gaess?  Can  I  mean  any  one  but  Mr. 
Cläre  Jones?" 

"Oh,  he's  a  downright  fright,"  answered  the  other; 
"bnt  what  could  have  made  you  think  of  him?*' 

"I  was  not  thinking  of  him,  nor  were  you  either, 
sister  dear,"  said  Miss  Kennyfeck,  fixing  her  eyes  ftill 
uponher;  *'we  were  both  thinking  of  the  same  person. 
Gome,  what  use  in  such  subterfiiges?  Honesty,  Livy, 
may  not  be  the  *best  policy,'  but  it  has  one  great 
advantage,  it  saves  a  deal  of  time;  and  so  I  repeat  my 
question,  do  you  think  him  handsome?" 

"If  you  mean  Mr.  Cashel,  dearest,"  said  the 
yotmger,  half  bashfully,  *'I  rather  incline  to  say  he  is« 
His  eyes  are  very  good;  bis  forehead  and  brow  — " 

"There  —  no  inventory,  I  beg  —  the  man  is  very 
well-looking,  I  dare  say;  but  I  own  he  strikes  me  as 
%nt  8oit  peut  sauvage.     Don't  you  think  so?" 

"True,  his  manners  — ". 

"Why  he  has  none;  the  man  has  a  certain  rakish 
free  and  easy  demeanour,  that,  with  somewhat  more 
teeeding,  would  rise  as  high  as  *tigerism,'  but  now  is 
detestable  vulgarity." 

"Oh,  dearest,  you  are  severe." 

"I  rather  suspect  that  you  are  partial." 

"I,  my  dear!  not  I,  in  the  least.  He  is  not,  by 
«ny  means,  the  style  of  person  I  like.  He  can  be 
T€iy  [amusing,  perhaps;  he  certainly  is  very  odd  — 
▼eiy  original" 

"pe  is  very  rieh,  Livy,"  said  the  eider  evalet^  m^ 
*  most  drf  gravity, 

6* 
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"Tbat  can'  scarcely  be  called  a  fault,  still 
misfortone,"  replied  Ofivia,  slily. 

^*Well,  well,  let  us  have  done  with  aphorisu 
speak    openly.     K  you   are    really    pleased  ^ 
manner  and  address,   say  so  at  once,   and  I'll 
never  to  criticise  too  closely  a  demeanour  which, 
does  not  impress  me  highly  —  only  be  candid/ 

"But  I  do   not  sefe  any  occasion  for  such  c 
my  dear.     He  is  no  more  to  me  than  he  is  to 
äsk  no  protestations  hom  you  about  this  Mr. 
Cashel." 

Miss  Kennyfeck  bit  her  lip  and  seemed  to 
a  rising  temptation  to  reply,  but  was  silent  fo 
ment,  when  she  said,  in  a  careless  easy  tone, 

"Do  you  know,  Livy,  dearest,  that  thi 
,  Manolo  you  danced  this  evening  is  not  by  anj 
a  graceful  performance  to  look  at,  at  least  when 
with  long  sweeping  drapery,  flapping  here  and  fl 
there.  It  may  suit  those  half-dressed  Mexican 
who  want  to  display  a  high  arched  instep, 
rounded  ankle,  and  who  know  that  they  are  nc 
gressing  the  ordinary  limits  of  decorum  in  the  ( 
but  certainly  your  friend  Mr.  Softly  did  not  ac 
hiß  approval.    Öid  you  remark  him?" 

"I  did  not;  I  was  too  much  engaged  in  1 
the  figure;  but  Mr.  Softly  disapproves  of  all  df 

"Oh,  I  know  he  does,"  yawned  Miss  Ker 
ag  if  the  very  mention  of  his  name  suggestec 
"the  dear  man  has  his  own  notions  of  pleasa 
little  holy  jokes  about  Adam  and  Eve.  T 
nothing  so  intolerable  to  me  as  the  insipid  pla; 
of  your  young  parson,  except,  perhaps,  the 
fuD  of  your  rising  barrister.    How  I  hate  Mr.  Clar< 


BOLAKD  CASH£L.  85 

"He  ig  very  under-bred." 

"He  is  worse  —  the  radest  person  I  ever  met  — 
80  familiär." 

"Why  will  he  always  insist  on  shaking  hands?" 

"Why  will  he  not  at  least  wash  his  own,  oc- 
casionally?" 

"And  then  his  jests  from  the  Queen's  Bench  —  the 
last  mot  —  I'm  sure  I  often  wished  it  were  so  literally, 
ofsome  stupid  Chief  Justice.  Well,  really,  in  compa- 
nsoii,  7our  savage  friend  is  a  mirror  of  good  looks  and 
good  manners." 

^'Grood  night,  my  dear,"  said  Olivia,  rising,  as 
4ough  to  decline  a  renewal  of  the  combat. 

"Grood  night,"  echoed-  her  sister,  bluntly,  "and 
pleasant  dreams  of  ^Koland  the  brave  —  Roland  the 
^;'  the  latter  quality  being  the  one  more  in  request 
*t  this  moment."  And  so,  humming  the  well-known 
>ir,  she  took  her  candle,  and  retired. 


CHAPTEß  Vin. 

Ay  I  marry  —  they  have  wiles, 

Compared  to  which,  oar  Scheines  are  honcsty  t 

The  **Lawtsr*s  Oauohter.'* 

NoTWiTHSTANDiNa    all   that  we  hear  said  against 

Cafitle-huilding,  how  few  among  the  unbought  pleasures 

of  Hfe  are  so   amusing,  nor  are  we  certain  that  these 

aladowy  speculations  —  these  "white  lies"  that  we  teil 

to  OUT  own  conscience  —  are  not  so  many  incentives 

to  noble  deeds  and  generous  actions.   These  "imaginary 

conyersations"  lift  us  out  of  the  jog-trot  path  of  daily 

l'   intercoTirse,  and  call  up  hopes  and  aspiiation^  \\ii&X>^<^ 

^  boiißi}  ander  the  beavy  load  of  wearisome  (ioxaTSiOXkr 
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places  of  which  life  is  made  up,  and  thiis  pen 
man  unmersed   as   he   may   be  in  the  fatigues 
profession,  or  a  counting-house,  harassed  by  la^ 
worried  by  the  Three  Per  Cents.,  to  be  a  hero  i 
own  heart,  at  least,  for  a  few  minutes  once  a  wee 

But  if  "Castle-building"  be  so  pleasurable  w. 
mere  visionary  scheme,  what  is  it  when  it  < 
associated  with  all  the  necessary  conditions  fo 
complishment  —  when  not  alone  the  plan  and  ele> 
of  the  edifice  are  there,  btit  all  the  materials  and 
appliance  to  realise  the  conception? 

Just  fancy  yourself  "two  or  three  and  tw( 
waking  ont  of  a  sound  and  dreamless  sleep,  to  s€ 
mellow  sun  of  an  autumnal  morning  straining  its 
through  the  curtains  of  your  bedroom.  Conceiv 
Short  and  easy  struggle  by  which,  banishing  all  Ic 
cares  and  duties  in  which  you  were  once  immt 
you  spring,  as  by  a  bound,  to  the  joyous  fact  tha 
are  the  owner  of  a  princely  fortnne,  with  healtl 
ardent  spirit,  a  temper  capable  of,  nay,  eage 
engagement,  a  fearless  coorage,  and  a  heart  und 
Think  of  this,  and  say,  is  not  the  first- waking 
hour  of  such  thoughts  the  brightest  spot  of  a  ^ 
existence? 

Such  was  the  frame  of  mind  in  which  oiu* 
awoke,  and  lay  for  some  time  to  revel  in!  We 
not,  if  we  would,  follow  the  complex  tissue  of 
dreama  that  wandered  over  eveiy  clime,  and  h 
loxurious  ranture  of  power,  created  scenes  of  ple^ 
of  mgredieuts  the  most  far-fetched  and  remote. 
^^aotmd,^^  demands  cur  attention  more  urgently  tha 
^Mdeal,*^  80  that  we  are  constrained  to  follow 
ttopoetiad  stepa  ofso  iguoble  a  ]^eic&<m«^  «&  M.  I 
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—  Cashers  new  valet  —  who  now  broke  in  upon  bis 
master's  reveries,  as  he  entered  with  hot  water,  and 
the  moming  papers. 

"Wbat  have  you  got  tbere?"  cried  Cashel,  not 
altogether  pleased  at  the  intrusion. 

"The  moming  papers!  Lord  Ettlecombe"  —  bis 
fonner  master,  and  bis  universal  type  —  "always  read 
the  Po8t^  Sir,  before  he  got  out  of  bed." 

"Well,  let  me  see  it,"  said  Cashel,  who,  already 
impressed  with  the  necessity  of  conforming  to  a  new 
Code,  was  satisfied  to  take  the  law  even  from  so  humble 
m  authority,  as  bis  own  man. 

"Yes,  Sir.  Our  arrival  is  announced  very  hand- 
Bomely  among  the  fashionable  intelligence,  and  the 
Ihibhn  Mail  has  copied  the  paragraph  stating  that  we 
we  speedily  about  to  visit  our  Irish  estates." 

"Ah,  indeed,^^  said  Cashel,  somewhat  flattered  at 

new-bom  notoriety,  "wbere  is  all  this?" 

"Here,  Sir,  under  'Movements  in  high  life'  —  'the 

l)uke  of  Uxoter  to  Lord  Debbington's  beautiful  villa  at 

Maulish  —  Sir  Harry  and  Lady  Emeline  Morpas,  &c., 

—  Rosenorris  —  Lord  Fetcherton '    No ,  here  we 

have  it,  Sir  —  *Mr.  Eoland  Cashel  and  suite'  —  Kenny- 
feck  and  seif,  Sir  —  'from  Mivart's,  for  Lreland.  We 
^deretand  that  this  milUonaire  proprietor  is  now  about 
to  Visit  bis  estates  in  this  coimtry,  preparatory  to  taking 
^p  a  residence  finally  amongst  us.  If  report  speak  truly, 
he  ig  as  accomplished  as  wealthy,  and  will  be  a  very 
welcome  accession  to  the  ranks  of  our  countiy  gentry.' " 

"How  Strange  that  these  worthy  people  should  affect 
to  know  or  care  anything  about  me  or  my  fiitiic^  m\föür 
tioiw/^  said  Cashel y  mnocently. 
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"Oh,  Sir,  they  really  know  nothing  —  that  littie 
thing  is  mine." 

"Yours!  how  yours?"  ^ 

"Why,  I  wrote  it,  Sir.  When  I  lived  with  Sir 
Giles  Heathcote,  we  always  fired  off  a  certain  number 
of  these  signal-guns  wlien  we  came  to  a  new  place. 
Once  the  thing  was  set  a-going,  the  newspaper  fellows 
foUowed  up  the  lead  themselves.  They  look  upon  a 
well-known  name  as  of  the  same  value  as  a  fire,  er  a 
case  of  larceny.  I  have  known  a  case  of  seduction  by 
a  Marquis  to  take  the  'pas'  of  the  last  murder  in  the 
Edgeware-road." 

'*I  have  no  fancy  for  this  species  of  publicityj"  said 
Cashel,  seriously. 

"Believe  me,  Sir,  there  is  nothing  to  be  done  with- 
out  it.  The  press,  Sir,  is  the  fourth  estate.  They  can 
ignore  any thing  now-a-days,  from  a  speech  in  Parlia- 
ment  to  the  last  new  novel,  —  from  the  young  beauty 
just  come  out  to  the«  newly-launched  line-of  battle-ship. 
A  friend  of  mine,  some  time  back,  tried  the  thing  to 
bis  cost,  Sir.  He  invented  an  admirable  moustache- 
paste;  he  even  paid  a  guinea  to  an  Oxford  man  for  a 
Greek  name  for  it;  well,  Sir,  he  would  not  advertise 
in  the  dailys,  but  only  in  bills.  Mark  the  consequenee. 
One  of  the  moming  Journals,  in  announcing  the  arrival 
of  the  Prince-of  Koemundkuttingen  on  a  visit  to  Colonel 
Sibthorp,  mentioned,  that  in  the  ,fratemal  embrace  of 
these  two  distinguished  personages,  their  moustaches, 
anointed  with  the  new  patent  adhesive  Eukanthero- 
stickostecon,  became  actually  so  fastened  together  (as 
the  fellow  said,  like  two  clothes-brushes)  that  after  a 
qnsarter  of  an  hour's  vain  struggle ,  they  bad  to  be  cut 
runder.     From  that  moment,  Sir^  Xk^  ^^\ä  ^?>ä  ^vys^^ 
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np;  he  söld  it  as  hamess  stuff  the  week  after,  and  left 
the  hair  and  beard  line  altogether/^ 

As  Cashers  dressing  proceeded,  Mr.  Phillis  continned 
to  impose  upon  him  those  Yarious  hints  and  snggestions 
respecting  costume,  for  which  that  accomplished  gentle- 
man^g  gentleman  was  renowned. 

"Excuse  me,  but  you  are  not  going  to  wear  that 
coat,  I  bope.  A  moming  dress  should  always  incline 
to  what  artists  call  *  neutral  tints;'  there  should  also  be 
Qothing  striking,  nothing  that  would  particularly  catch 
the  eye,  except  in  those  peculiar  cases,  where  the. 
wearer,  adopting  a  certain  colour,  not  usually  seen, 
adheres  strictly  to  it,  just  as  we  see  my  Lord  Blenne- 
ville  with  his  old  coffee-coloured  cut-away,  and  Sir 
Francis  Heming  with  his  light-blue  frock;  Colonel 
fiordaunt's  Hessians  are  the  same  kind  of  thing." 

'*This  is  all  mere  trifling,"  said  Cashel,  impatiently; 
"I  don't  intend  to  dress  like  the  show  figure  in  a  tai- 
lor's  shop,  to  be  stared  at." 

"Exactly  so,  Sir;  that  is  what  I  have  been  saying; 
any  notoriety  is  to  be  avoided,  where  a  gentleman  has 
areal  position.  Now,  with  a  dark  frock,  grey  trousers, 
and  this  piain,  single-breasted  vest,  your  costume  is 
eonect."  , 

If  Cashel  appeared  to  submit  to  these  dictations 
with  impatience,  he,  really,  received  them  as  laws  to 
which  he  was,  in  virtue  of  his  Station,  to  be  bound. 
He  had  taken  Mr.  Phillis,  exactly  as  he  had  engaged 
the  setvices  of  a  celebrated  French  cook,  as  a  person 
to  whom  a  "department"  was  to  be  entrusted,  and 
feeling  that  he  was  about  to  enter  on  a  world  ^\iO^^ 
hhitB  oF ttunkmg  and prejndices  were  all  stränge,  \ä 
jmo/ved  to  accept  of  ^dance,    with  ihe  imp\ic\\»ft«» 
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when  the  lesson  is  over,  that  we  are  waiting  breakfast." 
So  saying,  and  with  ^  laugh  of  saucy  raillery,  Miss 
Kennjfeck  passed  down  the  stairs,  not  remaining  to 
hear  his  answer. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Cashell"  exclaimed  Olivia,  with  a  tone 
half  reproachfiil ,  half  shy,  "we  shall  be  scolded,  —  at 
least,  I  shall  ,^^  added  she.  "It  is  the  unforgivable 
offence  in  this  house  to  be  late  at  breakfast.^^ 

Cashel  would  very  willingly  have  risked  all  the 
consequences  of  delay  for  a  few  minutes  longer  of  their 
interview,  but  abeady  she  had  tripped  on  down  stairs, 
and  with  such  speed  as  to  enter  the  breakfast-parlour  a 
few  seconds  before  him.  Koland  was  welcomed  by  the 
family  without  the  slightest  shade  of  dissatisfaction  at 
his  late  appearance.  Cordial  greetings,  and  fiiendly  in- 
quiries  as  to  how  he  had  rested,  pouring  in  on  ever^ 
side. 

"What's  to  be  done  with  Mr.  Cashel  to-day?  I 
hope  he  is  not  to  be  teased  by  business  people  and 
red-tapery,"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  to  her  husband. 

"I  am  afraid,"  said  the  silky  attorney  —  "I  am 
very  much  afraid,  I  must  trespass  on  his  kindness  to 
accompany  me  to  the  Master's  office.  There  are  some 
little  matters  which  will  not  wait." 

"Oh,  they  must,"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  peremp- 
torily.  "Who  is  the  Master  —  Liddard  —  isn't  it? 
Well,  teil  him  to  put  it  off:  Mr.  Cashel  must  really 
have  a  little  peace  and  quietness  after  all  his  fatigues." 

"It  will  only  take  an  hour  at  most,  Mrs.  Kenny- 
feck," remonstrated  her  submissive  mate. 

"Well,  that  is  nothing,"  cried  Cashel.  "I'm  not  in 
tbe  least  tiredy   and  the  day  ia  \oii^  «hwjl^  iot  ^^i^srj- 
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"Let  him  teach  you,  then!"  cried  Cashel,  as  he 
mmg  into  the  room,  wild  with  delight 

"Oh,  Mr.  Cashel,  what  a  stÄii;  youVe  given  me!" 
id  Olivia  Kennyfeck,  as,  covered  with  blushes,  and 
embling  with  agitation,  she  leaned  on  the  back  of  a 
lair. 

"Oh,  pray  forgive  me,"  said  he,  eagerly,  "but  I 
as  so  surprised,  so  delighted  to  hear  you  recalling 
at  little  song ;  I  really  forgot  every thing  eise.  Have 
Startled  you,  then?" 

"Oh,  no;  it*8  nothing.  I  was  trying  a  few  chords. 
thought  I  was  quite  alone." 

"But  you'll  permit  me  to  teach  you  some  of  our 
exican  songs,  won't  you?  I  should  be  so  charmed  to 
jar  them  sung  as  you  could  sing  them." 

"It  is  too  kind  of  you,"  said  she,  timidly;  "but  I 
Q  no  musician.  My  sister  is  a  most  skilfiil  performer; 
it  /  really  know  nothing  —  a  simple  bailad  —  and  a 
Jizonette  —  are  the  extent  of  my  efforts." 

"For  our  Prairie  songs,  it  is  the  feeling  supplies 
I  the  character.  They  are  wild,  fanciful  things,  with 
>  higher  pretensions  than  to  recal  some  trait  of  the 
nd  they  belong  to,  and  I  should  be  so  flattered  if 
)u  would  take  an  interest  in  the  Far  West." 

"How  you  must  love  it!  How  you  must  long  to 
tum  to  it!"  said  Olivia,  raising  her  long  drooping 
shes,  and  letting  her  eyes  rest,  with  an  expression  of 
nder  melancholy,  on  Cashel. 

What  he  might  have  said  there  is  no  guessing,  — 
iy,  for  his  sake,  and  for  hers  too,  it  is  better  not  even 
'  speculate  on  it;  but  ere  he  could  reply,  another 
)eskesr  joined  in  the  colloquy,  saying  — 

"Good  morning,   Mr.   Cashel.     Pxay   doiv!!  ^Qt%^^'^ 
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**The  canter,  by  all  means,"  said  Cashel.  "Fm 
sure,  my  dear  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  you'U  do  everything  far 
better  witbout  me.  I  bave  no  bead  for  anytbing  like 
business;  and  so  pray,  let  me  accompany  the  riding 
party." 

"Tbe  attendance  at  tbe  Master's  is  peremptory,^^ 
sigbed  tbe  attomey;  'Hbere  is  no  deferring  tbat;  and  as 
to  tbe  mortgages,  tbe  funds  are  falling  every  bour.  I 
sbould  seriously  advise  selling  out  at  once." 

"Well,  seil  out  in  Heaven's  name.  Do  all,  and 
anytbing  you  like,  and  I  promise  my  most  unqualified 
satisfaction  at  tbe  result." 

"Tbere,  now,"  interposed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  autbori- 
tatively;  "don't  worry  any  more,  you  see  bow  tiresome 
you  are!" 

And  poor  Mr.  Kennyfeck  seemed  to  see  and  feel 
it  too;  for  be  bung  bis  bead,  and  sipped  bis  tea  in 
silence. 

"To-day  we  dine  all  alone,  Mr.  Casbel,"  said  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck;  "but  to-morrow  I  will  try  to  sbow  you 
some  of  tbe  Dublin  notorieties;  at  least,  sucb  as  aie 
to  be  bad  in  tbe  season.  On  Friday  we  plan  a  little 
country-party  into  Wicklow;  and  I  bave  promis^  to 
keep  Saturday  free,  if  tbe  Blackenburgs  want  us." 

"Wbat  sball  we  say,  tben,  about  Tubber-beg,  Mr. 
Casbel?"  said  Kennyfeck,  witbdrawing  bim  into  a 
window-recess.  "We  ougbt  to  give  tbe  answer  at 
once." 

^Faitb!  I  forget  all  about  it,"  said  CasbeL  "la 
tbat""tbe  fisbery  you  told  me  of?" 

"Ob,  no!"  sigbed  tbe  disconsolate  man  of  law. 
"Ks  tbe  farm  on  tbe  terminable  lease,  at  present  held 
by  Hngh  Corrigan]  be  asks  foT  a  TceiiföVT^V" 
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"Well,  let  him  have  it,"  said  Cashel,  bluntly,  while 
bis  efyea  were  tomed  towards  the  fire,  where  the  two 
sisters,  with  arms  entwined,  stood  in  the  most  graceful 
of  attitades. 

"Yes,  but  haveyou  considered  the  matter  maturely?" 
rejomed  Kennyfeck,  laying  his  hand  on  CasheFs  arm. 
''Have  you  taken  into  account  that  he  only  pays  eight 
and  sevenpence  per  acre  —  the  Irish  acre,  too;  and 
tbat  a  considerable  part  of  that  land  adjoining  the  Boat 
Qnay  is  let,  as  building  plots,  for  two  and  sixpence  a 
foot?" 

"A  devilish  pretty  foot  it  is,  too,"  murmured  Cashel, 
nmsingly. 

"Eh!  what!"  exclaimed  Kennyfeck,  perfectly  mysti- 
fied  at  this  response. 

"Oh!  I  meant  that  I  agreed  with  you,"  rejoined 
the  yotmg  man,  reddening,  and  endeavouring  to  appear 
deeply  interested.  "I  quite  coincide  with  your  views, 
Sir." 

Kennyfeck  seemed  surprised  at  this,  for  he  had  not, 
to  his  knowledge,  ventured  on  any  opinion. 

'WPerhaps,"  said  he,  taking  breath  for  a  last  effort, 
"if  yon'd  kindly  look  at  the  map  of  the  estate,  and 
just  See  where  this  form  trenches  on  your  own  limits, 
you  could  judge  better  about  the  propriety  of  the 
renewaL" 

"Oh,  with  pleasure!"  exclaimed  Cashel,  while  he 
snffered  himself  to  be  led  into  the  study,  his  face  ex- 
Ubiting  very  indifferent  signs  of  satisfaction. 

"Shall  we  assist  in  the  consultation,  Mr.  Cashel?" 
Baid  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  ßmäiDg  in  reply  to  Ina  ie\\3i<iVÄiÄ 
loak  at  leaviag* 
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"Oh,  by  all  means!*^  cried  he,  enthusiastically,  "do 
come,  and  give  me  your  advice.     Pray,  come." 

"Come,  girls,"-  said  the  mother,  "although  I  per- 
ceive  Mr.  Kennyfeck  is  terribly  shocked  at  the  bare 
thought  of  our  intrusion;  but  be  of  good  courage,  we 
only  accompany  Mr.  Oashel  to  saye  him  firom  any  long 
imprisonment."  And  so,  she  moved  majestically  for- 
wai'd,  her  daughters  foUowing  her. 

An  alchemist  would  probably  have  received  Com- 
pany in  his  laboratory,  or  a  hermit  admitted  a  jovial 
party  in  his  cell,  with  less  of  constraint  and  dissads- 
faction  than  did  Mr.  Kennyfeck  watch  the  approach 
of  his  wife  and  daughters  to  the  sanctum  of  his  study. 

Save  at  rare  intervals,  when  a  disconsolate  widow 
had  come  to  resolve  a  question  of  administration,  or  a 
no  less  forlom  damsel  had  entered  to  consult  upon  an 
action  for  "breach  of  promise,"  St.  Kevin  himself  had 
never  beeji  less  exposed  to  female  intervention.  It 
needed  then  all  his  reverence  and  fear  of  Mrs.  Kenny- 
feck to  sustain  the  shock  to  his  feelings,  as  he  saw  her 
seat  herseif  in  his  office-chair,  and  look  around  with 
the  air  of  command  that  he  alone  used  to  exhibit  in 
these  regions. 

"Now  for  this  same  map,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  and  let 
US  hear  the  question  for  which  this  Privy  Council  has 
been  convened." 

"This  is  the  map,"  said  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  unfolding 
a  large  scroU,  "and  I  believe  a  single  glance  will 
enable  Mr.  Cashel  to  perceive  that  some  little  deliben^ 
tion  would  be  advisable  before  continuing  in  possession 
a  tenant  whose  holding  completely  destroys  the  best 
featare  of  the  demesne.  T\n»  i^^l  ^tä  V^et^  S&  ^wsjc 
boundary  towards  the  Limeiick  xoaöi\  \L«t^^  %\a.xÄÄ  ^i^ 
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honse,  which,  £rom  the  first,  was  a  great  mistake.  It  is 
bnilt  in  a  hollow  without  a  particle  of  view;  whereas, 
kd  it  been  placed  here,  where  this  cross  is  marked, 
ihe  prospect  would  have  öxtended  over  the  whole  of 
Scaräf  Baj,  and  hy  the  west,  down  to  Killaloe.*^ 

"Well,  what^s  to  prevent  our  building  it  there  yet?" 
interrapted  Gashel.  ''I  think  it  would  be  rare  fun 
building  a  house,  at  least  if  I  may  judge  from  all  the 
amusement  IVe  had  in  constructing  one  of  leaves  and 
buffalo-hides,  in  the  Prairies." 

Mrs.  Kennyfeck  and  her  eldest  danghter  smiled 
their  blandest  approbation,  while  Olivia  murmured 
in  her  sister^s  ear,  **0h  dear,  he  is  so  very  natural, 
isn^t  he?" 

"That  will  be  a  point  for  ulterior  consideration," 
Said  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  who  saw  the  danger  of  at  all 
vandering  from  the  topie  in  band.  "Give  me  your 
attention  now  for  one  moment,  Mr.  Cashel.  Another 
inconvenience  in  the  Situation  of  the  present  house  is, 
that  it  Stands  scarcely  a  thousand  yards  from  this  red 
and  yellow  line  here." 

*'Well,  what  is  that?"  inquired  Cashel,  who  already 
b^an  to  feel  interested  in  the  localities. 

"This  —  and  pray  observe  it  well,  Sir  - —  this  red 
and  yellow  line,  enclosing  a  tract,  which  borders  on 
flie  Shannon,  and  runs,  as  you  may  remark,  into  the 
very  heart  of  the  demesne,  this  is  Tubber-beg,  the 
fann  in  question-,  not  only  encroaching  upon  your 
limits,  but  actually  cutting  you  off  from  the  river,  at 
least,  your  access  is  limited  to  a  very  circuitous  road, 
and  which  opens  upon  a  very  shallow  part  <si  tVvA 
stream." 

''And  wbo  or  wbat  is  this  tenant?''    a^V'^öi  C?ä:l€^ 

fifilatui  Cas/teL  /,  '\ 
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**Mr.  Gashel,  my  dear,"  said  papa,  still  bent  on 
examining  the  map. 

"Do  I,  indeed!"  cried  Koland,  in  an  ecstasy;  "then 
you  shall  have  your  wish,  Miss  Kennyfeck.  I  promise 
you  the  prettiest  Swiss  cottage  that  your  own  taste  can 
devise." 

"Oh  dear,  oh  pray  forgive  me." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Koland  Cashel,  don^t  think  of  such  a 
thing!  Olivia  was  merely  speaking  at  random.  How 
silly,  child,  you  are  to  talk  that  way." 

"Keally,  mamma,  I  had  not  the  slightest  suspicion 
—  I  wouldn't  for  the  world  have  said  anything  if  I 
thought  — " 

"  Of  course  not,  dear,  but  pray  be  guarded.  Indeed, 
I  own  I  never  did  hear  you  make  a  lapse  of  the  kind 
before;  but  you  see,  Mr.  Cashel,  you  have  really  made 
US  forget  that  we  were  strangers  but  yesterday,  and 
you  are  paying  the  penalty  of  your  own  exceeding 
kindness.  Forget,  then,  I  beseech  you,  this  first  trans- 
gression.'' 

"I  shall  assuredly  keep  my  promise,  Madam,"  said 
Cashel,  proudly;  "and  I  have  only  to  hope  Miss 
Kennyfe(^  will  not  offend  me  by  declining  so  very 
humble  a  present  Now,  Sir,  for  our  worthy  Mend  Mr. 
Corrigan.'' 

-  "Too  fast,  a  great  deal  too  fast,  love,"  whispered 
the  eider  sister  in  the  ear  of  the  younger,  and  who,  to 
the  credit  of  her  tact  and  ingenuity,  be  it  spoken,  only 
gave  the  most  heavenly  smile  in  reply. 

"I  really  am  puzzled,  Sir,  what  advice  to  give," 
said  the  attomey,  musing. 

"I  have  no   difficuldes   of  this  sentimental  kind," 
said  Mrs.  Kennjfeck^  with  a  glance  oi  igitoiwoMi  dfö^te- 
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ciation  towards  her  husband;  "and  I  beg  Mr.  Cashel  to 
remember,  that  the  opportxmity  now  offered  will  po§- 
sibly  neyer  occur  again.  If  the  old  man  is  to  retain 
Ms  farm,  of  conrse  Mr.  Cashel  wonld  not  think  of 
building  a  new  mansipn,  which  must  be  ill-circum- 
stanced,  from  what  L  can  hear  of  the  present  hoQse.  It 
is  equally  certain  that  he  wonld  not  reside  in  that." 

"Ib  it  so  very  bad?"  asked  Cashel,  smiling. 

"It  was  ill-planned  originally,  added  to  in,  if  pos- 
worse  taste,  and  then  snffered  to  fall  into  min. 
It  is  now  something  more  than  eighty  years  since  it 
sav  any  other  inhabitant  than  a  care-taker." 

"Well,  the  picture  is  certainly  not  sednctive.  I 
rather  opino,  that  the  best  thing  we  can  do,  is  to  throw 
this  old  rumbling  concem  down,  at  all  events;  and 
now  once  more  —  what  shall  we  do  with  Mr.  Corrigan?" 

"I  shonld  advise  you  not  giving  any  reply  before 
you  Visit  the  property  yourself.  All  busineös  matters 
^U  be  completed  here,  I  tmst,  by  Saturday.  What, 
tfen,  if  we  go  over  on  Monday  to  Tubbermore?" 

"Agreed..  I  have  a  kind  of  anxiety  to  look  at  the 
place:  indeed,  a  mere  glance  would  decide  me  if  I  ever 
care  to  retnm  to  it  again." 

"Then,  I  perceive,  onr  counsel  is  of  no  avail  here," 
Wüd  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  rising,  with  a  very  ill-concealed 
chagrin. 

"Nay,  Madam,  don*t  say  so.  You  never  got  so  far 
as  to  give  it,"  eried  Cashel. 

"Oh,  yes,  you  forget  that  I  said  it  would  be  absurd 
to  hesitate  about  resuming  possession.*' 

"Unquestionably,"  echoed  Miss  Kennyfeck.     "It  is 
aerejj  to  inävlge  an  old  man^s  caprice  at  t\iQ  to«Ä.  ^^ 
/«'ar  ojrn  comfort  and  coDFenience." 
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Ignorant  of  the  sway  they  thus  exercised;  indeed,  such 
a  degree  of  modesty  wonld  haye  trenched  upon  the 
incrednlous,  for  how  conld  they  doubt  what  Commanders 
of  the  forces  and  deputy-assistant-adjutants  assnred  them, 
still  less  q^estion  ihe  veracity  of  a  prince  royal,  who 
positiTely  asserted  that  they  ^*rode  better  than  Quentm^s 
daughter." 

It  was  thus  a  sonrce  of  no  small  exdtement  among 
the  mounted  loungers  of  the  Capital,  when  the  Kenny- 
fecks  issued  forth  on  horseback,  and  not,  as  usual, 
making  the  tour  of  the  "Square^'  to  collect  their  forces, 
they  rode  at  once  down  Grafton-street,  accompanied  by 
a  Single  cavalier. 

"Who  have  the  Kennyfeck  girls  got  with  them?" 
Said  a  thin-waisted  looking  Aid^de-camp  to  a  lanky 
well-whiskered  fellow  in  a  dragoon  undress,  at  the 
Castle  Gate.  ^ 

"He  is  new  to  me  —  never  saw  him  before.  —  I 
say,  Lucas,  who  is  that  tall  fellow  on  Kennyfeek*s 
brown  horse  —  do  you  know  him?" 

"Don't  know  —  can*t  say,"  drawled  oif^  a  very 
diminutive  hussar  Comet. 

"He  has  a  look  of  Merrington,"  said  another,  join- 
ing  the  party. 

"Not  a  bit  of  it;  he^s  much  larger.  I  shouldnH 
wonder  if  he's  one  of  the  Esterhazys  they've  caught 
There  is  one  of  them  over  here  —  a  Paul  or  a  Nicholas, 
of  the  younger  brauch;  —  but  here's  Linton,  he'll  teil 
US,  if  any  man  can." 

This  Speech  wajs  addressed  to  a  very  dapper,  well- 
dressed  man  of  about  thirty,  mounted  on  a  small 
thorough-bred  pony,  whose  splashed  and  heaving  flanks 
hespcke  a  hasty  ride* 
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'*I  say,  Tom,  you  met  the  KennTfecks  —  who  was 
\t  with  them?" 

**Don*t  70a  know  bim,  my  Lord?'*  said  a  sharp 
ging  v.oice,  "that's  our  newly-arrived  millionäire  — 
land  Cashel,  our  Tipperary  Grcesus;  —  the  man  with 
ron't  say  how  many  hundred  thousands  a  year,  and 
Qions  in  bank  besides.*' 

"The  devil  it  is  —  a  good-looking  fellow,  too.!' 
"Spooney,  I  should  say,"  drawled  out  the  hussar, 
essing  bis  moustache. 

"One  needn^  be  as  smart  a  fellow  as  you,  Wheeler, 
h  forty  thousand  a  year,"  said  Linton,  with  a  sly 
Qce  at  the  others. 

"Tou  don't  suppose,  Tom,"  said  the  former  Speaker, 
at  the  Kennyfecks  have  any  designs  in  that  quarter 
egad!  that  would  be  rather  aspiring,  eh?" 
"Very^^mwise  in  us  to  permit  it,  my  Lord,"  said 
ton,  in  a  low  tone.     "That's  a  dish  will  bear  car- 
',  and  let  every  one  have  bis  share." 
\iy  Lord  laughed  with  a  low  cunning  laugh  at  the 
Bstiop,  and  nodded  an  easy  assent. 
[eanwhile  the  Kennyfecks  rode  slowly   on,    and 
ng  Essex  Bridge,  continued  their  way  at  a  foot 
towards  the  Park,  passing  in  front  of  the  Four 
1,  where  a  very  large  knot  of  idlers  uncovered 
eads  in  polite  salutation  as  they  went 
'hat's  Kennyfeck's  newly-discovered  dient,"  cried 
a  great  card,  if  they  can  only  secure  bim  for 
the  girls." 

say,   did  you  remark  how  the  eldest  had  bim 
?  She  never  noticed  any  of  us." 
)ack  Olivia,"  said  anotber;  "sbe's  a  cj^oi^  qxl<^^ 
]2ßh  sly  for  all  that." 
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"Depend  upon  it,"  interposed  an  older  Speaker, 
"the  fellow  is  up  to  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

"Jones  met  him   at   dinner   yesterday    at  Kenny- 
feck's,   and  says  he  is  a  regulär  soft  one,   and  if  the    ^ 
girls  don't  run  an  Opposition  to  each  other,  one  is  stire 
to  win." 

"Why  not  toss  up  for  him,  then?  that  would  be 
fairer." 

"Ay,  and  more  sisterly,  too,"  said  the  eider  Speaker. 
"  Jones  would  be  right  glad  to  claim  the  beaten  horse.'* 

"Jones,  indeed  —  I  can  teil  you  they  detest  Jones,'* 
said  a  young  fellow.  \ 

"They  told  you  so,  eh,  Hammond?"  said  another;    '• 
while  a  very  hearty  laugh  at  the  discomfited  youth 
broke  from  the  remainder. 

And  now  to  follow  our  mounted  friends,  who,  having 
reached  the  Park,  continued  still  at  a  Walking  pace  to 
thread  the  grassy  paths  that  led  through  that  pleasant 
tract-,  now,  hid  amid  the  shade  of  ancient  thomtrees« 
now,  gaining  the  open  expanse  of  piain  with  its  bold 
background  of  blue  mountains. 

From  the  evident  attention  bestowed  by  the  two 
sisters,  it  was  clear  that  Cashel  was  narrating  something 
of  interest,  for  he  spoke  of  an  event  whieh  had  hap- 
pened  to  himself  in  his  Prairie  life;  and  this  alone, 
independent  of  all  eise,  was  enough  to  make  the  theme 
amusing. 

"Does   this    convey    any    idea   of  a  Prairie,    Mir. 

Cashel?"  said  Miss  Kennyfeck,  as  they  emerged  from 

a  grove  of  beech-trees,   and  came  upon  the  wide  and 

Btretchmg  piain,   so  well  known  to  Dubliners  as  the 

Fifteen  JLcres,    but  which  is,  la  T^aWty^  tkäs^  ^c^%iu»L 
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in  ezitent  "I  have  always  fancied  this  great  grassy 
expanse  mnst  be  Uke  a  Prairie." 

"About  as  like  as  yonder  cattle  to  a  herd  of  wild 
buffaloes/'  replied  Kpland,  smiling. 

"Then  what  is  a  Prairie  like?  Do  teil  us,"  said 
Olivia,  eagerly. 

"I  can  scarcely  do  so,  nor,  if  I  were  a  painter,  do 
I  snppoBe  that  I  could  make  a  picture  of  one,  because 
it  is  les8  the  presence  than  the  total  absence  of  all 
featores  of  landscape  that  constitutes  the  wild  and 
lonely  solitnde  of  a  Prairie.     But  fancy  a  great  piain 

—  gently  —  very  gentiy  undulating  —  not  a  tree,  not 
a  shmb,  not  a  stream  to  break  the  dreary  uniformity 

—  sometimes,  but  even  that  rarely,   a  little   muddy 

pond  of  rain- water,   stagnant  and  yellow,   is  met  with, 

but  only  seen  soon  after  heavy  showers,  for  the  bot  sun 

rapidly  absorbs  it.     The  only  Vegetation,   a  short  yel- 

lowed  bumt-up  grass  —  not  a  wild  flower  or  a  daisy, 

if  yon  travelled  hundreds  of  hnndreds  of  miles.     On 

you  go,   days^and  days,  but  the  scene  never  changes. 

Large  cloud-shadows  rest  upon  the  barren  expanso,  and 

move    slowly  and    sluggishly    away,   or    sometimes    a 

sharp  and  pelting  shower  is   bome  along,   traversing 

hundreds  of  miles  in  its  course,  but  these  are  the  only 

traits  of  motion  in  the   death-like   stillness.      At  last, 

perhaps  after  weeks  of  wandcring-,   you  descry,   a  long 

way  off,  some  dark  objects  dotting  the  surface,   these 

are  boffiedoes;   or,  at  sunset,  when  the  thin  atmosphere 

makes  everything  sharp  and  distinct,  some  black  specti'al 

shapes  seem  to  glide  between  you  and  the  red  twilight, 

these  are  Indian  hunters,  seen  miles  off,  and  by  some 

Strange  law  of  nature  tbejr  are  presented  to  the  'visvoTi 

fF^eo  far,  far  bejrond  the  ränge  of  sight.     Sucli  BtrMigö 
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apparitions,  the  consequence  of  refraction,  have  led  to 
the  most  absurd  superstitions,  and  all  the  stories  ibs 
Germans  teil  you  of  their  wild  huntsmen  are  nothinff  ' 
to  the  tales  every  trapper  can  recoimt  of  war  paities  ' 
Seen  in  the  air,  and  tribes  of  red  men  in  pnrsoit  of  ' 
deer  and  buffaloes,  through  the  clear  sky  of  an  antcnmr  " 
evening."  f 

"And  have  you  yonrself  met  with  these  wild  chit  ;* 
dren  of  the  desert?"  said  Olivia-,  "have  you  ever  beeäf  ^ 
amongst  them?'*  ': 

"Somewhat  longer  than  I  fancied,"  replied  Rolandt.  ■? 
smiling.    "I  was  a  prisoner  once  with  the  Camanches."   -^ 

"Oh,  let  US  hear  all  about  it  —  how  did  it  i ' 
happen?"  cried  both  together. 

"It  happened  absurdly  enough,  at  least  you  witt 
say  so,  when  I  teil  you;  but  to  a  Prsdrie-hunter  tihe 
adventure  would  seem  nothing  singular.  It  chanced 
that  some  years  ago  I  made  one  of  a  hunting  party^ 
into  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and  finally  as  far  as  Pueblo 
Santo,  the  last  Station  before  entering  the  hunting. 
grounds  of  the  Camanches,  a  very  fierce  tribe,  and  one 
with  whom  all  the  American  traders  have  failed  to 
establish  any  relations  of  friendship  or  commerce. 
They  care  nothing  for  the  inventions  of  civilisation,  J 
and,  unlike  all  other  Indians,  prefer  their  own  bows 
and  arrows  to  fire-arms. 

"We  had  been  now  four  days  within  their  bound- 
ary,  and  yet  never  met  one  of  the  tribe.  Some  averred 
that  they  always  leamed  by  the  scouts  whenever  any 
invasion  took  place,  and  retired  tili  they  were  in  suffi- 
cient  force  to  pour  down  and  crush  the  intruders. 
OtberSj  who  proved  better  mfoimed,  said  that  they 
were  bunting  in  a  remote  ttact^  a^^et^  ^«^^  ys'saöss^ 
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istant  We  were  doubly  disappointed,  for  besides  not 
heilig  ihe  Gamanches,  for  which  we  had  a  great  corio- 
ly,  we  did  not  discover  any  game.  The  two  or  three 
raJlB  we  foUowed  led  to  notliing,  nor  could  a  hoof-track 
e  Seen  for  miles  and  miles  of  Prairie.  In  this  State  of 
iscomfitore,  we  were  sitting  one  evening  aroond  our 
res,  and  debating  with  oorselyes  whether  to  tum  back 
r  go  on,  wben,  the  dispute  waxing  warm  between 
lose  of  different  opinions,  I,  who  hated  all  disagree- 
lents  of  the  kind,  slipped  quietly  away,  and  throwing 
lie  bridle  on  my  horse,  I  set  out  for  a  solitary  ramble 
▼er  the  Prairie. 

^^I  have  the  whole  scene  before  me  this  instant,  the 
olemn  desolation  of  that  dreary  track!  for  scarcely  had 
!  gone  a  mile  over  what  seemed  a  perfectly  level 
dain,  when  the  swelling  inequalities  of  the  ground 
Ihut  out  the  watch-fires  of  my  companions,  and  now 
liere  was  nothing  to  be  seen  but  the  yast  expanse  of 
land  and  sky,  each  coloured  with  the  .same  dull  leaden 
tint  of  Coming  night;  no  horizon  was  visible,  not  a  star 
appeared,  and  in  the  midst  of  this  grey  monotony,  a 
lüUness  prevailed  that  smote  the  heart  with  something 
more  appalling  than  mere  fear.  No  storm  that  ever  I 
Bstened  to  at  sea,  not  the  loudest  thunder  that  eyer 
erashed,  or  the  heaviest  sea  that  ever  broke  upon  a 
leeward  shore  at  midnight,  ever  chilled  my  blood  like 
diat  terrible  stillness.  I  thought  that  the  dreadfdl  roll 
of  an  avalanche,  or  the  heaving  ground-swell  of  an 
earthquake  had  been  easier  to  bear.  I  believe  I  actu- 
aHy  prayed  for  something  like  sound  to  relieve  the 
bonible  tension  of  my  nerves,  when,  just  as  if  nvy  mda. 
i^aß  heard,  a  low  booming  sound,  like  the  sea  m^SoML 
^it?ek^  cavem,   came  bome  along  ou  the  nigU  ^VxÄ- 


^  Ji 


X  JzÜM  «BKi.  ■■!  aAcr  m  time  grew  londa 
üb»  JHiQ«B*t£  -m  «ir  »«e  nmes,  so  that,  half  sas 
wcsn^  «■nzttf  Mit^-AeäHka.  I  stopped  mj  ears,  anc 
IHBL  iiL  Tsiijiväiir  3EV  ^oMs.  I  hesid  the  noise  increa 
«mr  'zil   X   ^«^iijeii  m^-  «xie  doli  roaring  sotind,  thft 

rKB.     I  thoQglit  it  must  be  ai 
Luaatts;.    ic  w^tOL  k  i»  said  manj  occnr   in  ihm 
ysest^e^  ivtL.  »^  äe  cneaiy  uzüformhy,  leave  no  traei 

MOUIIL 

%k   7«^am   my   ctmipaiiioiis    at  onee 

«ftSNT  ta  con&ont  in  Company,  and  m 

I  ix£Tii^l  iLT  jucrs«''^  iMMi  to  go  back.     The  noise  va 

«iw   itfuaiiuK-   iB»i  ii»  sqmning  that  the  Teiy  groun< 

«MaxiK.  1»  ^^^*^  ^  Mcau     My  poor  horse  became  tenj 

iM.    II»  ^aD^  Ma^ned«  and  he  labonred  in  his  strid 

ft^  i:  j^rgRifaii?  Vy  itti^ve-     This  again  indneed  me  t 

inentKC  lo.  ^uran^Tsak«.  ror  I  knew  by  what  singalar  ii 

^fonuc    imhnKK   sre  apc«is«ed   of  its  approach.     I  then 

im  ^-nt^  i^it  ttie  $7Gr«  azid  mged  him  on  with  eyer 

«dSic?.    "v^b^iL  iOioStaly  he  made  a  tremendons  bound  1 

mn    ^uo«..    aoii   am   ^  whh   the    speed    of  a   race 

:H»tt:äM  ^  ^  ?J!mc  :isnde,  I  was  perfectly  powerlef 

tj  :y9sismx.  imt:  mMoiw^ikL  the  lond  thnndering  sonn^ 

lÜJM.  ti»r  fQi»^  ac- — «MMT«  deafening;  than  the  greatoi 

E&ar  «psoar  anote  my  ears,  and  mad 
^se  Tibration«  and  then  snddenl 
:^  -v'^ftir  :r^sur  ^?^w  dazk  behind  and  at  either  aide  < 
»«f  :^  $&M^'«'  $v^f|4  on  and  on«  nearer  and  neare 
^  -rotf  ^'^qsnA«'  racs^Muied.  tili  the  black  snrface  seeme 
«^  \tr  ^^ctf  ikS.Hct  «^  dd«»  aiwuid  me:  and  now  I  pe 
Arr-vr^^  ta>&:  ä»^    c?Na  Ftiine^  &r  as  my  eyea  coil 
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iikd  Stampedo/  and  Bet  out  at  ^11  speed.  In  an  instant 
ihey  were  around  me  on  eveiy  aide  —  a  great  moying 
Ka  of  dark-backed  monsters  —  roaring  in  terrible  up- 
loUy  and  tossing  their  savage  heads  wildlj  to  and  fro, 
kk  all  the  paroxysm  of  terror.  To  retum,  or  even  to 
extiicate  myself',  was  impossible;  the  dense  mass 
fressed  like  a  wall  at  either  side  of  me,  and  I  was 
bome  along  in  the  midst  of  the  heaving  herd,  without 
fte  slightest  hope  of  rescue.  I  cannot  —  you  would 
not  ask  me,  if  even  I  could  —  recal  the  terrors  of  that 
ieadfnl  night,  which  in  its  dark  hom*s  compassed  the 
i^nies  of  years.  Until  the  moon  got  up,  I  hoped  tliat 
iß  herd  might  pass  on,  and  at  last  leave  me  at  libei*ty 
khind;  bat  when  she  rose,  and  I  looked  back,  I  saw 
tiie  dark  sea  of  hides,  as  if  coyering  the  whole  wide 
Pndrie,  while  the  deep  thunder  from  afar  mingled  with 
fte  louder  bellowing  of  the  herd  around  me. 

"I  suppose  my  reeling  brain  became  maddened  by 
excitement;  for  even  yet,  when  by  any  accident  I 
nffer  slight  illness,  terrible  fancies  of  that  dreadful 
leene  come  back;  and  I  have  been  told  that,  in  my 
wild  cries  and  shouts,  I  seem  encouraging  and  urging 
on  the  infuriate  herd,  and  by  my  gestures  appearing  to 
eontrol  and  direct  their  headlong  course.  Had  it  been 
possible,  I  belieye  I  should  have  thrown  myself  to  the 
oarth  and  sought  death  at  once,  even  in  this  dreadftil 
fonn,  than  live  to  die  the  thousand  deaths  of  agony 
that  night  inflicted;  but  this  could  not  be,  and  so,  as 
4»y  broke,  I  was  still  carried  on,  not,  indeed,  with  the 
Mffie  speed  as  before;  weariness  weighed  on  the  vast 
i&oving  mass,  but  the  pressure  of  those  behiud  BÜll 
hpFff  ihein  onward,  I  tbought  the  long  hoUTB  oi  3L«it- 
-  frere  terrible;  and  the  appalling   gloom  oi  m^* 
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added  tortures  to  my  suffenngs;  but  the  glare  of  day 
light,  the  buming  sun,  and  the  clouds  of  dust,  wer 
still  worse.  I  remember,  too,  when  exhaustion  ha« 
nearly  spent  my  last  frail  energy,  and  when  my  power 
less  hands,  letting  fall  the  bridle,  dropped  heavily  t 
my  side,  that  the  herd  suddenly  halted  —  halted,  as  i 
arrested  by  some  gigantic  hand;  and  then  the  pressor 
became  so  dreadfal  that  my  bones  seemed  almos 
bursting  firom  my  flesh,  and  I  screamed  aloud  in  m; 
agony.  After  this,  I  remember  little  eise.  The  othe 
events  of  that  terrible  ride,  are  like  the  shadow 
spectres  of  a  magic  lantem;  vague  memories  of  suffei 
ings,  pangs  that  even  yet  chill  my  blood,  steal  ove 
me,  but  unconnected  and  ineoherent,  so  that  when,  s 
I  afterward  heard,  the  herd  dashed  into  the  Camanch 
encampment,  I  have  no  recoUection  of  anything,  ei 
cept  the  terror-struck  faces  of  the  red  men,  as  the 
bent  before  me,  and  seemed  to  worship  me  as  a  deit] 
Yes,  this  terrible  tribe,  who  had  scarcely  ever  bee 
known  to  *spare  a  white  man,  not  only  did  not  injun 
but  they  treated  me  with  the  tenderest  care  and  attei 
tion.  A  Singular  incident  had  favoured  me:  one  of  th 
wise  men  had  foretold  some  days  before  that  a  herd  < 
wild  buffaloes,  sent  by  their  god,.  Anadongu,  woul 
speedily  appear,  and  rescue  the  tribe  from  the  horroi 
of  impending  starvation.  The  prediction  was  possibl 
based  upon  some  optical  delusion,  like  that  I  hav 
mentioned.  Whatever  its  origin,  the  accomplishmei 
was  haüed  with  ecstacy;  and  I  myself,  a  poor,  almof 
djring  creature,  stained  with  blood,  crushed  and  speecl 
2ejss,  was  regarded  as  their  deliverer  and  preserver." 
'^Sow  long  did  you  xemBÄii  amoii^^X.  xJsi'öiclT''  ^<8 
Mhfs  Kennyfeck. 
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"And  how  did  you  escape?'*  asked  Olivia. 
"Were  they  always  equally  kind?" 
"Were  you  sorry  to  leaye  them?*'  were  the  qnes- 
tioM  rapidly  poured  in  ere  Cashel  could  reply  to  any 
one  of  Üiem. 

"I  have  ofiken  heard,"  said  Jliss  Kennyfeck,  "that 
iie  greater  mental  ability  of  the  white  man  is  certain 
0  secure  him  an  ascendancy  over  the  minds  of  savage 
ribes,  and  that,  if  he  be  spared  at  first,  he  is  sure  in 
be  end  to  becdme  their  chief." 

"I  believe  they  actually  worship  any  display  of  in- 
slligence  above  their  own,"  said  Olivia. 

"These  are  exaggerated  acconnts,"  said  Cashel, 
Duling.  ^^Marriage  is  among  savage  as  among  civilised 
Ations,  a  great  stepping-stone  to  eminence.  When  a 
rhite  man  is  allied  with  a  princess  — " 

"Oh,  how  shocking!"  cried  both  together.  "Fm 
nre  no  person,  anything  akin  to  a  gentleman,  conld 
beom  of  such  a  thing,'*  said  Miss  Kennyfeck. 

"It  happens  now  and  then,  notwithstanding,"  said 
Gashel,  with  a  most  provoking  gravity. 

While  the  sisters  would  have  been  well  pleased  had 
Cashers  personal  revelations  continued  on  this  theme, 
they  did  not  venture  to  explore  so  dangerous  a  path, 
and  were  both  silent.  Roland,  too,  appeared  buried 
m  Bome  recollection  of  the  past,  for  he  rode  on  for 
■ome  time  without  speaking  —  a  pre-occupation  on 
Ins  part  which  seemed  in  nowise  agreeable  to  his  fair 
eömpanions. 

"There  are  the  MacFarlines,  Livy,"  said  Miss  Ken- 
nyfeck; "and  JLmton,  and  Lord  Charles ,   and  tllft  Tft^X. 
^OeiiL    I  declare,  I  believe   they  see  us,  axA  «tft 

^imd  CasAe/.   /. 
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(teriments  in  agricultare  and  gardening.  Here  were 
itde  enclosed  plots  of  Indian  com  andSwedish  tamips; 
iero,  small  plantations  of  fruit-trees.  Each  succeediog 
Jecretary  seemed  to  liave  left  behind  him  some  trace 
)f  lis  own  favonrite  System  for  the  improvement  of 
[leland,  and  one  might  recal  tlie  names  of  long  de- 
larted  officials  in  little  experimental  specimens  of 
Iramage,  or  fencing,  or  drill  culture,  aroundi  Lese 
nterested  by  these  patcbwork  devices,  Casbel  stood 
^azing  on  a  beautifal  white  bull,  wbo  grazed  in  a  little 
paddock  careftiUy  fenced  by  a  strong  oak  paling.  Al- 
^OQgh  of  a  small  breed,  he  was  a  perfect  specimen  of 
^ngth  and  proportion,  his  massive  and  mnscular  neck 
md  powerM  loins  contrasting  with  the  lanky  and 
tendonous  form  of  the  wild  animal  of  the  Prairies. 

The  girls  had  not  remarked  that  Roland,  beckoning 
to  bis  senrant,    despatched  him  at  fall  speed  on  an 
eirand,  for  each  was  loitering  about,   amusing  them-    ' 
»lyes  with  some  object  of  the  scene. 

"Wbat  has  fascinated  you,  yonder?"  said  Miss 
Kennyfeck,  riding  up  to  where  Roland  still  stood  in 
vondering  admiration  at  the  noble  animal. 

"The  handsomest  bull  I  ever  saw,"  cried  he,  in  all 
tke  ecstasy  of  a  "Torero;"  "who  ever  beheld  such  a 
öagnificent  fellow!  Mark  the  breadth  of  his  ehest,  and 
le  immense  fore-arm.  See  h6w  he  lashes  his  tail 
about.     No  need  of  Bandilleros  to  rouse  your  temper." 

"Is  there  no  danger  of  the  creature  springing  over 
tbe  paling?"  saidOlivia,  drawing  closer  to  Cashel,  and 
looking  at  him  with  a  most  trustfal  dependence. 

Alas  for  Roland's  gallantry,  he  answered  the  words 
ttd  not  the  glance  that  accompanied  them, 

"2ft?;  he'd  never  tbink  of  it,  if  not  excit^Ä.  1q  ^^tsä 
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excess  of  passiou.  Fd  not  answer  for  bis  patience,  or 
our  safety  eitlier,  if  really  provoked.  See!  is  not  that 
glorious!"  This  burst  of  enthusiasm  was  called  foiih 
by  tbe  bull,  seized  witb  some  sudden  caprice,  taking  a 
circuit  of  tbe  paddock  at  fall  speed,  bis  bead  now 
raised  majestically  aloft,  and,  now,  bent  to  tbe  ground; 
be  snatcbed  some  tnfts  of  bis  grass  as  be  went,  and 
flnng  tbem  from  bim  in  wild  sport. 

"Bravo,  torol"  cried  Casbel,  in  all  tbe  excitement 
of  deügbt  and  admiration.  "Viva  el  toro!"  sboated 
be;  "not  a  'Corrida'  of  tbe  Old  World  or  tbe  New 
ever  saw  a  braver  beast." 

Wbetber  in  compliance  witb  bis  bumour,  or  that 
sbe  really  cangbt  up  tbe  entbusiasm  from  Casbel,  Miss 
Kennyfeck  joined  in  all' bis  admiration,  and  seemed  to 
watcb  tbe  playfiil  pranks  of  tbe  great  animal  witb  deligbt. 

"How  you  would  enjoy  a  real  *toro  macbia,'"  said 
Casbel,  as  be  tumed  towards  ber,  and  feit  tibat  she^ 
was  far  bandsomer  tban  be  bad  ever  believed  before. 
Indeed,  tbe  beigbtened  colour  of  exercise,  and  tbe 
flasbing  brilliancy  of  ber  eyes ,  made  ber  seem  so  with- 
out  tbe  additional  cbarm  derived'  from  sympatby  with 
bis  bnmour. 

"I  sbould  deligbt  in  it,^^  cried  sbe,  witb  entbusiasm. 
"Ob,  if  I  could  but  see  one!" 

Casbel  drew  nearer  as  sbe  spoke,  bis  dark  and 
Piercing  eyes  fixed  witb  a  look  of  steadfast  admiration, 
wben  in  a  low  balf  wbisper  be  said,  "Would  you  really 
like  it?  Have  tbese  wild  and  desperate  games  an  at- 
traction  for  you?" 

"Ob,  do  not  ask  me,"  said  sbe,  in  tbe  same  low 
voice.     "Wby  sbould  I  confesa  a  vriab  fbt  'tbat  wbich 
nerer  can  be/* 


BOLAND  CASHEL.  117 

"How  can  you  say  tbat?  Have  not  far  greater,  and 

IflH  likelj  things  happened  to  ahnost  all  of  us?  Think 

ofme,  for  instance.     Travelling  with  the  Gambusinos 

ft  few  months  back,  and  now  —  now  your  companion 

iere." 

If  there  was  not  a  great  deal  in  the  mere  words 
ftemselves,  there  was  enough  in  the  look  of  the  Speaker 
to  make  them  deeply  feit.  How  mach  fiirther  Cashel 
might  have  adventored,  and  with  what  additional  spe- 
eolations  invested  the  future,  is  not  for  us  to  say,  for, 
just  then,  his  groom  rode  up  at  speed,  holding  in  his 
baind  a  great  coil  of  rope,  to  one  end  of  which  a  small 
round  ball  of  wood  was  fastened. 

"What  is  that  for,  Mr.  Cashel?"  inquired  both  the 
^Is  together,  as  they  saw  him  adjust  the  coils  lightly 
on  bis  lefl;  arm,  and  poise  the  ball  in  his  right  band. 

"Cannot  you  guess  what  it  means?"  said  Roland, 
smiling.     "BLave  you  never  heard  of  a  lasse?" 

"A  lasso!"  exclaimed  both  in  amazement  ^'You 
wirely  could  never  intend  — " 

"You  shall  see,"  cried  he,  as  he  made  three  or  four 
casts  with  the  rope  in  the  air,  and.  caught  up  the  loops 
again  with  astonishing  dexterity.  *^Now  only  promise 
me  not  to  be  afraid,  nor,  if  possible,  let  a  cry  escape, 
aad  ni  show  you  some  rare  sport.  Just  take  your 
places  here;  the  horses  will  stand  perfectly  quiet." 
Without  waiting  for  a  reply,  he  ordered  the  grooms  to 
remain  at  either  side  of  the  young  ladies,  and  then 
dismonnting,  he  forced  open  the  lock  and  led  his  horse 
into  the  paddock.  This  done,  he  leisurely  closed  the 
gate  xüä  monntedj  every  moüou  being  aa  fe^ö  %tOTö. 
iwi?  aad  excjtement  as  if  made  upon  t\ie  \i\c\i  to«A. 
Mfortbe  bull,  at  the  uoiae  of  the  gate  ou  ita  \Äs^^ 
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he  llfted  up  his  head,  bat  as  it  were  indifferent  1 
oanae,  he  lesnmed  his  gnzing  attitude  the  m< 
after. 

Cashel's  first  care  seemed  to  be  to  reconnoit 
ground,  for  at  a  slow  walk  he  traversed  the  spj 
variona  diiections,  carefullj  examining  the  footinj 
watching  fbr  anj  aecidental  circmnstance  that 
yaiy  the  sm^Ace.  He  then  rode  np  to  the  p 
where  in  nnfeigned  terror  the  two  girls  sat,  silentl 
lowing  him  in  everj  motion. 

^^Now,  remember/'  said  he,  smiüng,  "no  feai 
terrors.     If  you  were  to  make  me  nervous,  I  s 
probablj  miss  mj  cast,  and  the  disgraee,  not  to 
of  anything  else>  would  be  dreadfiiL'' 

**0h!  we'U  behave  veiy  well,"  said  Miss  Kenn; 
trying  to  assume  a  composure  that  her  p^le  cheeJ 
compressed  lips  veiy  iU  corroborated.     As  for  ( 
too  terrified  for  words,  she  merely  looked  at  him, 
the  tears  roUed  heavily  down  her  cheeks. 

"Now,  to  see  if  mj  hand  has  not  forg 
cnnning!"  saidEoland,  as  he  pressed  his  horse's  i 
'  and  pnshing  into  a  half-gallop,  made  a  circuit  a 
the  bull.  The  scene  was  a  picturesque  as  well 
exciting  one.  The  mettlesome  horse,  on  whic 
rider  sat  with  consnmmate  ease,  in  his  right  hai 
loose  coils  of  the  lasso,  with  which  to  accustoi 
horse  he  floorished  and  shook  around  the  head  an 
of  the  animal  as  he  went;  while,  with  head  bent 
and  the  strong  neck  slightly  retracted,  the  bull  s< 
to  watch  him  as  he  passed,  and  at  length,  slowlj 
ing,  continued  to  fix  his  eyes  upon  the  daring  int 
OradnaJljr  nairowing  his  circle)  Caab^l  was  caut 
^proacbing  withia  a  snitable  j^sUnc^  iox  ^< 
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mi  the  bull,  as  it  were  losing  patience,  gave  one 
^rt  hoarse  cry  and  made  at  him,  so  sudden  the 
ipring,  and  so  inforiate  the  action,  thal  a  scream,  from 
both  the  sisters  together,  showed  how  near  the  danger 
nnist  have  appeared.  Eoland,  however,  had  foreseen 
from  the  attitude  of  the  beast  what  was  Coming,  and 
hj  a  rapid  wheel,  escaped  the  charge,  and  passed  close 
äie  creature's  flank  unharmed.     Twice  or  thrice 

same  manoeuvre  occurred  with  the  same  result,  and 
&ltIioiigh  the  horse  was  terrifled  to  that  degree,  that  bis 
«des  were  one  sbeet  of  foam,  the  control  of  the  rider 
was  perfect,  and  bis  every  gesture  bespoke  ease  and 
eonfidence.  ' 

Suddenly  the  bull  stopped,  and  retiring  tili  bis 
kannches  touched  the  paling,  he  seemed  surveying  the 
field,  and  contemplating  another  and  more  successM 
*mode  of  attack.  The  concentrated  passion  of  the  crea- 
tore^s  -attitude  at  this  moment  was  very  fine,  as  with 
red  eyeballs  and  frothed  lips  he  stood,  slowly  and  in 
lieavy  strokes  lashing  Iris  flanks  with  bis  long  tail. 

"Is  he  tired?"  said  Miss  Kennyfeck,  as  Casjiel 
siood  close  to  the  paling,  and  breathed  bis  horse,  for 
vhat  he  foresaw  might  be  a  sharp  encounter. 

"No!  far  from  it,"   answered  Eoland;    "the  fellow 

the  cunning  of  an  old  'Corridor;'  youll  soon  see 
Hm  attack." 

The  words  were  not  well  uttered,  wben,  with  a  low 
deep  roar,  the  bull  bounded  forward,  not  in  a  straight 
line,  however,  but  zig-zagging  from  left  to  right,  and 
right  to  left,  as  if  with, the  Intention  of  pinning  the 
horseman  into  a  comer.  The  terrific  Springs  of  the 
great  beast,  and  bis  still  more  terriflc  cries,  appeared  to 
^sraljrse  the  horse,   who  stood  immOYaSöVe^  Tiot  ^^  *"^ 
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Spain;  a  most  gallant  officer,  but  a  little  roug 
maimei:  —  Scotch,  yon  know.  Lady  Janet  was  i 
to  Lord  —  what  is  that  Lord,  Caroline?  I  al 
forget;* 

^'Dumkeeran,  Mamma.^^ 

*'Yes,  that*s  it     Slie  is  a  charming  person, 
very  proud;   very  proud  indeed  —  will^  not  visit 
the  Dublin  people;  witb  ns,  I  must  say,  I  bave  i 
Seen  anything  like  her  kindness*,  we  are  absolutelj 
ßisters.     Go  on,  Olivia." 

"Lord  Charles  Frobisher." 

"And  the  Honourable  Elliot  St.  John,"  chime 
her  sister;  "Dämon  and  Pythias,  where  a  dinn 
concemed."     This  was  said  in  a  whisper. 

"  They  are  the  Aides-de-camp  to  the  Lord  Lieute 
Lord  Charles  is  younger  brother  to  the  Duke  of 
went;   quite  the  man  of  fashion,  and  so  amusing! 
he's  delightfull" 

"Charming!"  duetted  the  two  sisters. 

"Mr.  St.  John  is  a  very  nice  person,  too;  bul 
never  knows  him  like  Lord  Charles ;  he  is  mor 
served.  Olivia,  however,  says  he  has  a  great  de 
him." 

"Oh,  Mamma!    Pm  sure,  I  don^t  know,    I 
thought  him  much  more  conversable  than  he  gets 
dit  for." 

"Well,  I  meant  no  more,"   said  her  mother, 
did  not  fancy  the  gathering  gloom  on  CasheVs  fa 
this  allusion;  "read  on  again,  child." 

"Lord  Chief  Justice  Malone." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,"  said  she,  playfully,  "i 
your  doing;    I  suspected,  from  your  confasion  a 
ag'o,  wbat  yon  were  at"    Tteu,  tanÄTi^  toRoloacl 
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Said:  **He  is  always  playing  us  this  trick,  Mr.  Gashel; 
wlenever  we  have  a  few  fiiends  together,  he  will  insist 
upon  inviting  some  of  his  old  bar  cronies!" 

A  deep  groau  from  Mr.  Kennjfeck  at  the  terrible 
profanity  of  thus  styling  the  chief  of  the  Common  Pleas, 
made  every  one  start;  but  even  this,  like  a  skilful 
tactician,  Mrs.  Kemiyfeck  tumed  to  her  own  advantage. 

"Pray  don't  sigh  that  way.  He  is  a  most  excellent 
person,  a  great  lawyer,  and,  they  say,  must  eventually 
have  the  peerage."  She  nodded  to  Olivia  to  proceed, 
who  read  on. 

"The  Attomey-General  and  Mrs.  BLnivett." 

"Oh,  really,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  this  is  pashing  pre- 
rogative;  don't  you  think  so,  Mr.  Cashel?  Not  but 
you  know  the  Attomey-General  is  a  great  personage 
b  this  poor  country;  he  is  member  for  —  where 
is  it?" 

"Baidoyle,  Mamma." 

"Yes,  Member  for  Baidoyle;  and  she  was  a  Miss 
ßamett,  of  Red  Gamett,  in  Antrim;  a  most  respectable 
connexion;  so  I  think  we  may  forgive  him.  Yes,  Mr. 
Kennyfeck,  you  are,  at  least,  reprieved." 

"Here  come  the  Whites,  Mamma.  I  suppose  we 
may  reckon  on  both,  though  she,  as  usual,  sends  her 
lopes  and  fears  about  being  with  us  at  dinner,  but  will 
be  delighted  to  come  in  the  evening." 

"That  apology  is  stereotyped,"  broke  in  Miss  Kenny- 
feck, ^^as  well  as  the  little  simpering  speech  she  makes 
on  entering  the  drawing-room.  *So  you  see,  my  dear 
Mtb.  Kennyfeck,  there  is  no  resisting  you.  Colonel 
^te  ^sured  me,  that  your  pleasant  dinners  always 
wt  him  up  for  a  month  —  he,  he,  he.'*^ 

If  Cashel  Lad  not  Janghed  heaitily  at  \5cl^  \ä^\ä% 
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■.c 


1  imitation,   it  is  possible  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  i 

been  äispleased,  but  as  tbe  quiz  "took,"  she 
umbrage  whatever. 

"The  Honourable  Downie  Meek,   Unde 
I  of  State,"  read  Olivia,  with  a  little  more  ( 

\  than  on  the  last-mentioned  names. 

"A  person  you'U  be  channed  with,  Mi\ 
80  highly  informed,  so  well  bred,  so  perfectly 
to  move  in  the  very  highest  circles,"  said  Ä1 
feck,  giving  herseif,  as  she  spoke,  certair 
gesture,  which  she  deemed  illustrative  of  di 
fashion. 

"  A  cucumber  dressed  in  oil,"  whispered  '^ 
feck,  who  showed  more  than  once  a  deg 
patience  at  these  eulogistic  descriptions. 

"The  Dean  of  Drumcondera,  your  grea 
Mamma/^ 

"So  he  is,  my  dear.  Now,  Mr.  Cashel, 
sist  upon  you  liking  my  Dean.  I  call  hin: 
because  one  day  last  spring  — " 

"Mrs.  Biles  wants  to  speak  to  you,  Me 
minute,"  said  the  butler,  from  behind  the 
although  the  interruption  was  anything  bu 
yet  the  summons  must  be  obeyed,  for  Mrs 
the  housekeeper,  and  any  approach  to  treatii 
indifiFerence  or  contempt  on  the  eve  of  a  gr 
would  be  about  as  impolitic  as  insulting  a  g 
was  about  to  command  in  a  great  battL 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck  rose  to  comply,  not  ever 
a  Word  of  complaint,  lest  the  formidable 
should  hear  of  it,  and  take  her  revenge  oe 
djshes, 

"Now  for  the  Dean.     Is  M.axQma  ou\.  o^ 
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Said  Miss  Kennyfeck,  wlio  rejoiced  at  the  casual  op- 
portumty  of  a  litde  portrait-painting  in  a  different  style. 
"Coneeive  a  tall,  pompous  man,  with  large  white 
featares,  and  a  high  bald  head  with  a  conical  top;  a 
Sharp,  clear,  but  unpleasant  voice,  always  uttering 
grave  nonsense ,  or  sublime  absurdity.  He  was  a  bril- 
liant  light  at  Oxford,  and  came  over  to  illumine  our 
darkness,  and  if  pedantry  could  only  supply  the  de- 
fidency  in  the  potato  crop,  he  would  be  a  providence 
to  the  land.  His  affectation  is  to  know  everything, 
from  ohuck-farthing  to  conic  sections,  and  so  to  diffase 
Us  information  as  always  to  talk  science  to  young 
ladies,  and  discuss  the  royal  game  of  goose  with  Lords 
of  the  Treasury.  His  failures  in  these  attempts  at  Ad- 
mirable  Crichtonism,  would  abash  even  confidence  great 
88  his,  but  that  he  is  surrounded  by  a  little  staff  of 
admirers,  who  fend  off  the  sneers  of  the  audience,  and 
Bke  buffers,  they  break  the  rüde  shocks  of  worldly  col- 
lision.  Socially,  he  is  the  tyrant  of  this  capital;  from 
luiYing  leaming  enough  to  be  more  than  a  match  for 
he  encounters,  and  skill  enough  to  give  his  para- 
a  mock  air  of  authority,  he  usurps  a  degree  of 
^ctation,  and  rule,  that  makes  society  mere  slavery. 

"You'll  meet  him  to-morrow  evening,  and  you'Ü  see 
if  he  does  not  know  more  of  Mexico  and  Savannah 
life  than  you  do.  Take  care,  I  say,  that  you  venture 
M  into  the  wilds  of  the  Pampas,  for  you'll  have  his 
companionship,  not  as  fellow-traveller,  but  as  guide 
Sud  instructor.  As  for  myself ,  whenever  I  read  in  the 
P&pers  of  meetings  to  petition  Parliament  to  repeal 
this  or  redress  that,  in  the  name  of  *  Justice  to  Ireland,' 
I  wk  why  does  nobody  pray  for  the  recal  o?  tl;i^  "D^^xv 
of  'bramcondera  ?  " 
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"Pray  who  and  what  are  they?"  inquired  Casliel. 

"The  ^refreshers'  are  tliat  amiable  but  undervalued  . 
class  in  society  who  are.always  asked  for  the  evening 
when  the  other  members  of  the  family  are  invited  to 
dine.  They  are  the  jsyvaig  lady  and  young  gende- 
man  class;  the  household  with  ten  danghters,  and  a 
govemess  that  sings  Kke,  anything  but,  Persiani.  They 
are  briefless  barristers,  with  smart  whiskers ;  and  yonng 
men  reading  for  the  Church,  with  moustaches;  infantry 
o£6.cers,  old  maids,  fellows  of  College,  and  the  genüe- 
man  who  teils  Irish  stories/^ 

"Caroline,  I  really  must  request  — " 

"But,  Mamma,  Mr.  Cashel  surely  ought  to  leam 
the  map  of  the  country  he  is  to  live  in." 

"I  am  delighted  to  acquire  my  geography  so  plea- 
santly,"  cried  Cashel.     "Pray  go  on." 

"I  am  bound  over,"  said  she,  smiling;  "Mamma  is 
looking  penknives  at  me,  so  I  suppose  I  must  stop. 
But  as  to  these  same  *refreshers,'  you  will  easily 
distinguish  them  from  the  dinner  Company.  The  young 
ladies  are  always  fresher  in  their  white  muslin-,  they 
walk  about  in  gangs,  and  eat  a  prodigious  deal  of 
-  bread  and  butter  at  tea.  Well,  I  have  done,  Mamma, 
though  Fm  sure  I  was  not  aware  of  my  transgress- 
ings." 

"I  declare  Mr.  Kennyfeck  is  asleep  again.  —  Mr. 
Kennyfeck,  have  the  goodness  to  wake  up  and  say 
who  is  to  make  the  whJst- table  for  Lady  Blenner- 
bore." 

"Yes,  my  Lord,"  said  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  waking  up 
and  rubbing  his  eyes,   "we'U  take  a  verdict  for  the 
plaintiff,  leaving  the  points  resexved.^"'     A.  N«t^  ^^\i^t%I 
Jaug-h  Lere  recalled  him  to  himaetf,  »iä  V\^  «x^^tiä 
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confosion  he  continued,  ''I  was  so  fatigued  in  the 
Solls  to-day.  It  was  an  argiiment  relative  to  a  trast, 
Mr.  CasHel,  which  it  is  of  great  moment  you  shoold  be 
relieyed  of." 

"Oh,  never  trouble  yonr  head  about  itnow,  Sir,"  said 
Casliel,  good-naturedly.  "I  am  qnite  grieved  at  the 
veariness  and  fatigxte  my  affairs  are  costing  you." 

"I  was  asking  about  Lady  Blennerbore's  whist," 
interposed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck.  "Who  have  you  for  her 
party  besides  the  Chief  Justice?" 

"Major  M'Cartney  says  he  can't  afford  it,  Mamma," 
Said  the  eldest  daughter,  slily.  "She  is  so  very  lucky 
with  the  honours!" 

"Where  is  Thorpe,"  cried  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  not 
deigning  to  notice  this  speech  —  "he  used  to  like  bis 
rabber?" 

"He  told  me,"  said  Miss  Kennyfeck,  "that  he 
▼ouldn't  play  with  her  Ladyship  any  more;  that  one 
^  Bome  Chance  formerly,  but  that  since  she  has  had 
Öwt  touch  of  the  palsy,  she  does  what  she  likes  with 
tke  Kings  and  Aces." 

"This  is  atrodous;  never  let  me  hear  it  again," 
Said  the  Mamma  indignantly;  "at  all  events,  old  Mj. 
Moore  Hacket  will  do." 

"Poor  old  man,  he  is  so  blind  that  he  has  to  thumb 
the  Cards  all  over  to  try  and  know  them  by  the  feel, 
*iid,  then,  he  always  washes  the  King  and  Queen's 
^aces  with  a  snuffy  handkerchief,  so  that  the  others  are 
»neezing  at  every  trick  they  play." 

"Caroline,  you  permit  yourself  to  take  the  most 
^proper  freedoms.  I  desire  that  we  may  have  no  more 
of  this." 

""I  radier  like  old  Mr.  Hacket,"  saidWie  mcom^^^ 
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assailant;  "he  mistook  Mr.  Pottinger^s  bald  and  polblim 
head  for  a  silyer  sahrer,  aad  laid  bis  teacup  ob  it,  th< 
last  evening  he  was  here." 

J£  Cashel  could  not  help  smiling  at  Miss  Kenny 
feck's  sallies,  he  feit  it  was  in  rather  a  stränge  spirit  o 
hospitaüly  the  approaching  entertainment  was  giyeii 
since  few  of  the  guests  were  .spared  the  most  slightini 
sarcasms,  and  scarcely  for  any  was  there  professed  thi 
least  friendship  or  a£fection.  He  was,  however,  ver 
new  to  "the  world,"  and  the  stränge  understanding  oi 
which  its  daily  interconrse,  its  social  life  of  dinnere 
Visits  and  dejeüners  subslsts,  was  perfectly  nnknown  it 
bim.  He  had  mach  to  leam;  but  as  bis  nature  was  o 
an  inqniring  character,  he  was  as  equal  as  he  was  wel 
inclined  to  its  task.  It  was  then,  with  less  enjojmen 
of  the  scene  for  its  absnrdity,  than  actually  as  aa  oc 
casion  to  acquire  knowledge  of  people  and  modes  o 
living  hitherto  unknown,  he  listened  gravely  to  tln 
present  discussion,  and  sat  with  attentive  ears  to  bea 
who  was  to  take  in  Lady  Janet,  and  wbetherSirAich] 
should  precede  the  Chief  Justice  or  not;  if  a  Pragooa 
Colonel  should  take  the  pas  of  an  Attomey-General 
and  whether  it  made  the  same  difference  in  an  in 
dividnaVs  rank  that  it  did,  in  bis  eomfort,  that  be  w« 
on  the  balf-pay  list.  Wben  real  rank  is  coneemed 
few  things  are  easier  than  the  arrangement  of  such  de 
tails,  the  rules  are  simple,  the  exceptions  few,  il 
any,  but  in  a  society  wbere  the  distinctions  are  iaap 
preciable,  wbere  the  designations  are  purely  profes 
sional,  an  algebraic  equation  is  simpler  of  Solution  thai 
such  difficulties. 

Then  came  a  very  animated  debate  as  to  the  piacief 
^bJe,    wherein  l&y  the  extreme  äifficoVtj  Qi\«^~" 
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»fery  one  away  froxn  the  fire  and  nobody  in  a  draft, 
sxcept  of  course  those  little  valuefl  guesta,  who  really 
i>ppeared  to  play  the  ignoble  part  of  mortar  in  a  great 
id^ce,  being  merely  the  cohesive  ingredient  that  averted 
Qction  between  more  important  materials.  Next  came 
he  oft-disputed  question,  as  to  whether  the  Champagne 
hould  be  served  with  the  petits  pdtesy  after  the  fish,  or 
i  a  remote  stage  of  the  second  course. 

The  yonng  ladies  being  eager  advocates  of  the 
ormer;  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  as  firmly  denouncing  the  prac- 
ice  as  a  new-fangled  thing,  that  ^^the  Dean"  himself 
aid  he  had  never  seen  at  Christchnrch;  but  the  really 
;reat  debate  arose  on  a  still  more  knotty  point  —  and 
me,  on  which,  it  appeared  the  family  had  brought  in 
^arions  bills,  without  ever  discovering  the  real  remedy. 
it  was  by  what  means  —  of  course,  moral  force  means 
—  it  were  possible  to  induce  old  Lady  Blennerbore  to 
rise  from  table,  whenever  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  had  decreed 
iliat  move  to  be  necessary? 

It  was  really  moving  to  listen  to  Mrs.  Kennyfeck's 
oarratives  of  signals  unnoticed,  and  signs  unattended 
to;  that  even  on  the  very  last  day  her  Ladyship  had 
fined  there,  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  had  done  little  eise  for 
äiree-quarters  of  an  hour  than  half  stand  and  sit  down 
igain,  to  the  misery  of  herseif,  and  the  discomfort  of 
her  neighbours. 

"Poor  dear  old  thing,"  said  Olivia,  "she  is  so  veiy 
oear-sighted." 

"Not  a  bit  of  it,"  said  her  sister;  "don't  teil  me  of 
bad  sight  that  can  distinguish  the  decanter  of  Port  from 
lie  Ciaret,  which  I  have  seen  her  do,  BOme  \i«Ai-ÖL.o^^Ti 
^meg,  witbont  one  blnnder,^^ 
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you  must  feel  desirous  of  knowing  not  only  the  exa 
drcumstances  of  your  estate,  biit,  of  leaming  the  yea 
Singular  liistoiy  by  wbicli  your  claim  was  substantiated 

"If  I  am  to  be  frank,"  said  Casbel,  boldly,  "I  mn 
teil  you  that  these  things  possess  not  tbe  sHghtest  i 
terest  for  me.  When  I  was  a  gambler  —  which,  u 
fortunately,  I  was  at  one  time  —  whether  I  won  or  loi 
I  never  could  endnre  to  discnss  the  game  after  it  w 
over.  So  long  as  there  was  a  goal  to  reach,  few  mi 
coold  feel  more  ardour  in  the  pursuit  I  believe  I  ha^ 
the  passion  for  success  as  strong  as  my  neighbours,  b 
the  stroggle  over,  the  prize  won,  whether  by  myself 
another,  it  mattered  not,  it  ceased  to  have  any  ho 
npon  me.  I  could  address  myself  to  a  new  contei 
but  never  look  back  on  the  old  one." 

"So  that,"  said  Kennyfeck,  drawing  a  long  breai 
to  conceal  a  sigh,  "I  am  to  conclude  that  this  is  a  top 
you  would  not  desire  to  renew.  Well,  I  yield  of  couk 
only  pray  how  am  I  to  obtain  your  opinion  on  qu( 
tions  conceming  your  property?" 

"My  opinions,"  said  Cashel,  "must  be  mere  arl 
trary  decisions,  come  to  without  any  knowledge;  thi 
you  are  well  aware  of.  I  know  nothing  of  this  count 
—  neither  its  interests,  its  feelings,  nor  its  tastes. 
know  just  as  little  of  what  wealth  will  doj  and  what 
will  not  do.  Teil  me,  therefore,  in  a  few  words,  wh 
other  men,  situated  as  I  am,  would  pursue,  what  habi 
they  would  adopt,  how  live,  and  wiöi  whom?  If  I  ci 
coirform,  without  any  great  sacrifice  of  personal  fr^edoi 
m  do  so,  because  I  know  of  no  slavery  so  bad 
notoriety.  Just  then  give  me  your  counsel,  and  I  as 
mtendmg  to  follow  it." 

JF'ew  men   were  less  able  Üian  Tfii,  ILsoxc^^^ 
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opinioD  OD  these  difficult  subjects,  bat 
)  of  bis  professional  life  had  made  him 
a  certain  detail  tbat  seemed  to  himself, 
eviating  rule  of  procedure.     He  knew 

of  a  large  estate  Coming  of  age,  that 
at  in  Parliament  were  the  two  first  ob- 
so  often  been  engaged  in  drawing  up 
le  one  and  raising  money  for  the  other 

they  became  as  associated  in  bis  mind 
3nty  years  of  age  as  tbough  intended 
lote  it. 

eserve,   which  we  must  not  scratinise, 
16  political  object. 
äir,"  Said  he,  "you  will  desire  to  enter 

ke  it,"  Said  Cashel,  eamestly,  "if  a 
ty  would  not  weigh  too  heavily  on  me, 
r  the  pleasure.  With  an  education  so 
le,  I  should  ruii  the  hazard  of  either 
iting  my  own  judgment,  or,  what  is 
^  it  at  more  than  its  worth.  Now, 
that  the  interest  of  politics  would  bave 
Q  for  me,  I  should  always  oecupy  too 

regarding  them,  to  make  that  interest 
lit  Parliament,  then,  and  what  next?" 
Df  a  country  gentleman  are  various  and 

management  of  your  estates." 
5t  leave  in  your  hands,"   said  Cashel, 
^est  something  eise." 
iirse,  these  come  in  a  far  less  important 
;  style  of  your  living ,  the  m«^\ß;tk»si^<^ 
'Ing  your  rank  and  property^  ^e>  ^^• 
^try  nejg-hbours —  all  these  aie  dixjÄÄÄ 


; 
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"I  am  very  Ignorant  of  forma,"  said  Cash* 
haughtily;  ^^but  I  opine  that  if  a  man  spare  no  mon€ 
that  with  a  good  cook,  a  good  cellar,  a  good  stabi 
and  ^ carte  blanche*  fix)m  the  owner  to  make  free  wi 
everything,  these  duties  are  not  very  difficnlt  to  p< 
form.»' 

Had  Mr.  Kennyfeck  known  more  of  such  matte] 
he  might  have  told  him  that  something  was  still  wai 
ing  —  that  something,  which  can  throw  its  perfrime 
good-breeding  and  elegance  over  the  hnmble  dimu 
party  in  a  cottage,  and  yet  be  absent  from  the  goigeoi 
splendonr  of  a  banquet  in  a  palace.  Mr.  Kennyfeck  d 
not  know  this,  so  he  accorded  his  fiillest  asseat 
Casfaers  opinion. 

"  What  comes  next?"  said  Roland,  impatiently,  "^ 
as  I  am  neither  politician  nor  country  genüeman,  n< 
can  I  make  a  pursuit  of  mere  hospitality,  I  really  i 
not  see  what  career  is  open  to  me.^' 

Mr.  Kennyfeck  had  been  on  the  eve  of  introdadii 
the  topic  of  mairiage,  when  this  sally  suddenly  reute 
the  attempt  The  man  who  saw  nothing  to  ooc^ 
him  in  politics,  property,  or  social  interconrse,  wool 
scarcely  deem  a  wife  an  all-snfficient  ambition.  ]£ 
Kennyfeck  was  posed. 

*^I  see,  Sir,  your  task  is  a  hard  one;  it  is  no  kf 
than  to  try  and  conform  my  savage  tastes  and  habits  1 
civilised  nsages  —  a  difficült  thing,  I  am  certain;  ho« 
ever,  I  promise  compliance  with  any  ritaal  for  a  whil 
I  bave  often  been  told  that  the  possession  of  fortnne  i 
these  coontries  imposes  more  restraints  in  the  shape  i 
duties,  than  does  poverty  elsewhere.  Let  me  try  4 
pnMem  for  myself.     Now,  dictate,  and  I  obey." 

"AAer  a///'  said  Mr.  KennyteeV^  ^sSiaiu)^  ^««lip 
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im  men  would  d«em  it  a  hard  condition  on  which  to 
od  themselves  master  of  above  16,000  f.  a  jear,  to 
Qter  Parliament,  to  keep  a  good  house,  and  mairy  — 
3  every  man  in  your  circumstances  may  —  the  ponson 
f  his  choice." 

"Oh!  Is  matrimony  another  article  of  the  code?" 
lid  Cashel,  smilmg.  *^Well,  that  is  the  greatest  fea- 
ire,  because  the  others  are  things  to  abandon,  if  not 
)imd  to  suit  your  temper  or  inclination  —  but  a  wife 
-  that  does  look  somewhat  more  permanent.  No 
latter,  TU  adventure  all  and  everything  —  of  course 
Ifipending  on  your  goidance  for  the  path.^^ 

Mr.  Kennyfeck  was  too  happy  at  these  signs  of 
»nfidence  to  neglect  an  opportunity  for  strengthening 
iie  ties,  and  commenced  a  very  prudent  harangue  upon 
Qie  necessity  of  CasheFs  using  great  caution  in  his  first 
ibeps,  and  not  committing  himself  by  anything  like 
poUtical  pledges,  tili  he  had  firmly  decided  which  side 
toadopt.  "As  to  Society,"  said  he,  "of  course  you'll 
tdeet  ihose  who  please  you  most  for  your  intimates; 
kit  in  politics  there  are  many  considerations  very  dif- 
ftnnt  from  mere  liking.  Be  only  guarded,  however, 
k  the  beginning,  and  you  risk  nothing  by  waiting." 

"And  as  to  the  other  count  in  the  indietment,"  said 
Caahel,  interrupting  a  rather  prosy  dissertation  about 
)(4itical  parties  —  "as  to  the  other  count  —  Matrimony 
I  mean.  I  conclude,  that  as  the  world  is  so  exceed* 
m^j  kind  as  to  take  a  profound  interest  in  all  the 
tt^ings  and  doings  of  a  man  with  money,  that  perhaps 
it  ig  not  indifferent  regarding  so  eventful  a  step  as  his 
IbiTiage.  Now,  pray,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  having  enternd 
Ariliiunent,  kept  open  house,  hunted,  aliol,  T«üc^^^ 
tmti,  gambled,  duelled^  and  the  rest,  to  ^\e^a&ei  ^^- 
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ciety,  how  must  I  satisfy  its  exigencies  in  t] 
particnlar?  I  moan,  is  there  any  peculiar  style 
—  tall,  short,  brünette,  or  fair,  dark-eyed,  c 
eyed,  or  what,  in  short,  is  the  person  I  must  r 
I  would  avoid  transgressing  any  of  those  fon 
rules  which  seem  to  regulate  every  action  < 
lives,  and,  if  I  may  believe  Mr.  Phillis,  sup< 
the  very  colour  of  your  cravat  and  the  shape 
hat?" 

"Oh,  believe  me,"  replied  Mr.  Kennyfeck, 
bland  persuasiveness ,  "fashion  is  only  exigeant  ] 
matters';  the  really  momentous  affairs  of  life  are 
at  a  man^s  own  disposal.  Whoever  is  fortunate 
to  be  Mr.  Cashel's  choice,  becomes,  by  the  i 
elevated  above  envious  criticisms,  as  she  will  b< 
the  sphere  where  they  alone  prevail." 

"So  far,  that  is  very  flattering.  Now  for 
point.  There  is  an  old  shipmate  of  mine  —  s 
Spanish  officer  —  who  has  lived  rather  a  rakij 
of  life.  I^m  not  quite  surcT  he  has  not  had  a  1: 
two  with  our  flag,  for  he  dealt  a  little  in  ebony 
understand  —  the  slavetrade,  I  mean.  How 
these  fine  gentlemen  I  shall  leam  to  know  h< 
ceive  him?  Would  they  look  coldly  and  disti 
him?  I  should  naturally  wish  to  see  him  at  mj 
but  not  that  he  might  be  offered  anything  like  s 
Insult." 

"I  should  defer  it,  certainly.  I  would  recc 
you  not  pressing  this  visit,  tili  you  have  sun 
yourself  with  a  certain  set,  a  party  by  whom  j 
be  known  and  upheld." 

"So  then,  if  I  understand  you  aright,  I  mus 
a  kind  of  security  for  my  social  gooÄ.  c^otdaÄ^ 
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l  will  trust  me?     Now,  this  does  seem  rather 
iicularly  as  no  man  is  gailty  tili  he  has  been 


?» 


bail-bond  is  little  eise  than  a  matter  of  form,^' 
Kennyfeck,  smiling,  and  glad  to  cap  an  allu- 
;li  his  professional  pursiüts  made  easy  of  com* 

Q. 

1!"  sighed  Cashel,  "I'm  not  quite  certain  tbat 
World  of  yours  and  I  shall  be  long  Mend«, 

ye  begin  as  such.  I  have  all  my  life  been 
of  a  rebel,  where  authority  was  lax  enough 

resistance  unnecessary.     How  am  I  to  get  on 

mmed    in  and  fenced  by  a  hundred  restric- 

lennyfeck  could  not  explain  to  him  that  these 
\rere  less  restrictions  against  personal  liberty 
Qces  against  aggression;  so  he  only  murmured 
imon-places  about  "getting  habituated/'  and 
ind  so  on,  and  apologised  for  what  he,  in 
light  have  expatiated  on  as  privileges. 
mistress  wishes  to  know,  Sir,"  said  a  footman, 
Qcture,  "if  Mr.  CashÄwill  drive  out  with  her? 
ge  is  at  the  door." 

ghted!"  cried  Cashel,  looking  at  the  same  time 
Qurteously  pleased  to  get  away  from  his  tire- 
panion. 

\  found  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  and  her  daughters 
a  handsome  barouche,  whose  appointments, 
erhaps,  some  little  exuberance  in  display,  were 
;t.  The  ladies,  too,  were  most  becomingly 
md  the  transition  from  the  little  cob-webbed 
le  solicitor  to  the  free  air  and  ]^\^%ttCLt  ^'üi- 
9,  excited  bis  spirita  to  the  utmost. 
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^^How  bored  you  muBt  haye  been  hy  ihal  intar* 
dew!"  Said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  as  they  drove  awaj. 

"Why  do  jon  say  so?"  said  Cashel,  smiling. 

"Tou  looked  so  weary,  so  thoronghly  tired  out, 
when  you  joined  us.  Tfa  certain  Mr.  Kennyfeck  hart 
been  reading  aloud  all  the  deeds  and  docnments  of  tbe 
trial,  and  reciting  the  hundred-and-one  difficulties,  wbich 
bis  snrpassing  acuteness,  poor,  dear  man!  could  alone 
overcome." 

"No,  indeed  yon  wrong  bim,"  said  Roland,  wiüi  a 
langb;  ^^be  scarcely  alluded  to  wbat  be  migbt  bave 
reasonably  dwelt  upon  witb  pride,  and  wbat  demands 
all  my  gratitude.  He  was  ratber  giving  me,  wbat  I  so  ^ 
mucb  stand  in  need  of,  a  little  lectore  on  my  duties 
and  devoirs  as  a  possessor  of  fortnne;  a  code,  I  sbamo 
to  confess,  perfectly  stränge  to  me." 

A  very  significant  glance  £rom  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  tor 
wards  tbe  girls  revealed  tbe  fiill  measure  of  ber  con- 
tempt  for  tbe  bardibood  of  poor  Mr.  Kennyfeck's  daring, 
but  quickly  assnming  a  smile,  sbe  said,  '^And  are  we 
to  be  permitted  to  bear  wbat  tbese  excellent  counseli 
were,  or  are  tbese  wbat  tbe  Admiralty  calls  ^secre' 
instruetions?'" 

^^Not  in   tbe   least.      Mr.  Kennyfeck  sees  plain^ 
enougb  —  it  is  but  too  palpable  —  tbat  I  am  as  igr 
rant  of  tbis  new  world  as  be  bimself  sbould  be, 
dropped  down  suddenly  in  an  Indian  encampment,  } 
tbat  as  tbe  tbing  I  detest  most  in  tbis  life  is  any 
necessary  notoriety,  I  want  to  do,  as  far  as  in  me 
like  my  neigbbours.   I  own  to  you,  tbat  tbe  little  sb 
witb  wbicb  be  favoured  me,  is  not  too  fascinating 
/fe  ossäres  me,   tbat  witb  time,  and  ]ßa\\€ikfi.^  aod 
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^  oyer  my  difficulties,  and  make  a  veiy  tolerable 
by  genileman/' 

But,  my  dear  Mr.  CasHel,^'  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck, 
a  great  emphasis  on  the  epithet,   "why  do  you 
:  of  listening  to  Mr.  Kennyfeck  on  sucH  a  subj^t? 
man,  he  takes  all  bis  notions  of  men  and  mannero 
the  Exchequer  and  Common  Pleas." 
Papa's  modeis  are  all  in  horse-hair  wigs  —  fat 
mies  in  ermine!^'  said  Miss  Kennyfeck. 
When   Mr.  Cashel   knows   Lord    Charles,"    said 
a. 

Or  Mr.  Linton " 

Or  the  Dean,"  broke  in  Mrs.  Kennyfeck;  "for 
ugh  a  Churchman,  bis  Information  on  every  sub- 
LS  bonndless." 

üss  Kennyfeck  gave  a  sly  look  towards  Cashel, 
b  yery  probably  entered  a  dissent  to  her  Mamma's 
on. 

'J£  I  were  you,"  resumed  she,  tenderly,  "I  know 
I  should  do;  cooUy  rejecting  all  their  connsels,  I 
Id  fashion  my  life  as  it  pleased  myself  to  live,  well 
•ed  that  in  following  my  bent,  I  should  find  plenty 
eople  only  too  happy  to  lend  me  their  companion- 
Just  reflect,  for  a  moment,  how  very  agreeable 
can  make  your  house,   without  in  the  least  com- 
dsing  any  taste  or  inclination  of  your  own;  with- 
in  fact,  occupying  your  mind  on  the  subject" 
'But  the  World,"  remarked  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  ^^must 
ared  for!    It  would  not  do  for  one  in  Mr.  Cashers 
)n  to  form  bis  associates  only  among  those  whose 
Bability  is  their  recommendation." 
^Then  let  bim  know  the  Dean,  Mamma,^^  m'^'^ÜAS^ 
r^eck,  sliljr. 

10* 
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"Tes,  my  dear,**  rejoined  Mrs.  Kenny^ck,  üc 
detecting  the  sarcasm.  '*I  cannot  fancy  one  mOT 
capable  of  afPording  judicious  counsel.  —  Ton  spok 
about  ordering  plate,  Mr.  Cashel,  but  of  course  yon 
wül  apply  to  Storr  and  Mortimer;  everything  is  s 
mnch  better  in  London;  otberwise,  here  we  are  8 
Leonard's."  . 

The  carriage  drove  up,  as  sbe  spoke,  to  the  doo 
of  a  very  splendid^looking  shop,  wbere  in  all  th 
attractive  display  modern  taste  has  invented,  plate  an 
jewellery  glittered  and  dazzled. 

"It  was  part  of  Mr.  Kennyfeck's  counsel,  this  mon 
ing,^   Said  Oashel,  ^'tbat  I  sbould  porchase  anything 
want,  in  Ireland,   so  far  at  least  as  practicable;  so,  : 
you  will  aid  me  in  cboosing,  we'll  take  the  presei 
opportunity." 

Mrs.  Kennyfeck  was  overjoyed  at  the  bare  mentio 
of  such  an  occasion  of  display,  and  sailed  into  tii 
shop,  with  an  air  that  spoke,  plain  as  words  themselvei 
"I'm  come  to  make  yonr  fortune."  So  palpable,  indeec 
was  the  manner  of  her  approach,  that  the  shopma 
hastily  retired  to  seek  the  proprietor  of  the  establiri 
ment,  a  little  pompous  man,  with  a  bald  head,  wh< 
having  a  great  number  of  "bad  debts''  among  bis  big 
dients,  had  taken  to  treating  great  folk  with  a  ver 
cool  assumption  of  equality. 

''Mr.  Cashel  is  come  to  look  about  some  plate,  M: 
Leonard.  Let  us  see  your  book  of  drawings;  and  hav 
you  those  modeis  you  made  for  Lord  Kellorane?" 

"We  have  better,  ma'am,"  said  Leonard.   "We  hftv 

the  plate  itself     If  you  will  step  up-stairs.     It  is  & 

läid  out   on   the   tables.    T\i^  iwiX.  '\%''    —  V'ä^  h 

dropped  bis   voice  —  "lais  "LoliaYCvg'Ä  tmot»:^  ^ 
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F^aohnroh  U  l>rokw  off,  aud  he  will  not  want 
iihe  plate,  and  we  have  bis  Orders  to  seil  it  at  once.'^ 

"And  is  that  beautifal  pony  phaeton,  with  the  two 
bbu^  Arabians,  io  be  sold?^^  asked  Miss  Kennyfeck, 
öagerly.     "ße  only  drove  tbem  once,  I  think.'' 

"Yes,  n^adam,  eyerytbing:  they  are  all  to  be 
auctioned  ät  Dycer's,  to-day." 

"At  "what  bour?"  inquired  CasbeL 

"At  tbree,  precisely,  Sir." 

'^Tben  it  wants  but  five  minutes  of  ibe  time/*  said 
Cashel,  looking  at  bis  watcb. 

"iBut  tbe  plate,  Sir!  sucb  an  opportunity  may  never 
^ur  again,"  broke  in  Leonard,  fearful  of  seeing  bis 
Bostomer  depart  onprofitably. 

"Ob,  to  be  snre.  Let  us  see  it,^^  said  Casbel,  as  be 
banded  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  up-stairs. 

An  exclamation  of  surprise  and  deligbt  borst  £rom 
the  party  at  tbe  magnificent  display  wbicb  greeted 
Äem  on  entering  tbe  room.  How  splendid  —  wbat 
taste  —  bow  very  beantiful  —  so  elegant  —  so 
nuM»ive  —  so  cbaste,  and  fifty  otber  encomiastic 
pbiases. 

"Very  fine,  indeed,  ma'am,"  cbimed  in  Leonard; 
"cost  fifteen  and  sevenpence  an  ounce  tbrougbout,  and 
ttov  to  be  sold  for  tbirteen  sbillings." 

"Wbat  is  tbe  price?"  said  Casbel,  in  a  low 
wMsper. 

"Tbere  are,  if  I  remember  arigbt,  Sir,  bnt  FU 
ateertain  in  a  moment,  eigbt  tbonsand  ounces.'^ 

"I  want  to  know  tbe  sum  in  one  word?"  rejoined 
CMhel,  hastüy. 

"It  wiD  he  gometbing  Uke  tbree  t)M>\XB&Si<3i  ^'^^'^ 
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''Well,  say  three  thousand  seven  hundied,  it 


mine." 


"These  ice-pails  are  not  included,  Sir." 

"Well,  send  them  also,  and  let  me  know  the  pri 
—  How  handsome  that  brooch  is.     Let  me  see  it 
your  velvet  dress,  Mrs.  Kennyfeck.     Yes,  that  rea 
looks  well;  pray  let  it  remain  there." 

"Oh,  I  could  not  think  of  such  a  thing.     It  is  : 
.  too  costly.     It  is  the  most  splendid " 

"You'll  not  refiise  me,  I  hope,  a  first  request,  lii 
dam,"  Said  he,  with  a  half-offended  air. 

Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  really  overwhelmed  by  t 
splendonr  of  the.  gift,  complied  with  a  reluctant  shan 

"These  are  the  diamonds  that  were  ordered  for  t 
bride,"  Said  Leonard,  opening  a  jewel  casket,  and  e 
hibiting  a  most  magnificent  suite. 

"Oh,  how  sorry  she  most  be,"  cried  Miss  Kern 
feck,  as  she  surveyed  the  glittering  mass. 

"If  she  loved  him,"  mormured  Olivia,   in  a 
whisper,  as  if  to  herseif,  bat  overheard  by  Cashel, 
kept  bis  eyes  towards  her,  with  an  expression  of  • 
interest 

"K  the  Gentleman  stood  in  need  of  such  a 
Said  Leonard,  "I  am  empowered  to  dispose  of  th< 
the  actual  cost     It  is  old  Mr.  Fenchurch  who  / 
all  the  loss,  and  he  can  very  well  afPord  it. 
wed^g  present,  Sir  — " 

"But  I  am  not  going  to  be  married,  that  1 
of,"  8aid  Cashel,  smiling. 

"Perhaps  not  this  week,  sir,  or  the  next,*'  : 
tbe  BelfsüMdent  jeweller*,  "\)u\.,  o^  c.QivxxÄ^^  v 
wäl  come.     Two  thousand  po\mda  iox  wiOa 
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poBitiyelj  getting  them  a  present,  to  break  them  up  and 
reset  them." 

"How  shpcking!''  cried  Miss  Kennyfeck. 

"Yes,  Madam;  but  what  is  to  be  done?  they  only 
snit  large  fortnnes  in  their  present  form;  tbese,  un- 
fortunately,  are  very  rare  with  us." 

"A  quarter  past  three!"  exclaimed  Cashel;  "we 
shall  be  too  late." 

"And  the  diamonds,  Sir?"  said  Leonard,  following 
him  down  stairs. 

"Do  you  think  them  so  handsome?"  said  Cashel  to 
Olivia,  as  she  walked  at  bis  side. 

"Oh,  they  are  most  beautünl,"  replied  she,  with  a 
bashftd  falling  of  her  eyelids. 

"ril  take  them  also,"  whispered  Cashel  to  Leonard, 
who,  for  perhaps  the  only  time  for  years  past,  accom- 
panied  the  party,  bare-headed,  to  their  carriage,  and 
coutinued  bowing  tili  they  drove  away. 

"Dycer's,"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck;  "and  as  fast  as 
you  can." 

With  all  their  speed  they  came  too  late.  The 
Wutiful  eqnipage  bad  been  abeady  disposed  of,  and 
was  driving  from  the  gate  as  they  drew  up. 

"How  provoking!  —  how  terribly  provoking!"  ex- 
daimed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck. 

"I  declare,  I  think  tbem  bandsomer  than  ever," 
Said  Miss  Kennyfeck,  as  she  surveyed  tbe  two  well- 
Diatched  and  highly-bred  ponies. 

"Who  bought  them?"  asked  Mrs.  Kennyfeck. 

"I  am  the  fortanate  individual,   or  laÜienc  Vh^  \3Cßr 
^jfpjr  one,   wbo  excitea  such  warm  regrets,"   aa\di^Äx, 
^ton,  as  be  lounged   on   the    door  of  t\ie  cam».^- 


152  BOLAND  CASHEL. 

**I  would  I  were  Eothschild,  or  his  son,  or  his  godsoii| 
to  heg  your  acceptance  of  them." 

"WTiat  did  you  give  for  them,  Mr.  Linton?*^  asked 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck. 

^*How  unfair  to  ask;  and  you,  too,  who  und^rstand 
these  things  so  well." 

'*I  want  to  purchase  them,^'  said  she,  laugMng; 
"that  was  my  reason." 

"To  you,  then,  the  price  is  what  I  hare  just  paid 
—  a  hundred  and  fifty." 

"How  cheap!" 

"Absolutely  for  nothing.  I  bought  them  on  no 
other  account.  I  really  do  not  want  such  an  equi- 
page." 

"To  be  serious,  then,"  resumed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck, 
'we  came  here  with  Mr.  Cashel  to  purchase  them,  and 
just  arrived  a  few  minutes  too  late." 

"  Quite  early  enough  to  allow  of  my  being  able  to 
render  you  a  slight  service;  without,  however,  the 
satisfaction  of  its  having  demanded  any  effort  firom  me. 
Will  you  present  me  to  Mr.  Cashel?"  The  genüemen 
bowed  and  smiled,  and  Linton  resumed.  "If  you  care 
for  the  ponies,  Mr.  Cashel,  I  am  delighted  to  say,  they 
are  at  your  service.  I  really  bought  them,  as  I  say, 
because  they  were  going  for  nothing."  Cashel  did  not 
know  how  to  retum  the  generosity,  but  accepted  the 
offer,  trusting  that  time  would  open  an  occasion  to 
repay  the  favour. 

"  Shall  I  send  them  home  to  you,  or  will  you  drive 
them?" 

"Will  you  venture  to  accompany  me?"  said  Cashel, 
tnming  to  OJivia  Kennyfeck*^  'wVio ,  ^^^m-^  ^  otcää  \Xä 
impropriety  of  a  proposal,  wlaicb.  'B.oVaxÄ!^  \^w»5«ä  ^ 
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thd  World  alone  could  have  conunitted ,  was  silent  and 
confhsed. 

"Are  you  afraid,  my  dear?"  inquired  Mrs.  Kenny- 
feck,  to  show  that  all  other  objections  might  be 
waiyed. 

"Oh  ncs  Mamma,  if  you  are  not^' 

"The  ponies  are  perfectly  qtiiet,"  said  Linton. 

"I^m  certain  nothmg  will  happen,^^  said  Miss  Kenny- 
^,  with  a  most  significant  glance  at  her  sister. 

"Take  care  of  her,  Mr.  Cashel,"  said  the  Mamma, 
asBoland  handed  the  blashing  giil  to  her  place.  "I 
btTe  never  tmsted  her  in  any  one's  charge  before,  and 
if  I  had  not  such  implicit  confidence  — ^^  Before  the 
Kütence  was  finished,  the  ponies  sprang  forward  in  a 
trotf  the  eqnipage  in  a  moment  fled  and  disappeared 
from  view. 

"A  iine  yoiing  fellow,  he  seems  to  be,^^  said  Linton, 
u  he  raised  his  hat  in  adieu;  "and  so  frank,  too!'* 
Thfiw  was  a  something  in  his  smile  that  looked  too 
intelligent,  but  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  affected  not  to  notice  it, 
asiheBaid  "öood-by." 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

There  were  lords  and  ladies  —  I  saw  myself  — 

A  dnke  with  bis  Garter,  a  knight  with  his  Gaelph. 

"Orders**  —  as  bright  as  tbe  eye  coald  see, 

The  ''Golden  Fleece  ,**  and  the  ''Saint  Esprit;** 

Black  Eagles,  and  Lions,  and  even  a  Lamb, 

Sacb  an  odd-looking  thing  —  from  the  great  '^Nisam  ;** 

Shamrocks  and  Thistles  tbere  were  in  a  beap, 

And  the  Legion  of  Honoar  from  "Louis  Pbiiippe/* 

So  I  asked  myself  —  Does  it  not  seem  qaeer, 

Wbat  can  bring  this  goodly  Company  here  ? 

Mus.  Thorpx*s  Fete  at  Twickbnhai 

Althouöh  Mrs.  Kennyfeck's  Company  were  m\ 
for  seven  o'clock,  it  was  already  somethiiig  more  1 
half-past,  ere  the  first  gaest  made  his  appearance; 
he   found   himself  alone   in    the  drawing-room;    '. 
Kennyfeck,   who  was  a  very  shrewd  observer  of  ei 
thing  in  high  life,  having  remembered,   that  it  t\ 
occnrred  to  herseif  and  Mr.  K.  to  have  arrived  the 
at  the  Secretary's  "Lodge,"  in  the  Park,  and  that 
noble  hostess  did  not  descend  tili  at  least,  some 
or  three  others  had  joined  them. 

The  "first  man^'  to  a  dinner  is  the  next  most  mi 
able  thing  to  the  "last  man"  at  leaving  it     The  < 
air  of  solitude,   the  awkwardness  of  seeming  too  ei 
to  be  punctual,  the  certainty  almost  ineyitable,  that 
next  person  who  arrives  is  perfectly  odious  to  you, 
that  you  will  have  to  sustain  a  tete-ä-tete^  with  the  i 
of  all  others  you  disliked,  all  these  are  the  agreea 
of  the  first  man;  but  he  who  now  had  to  sustain  tl 
was,  happily,  indifferent  to  their  tortures.  He  was  an 
very  deaf  gentleman,  who  had  figured  at  the  din 
tables  of  the  Capital  for  half  a  Century,   on  no 
plea,   that  any  one  could  diaco'ver^  ^«:^^  ^^\ä^ 
üj^^bt  JHbnourable."     Tlie  pxivWe^^  o^  ^\\jCv£\^  « 
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k>iiiicil,  had  conferred  the  far  pleasanter  one  of  assist- 
Ig  at  dinners,  and  bis  political  career,  if  not  very  am- 
itiotis,  liad  been,  what  £ew  men  can  say,  unruffled. 

Se  seated  himself  then,  in  a  very  well-cushioned 

ihair,  and  urith  that  eady  smile  of  benevolent  meaning, 

Fldch  certain  deaf  people  assome  as  a  counterpoise  for 

the  want  of  coUoquial  gifts,  prepared  to  be,  or  at  least 

to  look,    a  very  agreeable  old  genüeman  to  tbe  next 

airivaL     A  full^  quarter  of  an  bour  passed  over,   with- 

OQt  anything   to  break   tbe  decorous  stilhiess  of  tbe 

boxLse;  wben  suddenly  tbe  door  was  tbrown  wide,  and 

tbe  butler  announced  Sir  Harvey  Upton  and  Captain 

IJeimings.  Tbese  were  two  bussar  officers,  wbo  entered 
idtb  tbat  admirable  accompaniment  of  clinking  sabres, 
Bal}re-tasbeB,  and  spnrs,  so  essential  to  a  cavaby  ap- 
pearance. 

"Early,  by  Jove!"  cried  one,  approacbing  tbe  mir- 
rar  over  tbe  cbinmey-piece,  and  arranging  bis  mous- 
tiches,  perfectly  unmindfdl  of  tbe  presence  of  tbe  Kigbt 
Eonoorable  wbo  sat  near  it 

"Tbey  are  growing  worse  in  tbis  bouse,  I  tbink," 
eried  tbe  otber.  "Tbe  last  time  I  dined  bere,  we  sat 
down  at  a  quarter  to  nine/' 

"It's  all  Linton's  fault,"  drawled  out  tbe  first 
^eaker;  "be  told  a  story  about  Long  Wellesley  asking 
Bome  one  for  'ten,'  and  apologising  for  an  early  din- 
ier, as  be  bad  to  speak  in  tbe  House,  afterwards. 
Who  is  bere?  neat  steppers,  tbose  borsesl" 

"It  is  Kilgoff,  and  bis  new  wife,  —  do  you  know 
her?" 

"No;  sbe^s  not  one  of  tbose  pale  girls  we  used  to 
iWe  wiih  at  Leamington  ?  " 
Tliere  was  no  time  for  reply,  when  ttie  name^  ^«te^ 
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announced,  Lord  and  LadyKilgoff!  and  a  very  weiddy 
looking  old  man,  with  a  blue  inside  vest,  and  enormoiu 
diamond  studs  in  bis  sbirt,  entered,  supportdng  a  yeay 
beautiful  young  woman,  whose  proud  step,  and  glaacing 
eye,  were  stränge  contrasts  to  bis  feeble  and  vacant 
expression.  Tbe  bussars  excbanged  significant  bot 
basty  glances,  and  feil  back,  wbile  tbe  otbers  advanced. 
up  tbe  room. 

"Our  excellent  bostess,"  said  my  Lord,  in  a  low, 
but  distinct  voice,  "will  soon  sbame  Wilton-cresceoi 
itself  in  late  bours.     I  fancy  it's  nigb  eigbt  o'clock." 

^^Ifs  not  tbeir  fault,  poor  tbings,"  said  sbe,  laying 
back  in  a  cbair  and  disposing  ber  magnificent  dresB 
into  tbe  most  becoming  folds;  "people  will  come  late, 
do  wbat  one  may." 

"Tbey  may  do  so,  tbat's  very  true;  but  I  would 
beg  to  observe,  you  need  not  wait  for  tbem."  Tbis 
was  said  witb  a  smile  towards  tbe  bussars,  as  thongh. 
to  imply  —  "Tbere  is  no  reason  wby  you  sbould  not 
express  an  opinion,  if  it  agree  witb  mine." 

Tbe  Baronet  immediately  bowed,  and  smiling,  so 
as  to  sbow  a  very  wbite  ränge  of  teetb,  beneath  bis 
dark  moustache,  said:  "In  part,  I  agree  witb  your 
Lordsbip;  but  it  requires  tbe  bigb  band  of  fasbion  to 
reform  tbe  abuse/'  Here  a  most  insidious  glance  at 
ber  Ladysbip,  most  effectually  conveyed  tbe  point  of 
bis  meaning. 

Just  tben,  in  all  tbe  majesty  of  crimson  Yolyet, 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck  appeared,  ber  comely  person  beaymg 
under  tbe  accumulated  splendour  of  lace,  flowers,  aad 
jewellery.  Her  daugbters,  more  simply,  but  still  band- 
Bomely  dressed,  foUowed,  Mi.  KemiyfeiQk  l^rixi^ng  np 
the  rear,  in  very  evident  coniüiBvou^  ^\.\va.Vvxi.^\«tiL'>^ 
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Idd  glovesj  a  misfortime,  wfaich  he  was  not  clear, 
dumld  be  bnried  in  silenoe,  or  made  ihe  snbject  of 
pnbHe  apology. 

Lady  Kilgoff  received  Mrs.  Kennyfeck^s  excoses  for 
boDg  late,  with  a  yery  quiet,  gentle  smile;  bnt  mj 
Ißtdj  less  giyen  to  forgiyeness,  held  bis  watch  towards 
Mr.  Kennyfeck,  and  said:  ''There^s  always  an  excuse 
for  a  man  of  business,  Sir,  or  tbis  would  be  very  re- 
prehensible.^'  Fortnnately  for  all  parties  tbe  Company 
KfW  ponred  in  faster,  every  instant  saw  some  two  or 
three  arrive:  indeed,  witb  such  speed  did  they  appear, 
it  seemed  as  if  they  had  all  waited  for  a  movement 
m  masse:  Jndges  and  Grenerals,  with  nieces  and 
danghters  manifold,  conntry  gentlemen,  clients;  tbe 
iUUi  of  Dublin  diners-out,  the  Whites;  tbe  Rigbys, 
with  their  ringletted  girls,  the  yotmg  Member  for  Mac- 
tuk,  the  Solicitor-General  and  Mrs.  Enivett,  and,  at 
fast,  escorted  by  bis  staff  of  curates,  and  small  vicars, 
Cttne  "the  Dean"  himself,  conducting  a  very  leamed 
dinertation  on  the  musical  properties  of  the  "Ohick- 
gankaKOO,"  a  three-stringed  Instrument  of  an  African 
tribe,  and  which  he  professed  to  think,  "admirably  ad- 
J^ted  for  Country  Gongregations  too  pobr  to  buy  an 
or|^!"  "Any  one  could  play  it,  Softly  conld  play 
it,  Hrs.  Kennyfeck  could  — " 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Dean?"   said  that  lady,  in 

sweetest  of  voices. 

The  Dean  accepted  the  offered  band,  but  without 
sttending  to  the  salutation,  went  on  with  a  very 
^oos  argument  respecting  the  vocal  chords  in  the 
bman  throat,  which  he  promised  to  demon&txal^  ou 
aof  ihin  Isd^  in  tbe  Company. 
Tbe  Chief  Secretajj'e  /brtnnate  ardval,   \iON?weaf 
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rescaed  the  deyoted  fair  one  from  the  Dean*s  scientific 
ardour,  for  Mr.  Meek  was  a  great  personage  in  the 
chief  circles  of  Dublin.  Any  ordinary  manner,  in  conb* 
parison  with  Mr.  Downie  Meek^s,  would  be  as  linsey- 
woolsey  to  three-pile  velv.et!  There  was  a  yielding 
softness,  a  delicious  compliance  abont  bim,  wbicb  wob 
bim  tbe  world's  esteem,  and  pointed  bim  out  to  the 
Cabinet  as  the  very  man  to  be  "Secretary  for  Lreland.*^ 
Conciliation  wonld  be  a  weak  word  to  express  ihe 
suave  bat  winning  gentleness  of  bis  official  dealingB. 
Tbe  most  frank  of  men,  be  was  imbonnded  in  profea* 
sions,  and  if  so  elegant  a  person  could  bave  taken  a 
bint  firom  so  hmnble  a  source,  we  sbonld  say,  tbat  be 
bad  made  bis  zoological  stndies  available  and  imitated 
tbe  cutüe-fisb,  since  wben  close  penned  by  an  enemy 
be  conld  always  escape,  by  muddying  tbe  water.  In 
tbis  great  dialectic  of  tbe  Castlereagb  scbool  be  was 
perfect,  and  could  become  totally  unintelligible  at  thf 
sbortest  notice. 

After  a  few  almost  wbispered  words  to  bis  bostesf 
Mr.  Meek  bumbly  requested  to  be  presented  to  M 
Casbel.     Roland,  wbo  was  tben  Standing  beside  Mi 
Kennyfeck,  and  listened  to  a  ratber  amusing  catalog 
of  tbe  guests,  advanced  to  make  tbe  Secretary's  ; 
quaintance.     Mr.  Downie  Meek^s  approacbes  were  p 
fect,  and  in  tbe  few  words  be  spoke,  most  favonra 
impressed  Casbel  witb  bis  unpretentious,  unaffected 
meanour. 

"Are  we  waiting  for  any  one,  Mr.  Kennyfec 
Said  bis  spouse,  witb  a  delicious  simplicity  of  voicc 

"Ob,  certainly!"   exclaimed  ber  less  accompl 
busband,  ^^Sir  Aiidrew  and  Lady  Janet  MacFa 
aod  Lord  Charles  fVobisber,  bave  not  axtw^d." 
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It  appears  to  m«"  —  a  favourite  expression  of  his 
ähip,  with  a  strong  emphasis  on  the  pronoan  — 
ppears  to  m^,"  said  Lord  Bälgoff,   ^^^at  Sir  An- 

MacFarline  waits  for  the  tattoo  at  the  Boyal 
ick,  to  dress  for  dinner;'*  and  he  added,  Bomewhat 
',  "I  made  a  vow,  which  I  regret  to  have  broken 
y,  never  to  dine  wherever  he  is  invited." 
Here  they  come!  here  they  come  at  last,"  cried 
Bveral  voices  together,  as  the  heavy  tread  of  car- 
horses  were  heard  advancing,  and  the  loud  snm^ 
of  the  footman  resounded  through  the  Square, 
ir  Andrew  and  Lady  Janet  MacFarline,  were  an- 
:ed  in  Mr.  Pearse's  most  impressive  manner;  and 
after  a  slight  pause,  as  if  to  enable  the  Company 
Cover  themselves  from  the  shock  of  such  augnst 
8,  Lord  Charles  Frobisher  and  Captain  Foster. 
ir  Andrew  was  a  tall,  raw-boned,  high-cheeked 
nan,  with  a  white  head,  red  nose,  and  a  very 
h  accent,  whose  manners,  after  forty  years'  train- 
stül  spoke  of  the  time  that  he  carried  a  halberd 
3  "Black  Watch."  Lady  Janet  was  a  little,  grim- 
,  grey-eyed  old  lady,  with  a  hunch,  who  with  a 
inveterate  peevishness  of  voice,   and  a  most  de- 

tendency   to    make   people  unhappy,    was  the 
•  of  the  garrison. 

We    hae   na   kept   ye  waitin,    Mrs.  Kannyfack, 
obly  hope?"  said  Sir  Andrew. 
A  good  forty  minutes,    Sir  Andrew,"    broke  in 
Kilgoff,  showing  bis  watch;  "but  you  are  alwaya 

He  was  not  recorded  as  such  in  the  official  de- 
li   from   ^Maida,*   my  Lord,"    said  Lad:^   J^xü^V 
Ijr;  "2?ff^  with  some  people  there  is  moi^  ntiäx^ä  m 
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being  early  at  dinner,  than  first  up  the  breach,  ii 
assault!^* 

"The  siege  will  always  keep  bot,  my  Lady,"  ii 
posed  a  yery  well  wbiskered  genüeman  in  a  blue 
and  two  inside-waistcoats,  "the  Boup  will  not" 

"Ab!  Mr.  Linton"  said  she,  bolding  out 
fingers.  "Why  weren't  you  at  onr  pic-nic?"  1 
ßbe  added,  lower:  "Give  me  your  arm  in  to  dii 
I  can^t  bear  tbat  tiresome  old  man."  Linton  bc 
and  seemed  deligbted,  wbile  a  scarcely  percep 
motion  of  the  brows,  conveyed  an  apology  to  '. 
Kennyfeck. 

Dinner  was  at  length  annonnced,  and  after  a  ] 
of  what  Sir  Andrew  called  "Clubbing  the  Battalio 
they  descended  in  a  long  procession.  Gashel,  ; 
vainly  assaying  to  secure  eiÄer  of  the  Kennyfeck 
as  bis  companions,  being  obliged  to  pair  off  with 
White,  the  lady  who  always  declined,  but  never  ft 
to  come. 

It  is  a  Singular  fact  in  the  physiology  of  Ami 
trionkm,  that  second-cla^s  people  can  always  sa» 
in  a  "great  dinner,"  though  they  fail  egregiousl; 
all  attempts  at  a  small  party.  We  reserve  the  r» 
for  anotber  time,  to  record  the  fact,  that  Mrs.  Kei 
feck^s  table  was  both  costly  and  splendid:  the  n 
were  admirable,  the  Madeira  perfect  in  flavonr, 
pat^s  as  bot,  and  the  Champagne  as  cold,  the  fift 
fresh,  and  the  venison  as  long  kept,  the  curry  as  ! 
seasoned,  and  the  pineapple  ice  as  delicately  sin 
as  the  most  refined  taste  could  demand.  The  mat< 
enjoyments  were  provided  with  elegance  and  abi 
ance,  and  the  guests  —  the  little  chagrin  of  the  1 
waiting  over  —  all  disposed  to  \iö  Ci\ift.\fcy  mvjI  a^^roei 
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Like  a  tide  first  breaking  on  a  low  Strand,  in  small 
and  tiny  ripples,  then  gradually  coming  bolder  in, 
▼ith  coTirage  more  assored,  and  greater  force,  the  cdi- 
vecsation  of  a  dinner  usnallj  mns;  tili  at  last  at  the 
higk  flood,  the  great  waves  tumble  madly  one  upon 
another,  and  the  wild  chorus  of  the  clashing  water 
wakes  up  "the  spirit  of  the  storm." 

Even  without  the  aid  of  the  "Physiologie  du  Groüt," 
people  will  talk  of  eating  while  they  eat,  and  so  the 
eUt-chat  was  cuisine  in  all  its  moods  and  tenses,  each 
binging  to  the  common  stock  some  new  device  in 
cookery,  and  some  anecdotes  of  his  travelled  experience 
in  "gourmandise,"  and  while  Mr.  Linton  and  Lord 
Charles  celebrated  the  skill  of  the  "Cadran ,"  or  the 
Schwan  at  Vienna,  "the  Dean"  was  critically  ex- 
plaining  to  poor  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  that  Homer's  heroes 
had  probably  the  most  perfect  rotis  that  ever  was 
•«Ted,  the  Juices  of  the  meat  being  preserved  in  such 
large  masses. 

"Soles,  with  a  'gratin'  of  fine  gingerbread,  I  saw 
•tMettemich's,"  said  Mr.  Linton,  "and  they  were  ex- 
eeflent" 

"I  like  old  Jules  Perrignan's  idea  better,  what  he 
caÜB  his  cotelettes  ä  la  fin andere,'*'' 

"What  are  they?  I  never  tasted  them." 
"Very  good  mutton  cutlets,  en  papüloite,  the  enve- 
bpeB  being  billets  de  Banque  of  a  thousand   francs 
each." 

"Is  it  permitted  to  help  one's  seif  twice,  my 
loid?" 

"I  called  for  the  dish  again,  but  found  it  had  been 
|oo  successftd.     De  Bnguea  did  a  neat  ftdug  Öaa.1  ^wj> 
» a  little  sapper  he  gave  to  the  artistes  ol  \\\e  O^'i^^ 


166  BOLAND  CASHEL. 

logy  is  the  key  to  the  true  meaning.     Sir,  many  of 
those  expressions  popularly  termed  Bulls  — " 

"Oh,  ä  propos  of  Bulls!"  said  Mr.  Meek,  in  his 
sweetest  accent.  "Did  you  hear  of  a  very  singalar 
outrage  committed  yesterday  upon  the  Lord  Lieutenant s 
beautifiil  Swiss  buU?" 

"Did  the  Dean  pass  an  hour  with  him?"  whispered 
Linton  to  Lady  Janet,  who  hated  the  dignitary. 

"It  must  have  been  done  by  Mesmerism,  I  fancy," 
rejoined  Mr.  Meek.  "The  animal,  a  most  fierce  one, 
was  discovered  lying  in  his  paddock,  so  perfecüy  fet- 
tered,  head,  homs,  and  feet,  that  he  could  not  stir. 
There  is  every  reason  to  connect  the  outrage  with  a 
political  meaning,  for  in  this  moming's  paper,  Ths 
Green, Jsle^  there  is  a  letter  from  Mr.  O'Bleather,  wi4 
a  most  significant  allusion  to  the  occurrenoe.  ^Thetime 
is  not  distant,'  says  he,  'when  John  BuU'  —  mark  the 
phrase  —  *tied,  fettered,  and  trammelled,  shall  li« 
prostrate  at  the  feet  of  the  onee  victim  of  his  tf 
ranny.'" 

"The  sedition  is  most  completely  proven  by  the 
significance  of  the  act,"  cried  out  the  Chief  Justice. 

"We  have,  consequently,  offered  a  reward  for  tho 
discovery  of  the  perpetrators  of  this  insolent  offence, 
alike  a  crime  against  property,  as  an  act  subversive  of 
the  respectful  feeling  due  to  the  representative  of  the 
Sovereign." 

"What  is  the  amount  offered?"  said  Cashel. 

"One  hundred  pounds,  for  such  information  as  maj 
lead  to  the  conviction  of  the  person  or  persons  trans* 
gressing,"  replied  the  Attomey-Greneral. 

^'I  feel  it  would  be  very  \McÄaÄt  \.o  «vsSst  ^^Qt^^^stn 
ment  to  proeeed  in  an  extox ,  as  Vq  ^^  ^"Ssca  \si.  ^j^^^ 
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table,  "was  tried  at  Trim.  Your  Lordsliips  sat  with 
fc  Chief  Baron." 

"I  remember,  perfectly,  we  agreed  that  the  King^s 
Be&eh  ruled  right,  and  that  the  minores  claun  was  sub- 
stautiated."  —  Then  torning  to  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  who, 
OQt  of  politeness,  had  affected  to  take  interest  in  what 
she  could  not  even  nnderstand  a  syllable  of,  he  entered 
into  a  very  leamed  dissertation  on  "heritable  pro- 
perty/^  and  the  great  difficulties  that  lay  in  the  way  of 
iefining  its  limits. 

Meanwhile,  "Pipeclay,"  as  is  not  unsuitably  styled 
mess-table  talk,  passed  among  the  military,  with  the 
Qsaal  quizzing  about.  regimental  oddities.  Brownrigg's 
eob  —  Hanshaw^s  whiskers  —  Talbof  s  buggy  —  and 
Caiey'g  inimitable  recipe  for  punch.  The  Dean,  throw- 
bg  in  his  negatives  here  and  there,  to  show  that 
iwihing  was  "too  bot  or  too  heavy,"  for  bis  intellectual 
fingers. 

"Bad  law!  Mr.  Chief  Justice,"  said  he,  in  an  au- 
4oritative  tone.  "Doves  in  a  cot,  and  coneys  in  a 
^Moren,  go  to  the  beir.     With  respect  to  deer  — " 

"Oh  dear,  how  tiresome!"  whispered  Mrs.  White 
to  Gashel,  who  most  beartily  assented  to  the  exclama- 
tion. 

"Whafs  the  name  o'  that^beastie,  young  gentle- 
DiMi?"  Said  Sir  Andrew,  who  overbeard  Cashel  re- 
counting  some  circumstances  of  Mexican  life. 

"The  Chigtdre,  the  wild  bog  of  the  Caraccas,"  said 
Cai^eL  "They  are  a  barmless  sort  of  animals,  and 
W  8omewbat  an  unbappy  life  of  it;  for  when  they 
^pe  the  crocodile  in  the  river,  they  are  certain  to 

into  the  jaws  of  the  ja^ar  on  land." 

^'Vrettjr  much  like  a  memhQr  o'  the  Scotck  "Kax^  Vgl 
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.\  1  Ireland,**  said  Sir  Andrew,  "wi  Episcopaa] 

1  ;.  tae  bann,   and  Papishes  on  the  tither.     Ar 

!.  !      «■  tnres  gude  to  eat,  Sir?^' 

\\]  "The  flesh  is  excellent,"  broke  intbeD 

-'  "i  are  tbe  Cavia-Capyhara  of  Linnseus,  and  fax 

); '  i  OUT  European  swine." 

?  !^  "I  only  know,"   said  Casbel,   abruptlj 

i!  *  never  eat  tbem,  except  wben  notbing  eise 

r!  "^1  bad.     Tbey  are  rancid  and  fisby." 

"iV*:j     .  "A  mere  prejudice,  Sir,"  responded  tbe 

-|:«J  you  taste  tbe  Cbiguire^  to  use  tbe  vulgär  ni 

*/{'  bim  lie  in  steep  in  a  wbite  wine  vinegar,   e 

as  tbe  Frencb  say  — "- 

"Wbere  are  you  to  find  tbe  wbite  win< 
tbe  Savannabs?"  said  Casbel.  "You  forge 
we  are  speaking  of  a  country,  wbere  a  foT^ 
its  own  featbers  is  a  delioacy." 

"Ob,  bow  very  singular!    Do  you  me 
eat  it,  featbers  and  all?"   said  Mrs.  Wbite. 
f,;'  j  "No,  Madam.     It's  a  Prairie  disb;  wb 

'  you,  aftar  all,  is  not  to  be  despised.     Tbe  ; 

tbifl  way.  You  take  a  fowl  —  the  wild  tu 
lucky  enoiigb  to  find  one,  and  cover  bim  a 
soft  red  clay:  the  river  clay  is  the  best  Y 
bim  completely;  in  fact,  you  make  a  great 
wbat  tbe  size  of  a  man^s  bead.  This  done 
a  fire,  and  bake  the  mass.  It  requires,  pr( 
or  six  bours  to  make  the  clay  perfectly  ha 
Wben  it  cracks,  the  disb  is  done.  You, 
open  thiB  Shell ,  to  the  outside  of  which  tbe 
bere,   and  the  fowl,   deliciously  roasted,   st 
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"BJow  rery  exoellent  —  le  poulet  hrcuae  of  the 
French,  exactly,"  said  Lord  Kilgoff. 

"Hovcrnel!"  "How  droll!"  "Howveryshocking!" 
iMounded  through  the  table. 

THe  Dean,  Übe  only  one  silent,  for  it  was  a  theme 
on  which,  most  Singular  to  say,  he  could  neither  record 
adeoial  or  a  correction. 

"I  vote  for  a  Pic-nic,"  cried  Mrs.  White,  "and 
Ünt  Mr.  CasheK  sball  cook  us  his  Dmde  ä  la  Mexi- 
mey 

"An  excellent  thought,"  said  seyeral  of  the  yonnger 
part  of  the  Company. 

"A  very  bad  one,  in  my  notion,"  said  Lord  KilgoflF, 
^  had  no  fancy  for  seeing  her  Ladyship  scaling 
(Üfib,  and  deseending  steep  paths,  when  his  own  irail 
Baks  did  not  permit  of  accompanying  her.  "Pic-nics 
^  abont  as  vulgär  a  pastime  as  one  can  imagine. 
Youp  dinner  is  ever  a  failure;  your  wine  detestable; 
yoor  table  equipage  arrives  smashed,  or  topsy- 
torvy  — " 

^^ühde  topsy-turvy?  —  nndk  topsy-turvy,  Softly?" 

the  Dean,  tuming  fiercely  on  theCurate.  "Whence 

topsy-turvy?    Do  you  give  it  up?    Do  you,  Mr.  At- 

tomey?    Do  you,  my  Lord?    do  you  give  it  up,  eh? 

I  thonght   so!    Topsy-turvy,    quasi ^   top    side    t'other 

Wty." 

"Ifs  vera  ingenious,"  said  Sir  Andrew;  "but  I 
niann  say,  I  see  no  neecessity  to  be  always  looking 
Wk  to  wfaare  a  word  gat  his  birth,  parentage,  or  ed- 
fcitlon." 

"It  suggests  unpleasant  associations,^^  said  Lord  Kil- 
V^t  looking   maliciouslj   towards  Lintou^  lAiO/v^Ä 
J»l*;dz?^  too  agreeable  to  her  Ladyship.  .  ^^T\ift  eVycQö- 
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yO)  Mr.  Dean,  wi  muckle  kindness  and  affection,  and 
says  he  never  had  a  hearty  laugh  syne  the  day  yQ 
tried  to  teach  Lady  Caroline  Jedyard  to  catch  a 
sheep!" 

The  Dean  looked  stem,  and  Linton  asked  for  the 
secret. 

"It  was  by  hauding  the  beast  atween  yer  kneefl, 
and  so  when  the  Dean  pit  himself  T  the  profper  po-^ 
sition,  wi  his  legs  out,  and  the  shepherd  drove  the 
flock  towards  him,  by  sair  ill-luck,  it  was  a  ram  cam 
flrst,  and  he  hoisted  his  Eeverence  up  i*  the  air,  and 
then  laid  him  flat  on  his  back,  amaist  dead!  Ech,  ginl 
but  it  was  a  sair  fa,  no  to  speak  o^  the  damage  done 
to  his  black  breeches." 

This  was  too  much  for  Lady  Janef  s  enduranee, 
and  amid  the  loud  laughter  of  some,  and  the  more  diffi- 
cultly  suppressed  mirth  of  others,  the  ladies  arose. 

^^Yer  na  going,  leddies!  I  hope  that  naething  I- 
said  —  Leddy  Ejlgoff,  Leddy  Janet,  ech.  We  mtiÄ 
e'en  console  ourselves  wi  the  claret."  This  was  saiS 
sotto,  as  the  door  closed  and  the  party  reseated  thent^ 
selves  at  the  table. 

"My  Jo  Janet  does  like  to  bide  a  wee,"  muttoreS 
he,  half  aloud. 

"  Jo!"  cried  the  Dean,  "is  derived  from  the  Italian; 
it^s  a  term  of  endearment  in  both  languages.  It*8  • 
corruption  of  Gioia  mia." 

"What  may  that  mean?" 

"My  joy!  my  life!" 

"Eh,  that^s  it,  is  it?    Ah,  Sir,  these  derivatives  gtfc 
mony  a  twist  and  tum,  in  the  way  irom  one  laiid  to'   .; 
the  tither!"     And  with  this  profound  bit  of  mon"  " 
Ae  sipped  bia  glass  in  revene. 
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The  conversation  now  became  more  general,  fewer 
Personalities  arose,  and  as  tlie  Dean,  after  a  few  efforts 
to  eoirect  Statements  respecting  the  "pedigrees  of  race- 
horses,"  "the  odds  at  Eazard',"  "the  soundmgs  npon 
äi6  coral  reefs,"  "the  best  harpoons  for  the  sulphur- 
bottomed  whales,"  only  made  new  failnres,  he  salked 
and  sat  silent,  permitting  talk  to  take  its  course  nn- 
mterrapted.  The  Hnssar  Baronet  paid  marked  atten- 
tion to  Gashel,  and  invited  him  to  fhe  mess  for  the  day 
fbUowi&g.  Lord  Charles  overheard  the  invitation,  and 
süd,  "ril  join  the  party."  While  Mr.  Meek,  leaning 
o?er  the  table,  in  a  low  whisper,  begged  Cashel  to  pre- 
Berve  the  whole  bull  adventure  a  secret,  as  the  press 
was  really  a  most  malevolent  thing  in  Ireland ! 

Döring  the  while  the  Chief  Justice  slept  profoundly, 
00I7  waking  as  the  bottle  came  before  him,  and  then 
Iropping  off  again.  The  Attomey- General,  an  over- 
worked  man  of  business,  spoke  little  and  guardedly,  so 
fliat  the  conversation,  principally  left  to  the  younger 
Bwmbers  of  the  party,  ranged  over  the  accustomed 
topics  of  hnnting,  shooting,  and  deer-stalking,  varied  by 
fflüsion  on  Cashel's  part,  to  sports  of  far  higher,  be- 
canse  more  dangerous,  excitement. 

In  the  pleasant  flurry  of  being  attentively  listened 
to — a  new  Sensation  for  Eoland  —  he  arose,  and 
Mcended  to  the  drawing-room ,  where  already  a  numer- 
ww  party  of  refreshers  had  arrived.  Here  again  Cashel 
fecovered  ihat  he  was  a  person  of  notoriety;  and  as, 
notwithstanding  all  Mr.  Downie  Meek's  precaution, 
4e  "Lasso"  story  had  got  abroad,  the  most  wonderful 
▼wrions  of  the  incident  were  repeated  on  eyery  A^^» 

^Bow  did  yon  say  he  effected  it,  Mi.  lATÄ.o\i^ 
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Said  the  old  deaf  Countess  of  Dumdmm,  making  ai 
ear-trampet  of  her  hand. 

"By  doing  what  Mr.  Meek  won*t  do  mth  the  C* 
tholics,  my  Lady,  taking  the  bull  by  the  homs.'' 

"Don't  you  think  he  found  conciliation  of  Service 
besides?^^  suggested  Mr.  Meek,~with  an  angelic  sim- 
plicity. 

"Isn't  he  handsome!  how  gracefiil!  So  like  a 
Corsair  —  one  of  Byron's  heroes.  I'm  dying  to  knov 
him.  Dear  me,  how  those  Keim3^eck  girls  eat  him  up. 
Olivia  never  takes  her  eyes  off  him.  He  looks  sc 
bored,  poor  fellow!  he's  longing  to  be  let  alone."  Such 
were  the  muttered  comments  on  the  new  object  oi 
Dublin  curiosity,  who  himself  was  very  far  from  sus- 
pecting  that  his  personal  distinction  had  less  share 
in  his  popularity  than  his  rent-roll  and  his  parcb 
ments. 

As  we  are  more  desirous  of  recording  the  impres 
sion  he  himself  created,  than  of  tracing  how  other 
appeared  to  him,  we  shall  make  a  noiseless  tum  of  th> 
Salons,  and,  spy-fashion,  listen  behind  the  chairs. 

"So  you  don't  think  him  even  good-looking,  Lad; 
Ealgoff ?  ^'  Said  Mr.  Linton ,  as  he  stood  half  behind  h€ 
seat. 

"Certainly  not  more  than  good-looking,  and  not  s 
much  as  nice-looking,  —  very  awkward,  and  ill  i 
ease  he  seems/' 

"That  will  wear  off,  when  he  has  the  good  taste  i 
give  up  talking  to  young  ladies,  and  devote  himself  i 
the  married  ones.'^ 

"Enchaating,  positively  enchanting,  my  dear,"  e^ 

eJaitaed  Mra.  Leicester  Wh^vte  tö  a^  ^ovmbl^  ^«ad  besi^ 

her.     '^Tbßt  description  of  Üxe  fox^^V.^  Q^<st  ^\si^  s 
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Liianas  formed  an  actaal  roof ,  the  golden  fruit  hangmg 
ahnndred  feet  above  the  head,  was  the  most  gorgeons 
pietnre  I  ever  beheld." 

"I  wish  you  conld  persoade  him,"  lisped  a  young 
Iftdy  with  large  blue  eyes,  and  a  profasion  of  yellow 
ludr  in  ringlets,  ^^to  write  that  üttle  story  of  the  Zambo, 
far  Lady  Blumter's  Annual." 

"I  say,  Charlie,"  whispered  the  Baronet  to  the 
Aide-de-Camp,  "but  he's  wide-awake!  —  that  Master 
Cashel;  he's  a  very  shrewd  fellow,  yon'U  see." 

"Do  you  mean  to  eouch  bis  eyes,  Tom?"  said 
lord  Charles,  with  bis  nsnal  slow,  lazy  intonation; 
**vhat  does  he  say  abont  the  races,  will  he  come?" 

^^Oh,  he  can^t  promise;  old  Kennyfeck  has  a  hold 
>pon  him  just  now  about  law  business." 

"You  will  impress  upon  him,  my  dear  Mr.  Kenny- 
ftck,"  said  Mr.  Meek,  who  held  the  läppet  of  the 
ether's  coat,  "that  there  are  positively  —  so  to  say  — 
bot  two  parties  in  the  country  —  the  Gentleman  and 
äie  Jacobin^  Whig  and  Tory,  orange  and  green,  have 
bad  the  day;  and  the  question  is  now  between  those 
who  haye  something  to  lose,  and  those  who  have  every- 
hiBg  to  gain." 

"I  really  could  wish,  that  you  who  are  so  far  better 
[ualified  than  I  am  —  to  explain  — " 

"So  I  will  —  I  intend,  my  dear  Sir.  Now,  when 
an  you  dine  with  me?  You  must  come  this  week, 
lext,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  be  in  London.  Shall  w& 
ay  Wednesday?  Wednesday  be  it.  Above  all,  take 
are  that  he  doesn't  even  meet  any  of  that  dangerous 
aetion  —  those  Morgans.  They  are  the  very  "^e^o^AÄ 
0  trr  a  game  of  ascendancy  over  a  yoxmg  "mwi  ^i 
jMt  prospeetB  and  large  fortune.      0'Grow\  N>r«ai\Ä  i^ 
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few  men  of  Standing  to  give  an  air  of  substance  a 
respectability  to  the  movement.  Lord  Witherton  ti 
be  most  kind  to  your  young  friend,  but  you  must  pn 
upon  him  the  necessity  of  being  presented  at  once 
we  want  to  make  him  a  D.  L.,  and  if  he  enters  Pi 
liament,  to  give  him  the  Lieutenancy  of  the  County.' 
While  all  these  various  criticisms  were  circulatiii 
and  amid  an  atmosphere,  as  it  were,  impregnated  l 
plots  and  schemes  of  every  kind,  Cashel  stood  a  vei 
amused  speetator  of  a  scene  wherein  he  never  kne 
that  he  was  the  chief  actor.  It  woidd  indeed  hai 
seemed  incredible  to  him  that  he  coidd,  by  any  chaD| 
of  fortone,  become  an  object  of  interested  speculatic 
to  Lords,  Ladies,  Members  of  the  Government,  Ohnrt 
Dignitaries,  and  others.  He  was  unaware  that  the  nu 
of  fortone,  with  a  hand  to  offer  —  a  considerable  sha 
of  the  influence  property  always  gives  —  livings 
bestow,  and  money  to  lose,  may  be  a  very  legitinui 
.  mark  for  the^  enterprising  schemes  of  Mammae  ai 
Ministers,,  suggesting  hopes  alike  to  black  coats  ai 
black  legs. 

Perhaps,  among  the  pleasant  bits  of  crednlity  whi 
we  enjoy  through  life,  there  is  none  sweeter  than  Ü 
implicit  faith  we  repose  in  the  cordial  expressions  a 
flattering  opinions  bestowed  upon  us,  when  starting 
the  race,  by  many  who  merely,  in  the  Jockey  phra 
*^ Standing  to  win"  upon  us,  have  their  own,  and  i 
our  interest  before  them  in  the  encouragement  th 
bestow. 

The  discovery  of  the  cheat  is  soon  made,   and  ' 

are  too  prone  to  revenge  our  own  over-confidence  bj 

genersl  distruat^  &om  wUcb.^  ^^^^>  ^-iL'^^^obTvs.«^^  la 

on,  rallies  us.     So  that  a  yo\xiv:gTa%jDLÄ<i.wsiÄfc\&^>s!» 
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i  over-simplicitj  to  oyer-shrewdness,  and  then  again 
lat  negligent  balf-faith  which  either,  according  to 
calibre  of  the  wearer,  conceals  deep  knowledge  of 
or  hides  a  mistaken  notion  of  it.  Let  us  retom  to 
lel,  who  now  stood  at  a  table,  around  wbicb  a  con- 
•able  number  of  the  party  were  grouped,  examining 
nmber  of  drawings,  which  Mr.  Pepy stell,  the 
ionable  architect,  had  that  day  sent  for  Eoland's  in- 
tion:  —  Houses,  villas,  Castles,  cottages,  abbeys, 
ting-boxes,  gate-lodges,  Tudor  and  Saxon,  Norman 
Saracenic,  —  everything  thät  the  morbid  imagina- 
of  architecture  ran  mad  could  devise  and  amalga- 
5,  between  the  chaste  elegance  of  the  Greek,  and 
tinkling  absurdity  of  the  Chinese. 
*I  do  so  love  a  cottage  om^e,"  said  Mrs.  White, 
dg  up  a  very  beantiful  representation  of  one,  where 
-coloured  curtains,  and  a  group  on  a  grass-plot,  with 

dresses  and  parasols,   entered  into  the  composite 
itecture.     "To  my  fancy,  that  would  be  a  very 
adise." 
"Oh,  Mamma!  isn^t  that  so  like  dear  oldKilgoran!^^ 

a  tall,  thin  yonng  lady,  handing  an  Abbey,  as 
©  as  Westminster,  to  another  in  widow's  black. 
"Oh,  Maria!  I  wonder  at  your  showing  me  what 
t  bring  np  such  sad  memories!"  said  the  Mlimma, 
Jtedly,  while  she  pressed  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 
"If  she  means  her  father's  house,"  said  Lady  Janet 
iinton,  "it's  about  as  like  a  like  as  —  Lord  Kilgoff 
le  Famese  Hercules;  or  bis  wife  to  any  other  Lady 
le  Peerage." 

'*You  remember  Kilgoran,  my  Lord,"  said  th.^  \aAj 
lack  to  the  Chief  Justice-^   "does  that  renmiÖL  NO'a 

Qff 
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bis  jßriends  to  come  and  do  what  they  pleased  — 
drink,  drive,  ride,  play  —  exactly  as  they  fai 
only  never  to  notice  him  otherwise  than  as  one  c 
gnests/^ 

"I  like  bis  notion  prodigiously,"  cried  Cashe 
shotild  be  deligbted  to  Imitate  bim." 

"Notbing  easier,  Sir,"  said  my  Lord,  "witl 
Linton  for  your  Prime  Minister;  tbe  administrati 
perfectly  practicable." 

•     "Migbt  I  venture  on  sucb  a  liberty?". 

"Too  bappy  to  be  President  of  your  Council,' 
Linton,  gaily. 

A  very  entreating  kind  of  look  from  Olivia  K 
feck  bere  met  CasbeFs  eyes,  and  be  remarked  tba 
left  tbe  place  beside  tbe  table,  and  walked  int< 
otber  room;  be  bimself,  altbougb  dying  to  folloT^ 
bad  no  alternative  but  to  remain  and  continue  tbe 
versation. 

"Tbe  first  point,  tben,"  resumed  Linton,  "i 
bonse.     Li  wbat  State  is  your  present  mansion?" 

"A  ruin,  I  believe,"  said  Casbel. 

"How  picturesque ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Leicester  V 

"I  fancy  not,  Madam,"  rejoined  Casbel.  ''I  u 
stand  it  is  about  tbe  least  prepossessing  bit  of  ston 
mortar  tbe  country  can  exhibit." 

"No  matter,  let  us  see  it;  we'll  improvise  somei 
and  get  it  ready  for  tbe  Cbristmas  bolidays,"  said  L: 
"We  bave  —  let  us  see  —  we  bave  about  two  m 
for  OUT  preparation,  and,  tberefore,  no  time  to  lose, 
must  premise  to  tbe  bonourable  Company,  tbat  oi 
commodation  ib  ot  ih^  simplest*,  ^iou^tl^^  AaXl^ 
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Order  of  the  day.  Ladies  are  not  to  look  for  Lyons 
sük  Ottomans  in  their  dressing-rooms,  nor  shall  we  pro- 
mise  that  ojir  conservatory  Aimisli  a  fresh  bonqnet  for 
each  fair  guest  at  breakfast/^ 

"Two  months  are  four  centuries!"  said  Mrs.  White; 
"we  shall  accept  of  no  apologies  for  any  short-comings, 
after  such  an  age  of  time  to  prepare." 

"You  can  have  your  fish  from  Limerick  every  day," 
said  an  old  bluff-looking  gentleman  in  a  brown  wig. 

"There's  a  capital  fellow,  called  Tom  Cox,  by  the 
way,  somewhere  down  in  that  country,  who  used  to 
pamt  OUT  Jscenes  for  the  Garrison  Theatricals.  Coidd 
you  ma^e  him  ont,  he^d  be  so  nseful/'  said  one  of  the 
military. 

"By  all  means  get  up  some  hurdle-racing,"  cried 
another. 

Meanwhile,  Roland  Cashel  approached  Olivia  Kenny- 
feck,  who  was  afiecting  to  seek  for  some  piece  of  mosic 
on  the  pianoforte. 

•  '*Why  do  you  look  so  sad?"  said  he,  in  a  low  tone, 
*Dd  seeming  to  assist  her  in  the  search. 

"Do  I?"  said  she,  with  the  most  graceful  look  of 
^lessness.     "Tm  sure  I  didn't  know  it." 

"There  agadn,   what  a  deep  sigh  that  was;   come, 

pray  teil  me,   if  I  dare  to  know,  what  has  grieved 

you?" 

"Oh,  nothing,  nothing  whatever.  I'm  sure  I  never 
lelt  in  better  spirits.  Dear  me!  Mr.  Cashel,  how  teiv 
"^ed  I  am ,  there's  that  dreadful  Lady  Janet  has  seen 
^  talking  together." 

"WeU,  and  what  then?" 

^'Oh,  she  is  so  mischievous,  and  BayB  saäi^i^m^ 
9^1  tbings.    It  was  she  that  said  it  — '' 
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general  rush  of  ladies,  old  and  young,  to  the  spot,  pre- 
vented  bim  taking  her  in  his  arms  and  canying  her  to 
the  balcony  for  air;  but  a  universal  demand  for  sal 
Yolatile,  aromatic  vinegar,  open  Windows,  and  all  the 
usual  restoratives,  concealed  bis  agitation,  wbich  realljr 
was  extreme. 

"You  are  quite  well,  now,  dearest,"  said  her  Mamma, 
batbing  her  temples,  and  so  artistically,  as  to  make 
her  pale  face  seem  even  more  beautiful  in  the  slight 
disbevelment  of  her  bair.  "It  was  the  beat" 
*'Yes,  Mamma, ^^  mnttered  sbe,  quite  low. 
"Heml  I  tbougbt  so,"  wbispered  Lady  Janet  to  a 
neigbbour.     "Sbe  was  too  wärm." 

"I  really  wisb  tbat  young  ladies  would  reserve 
tbese  scenes  for  fitting  times  and  places.  Tbat  open 
window  bas  brougbt  back  my  lumbago,"  said  Lord 
Kügoff. 

"Tbe  true  treatment  for  syncope,"  broke  in  the 
Dean,  "is  not  by  stimulants.  Tbe  want  of  blood  on 
the  brain  is  produced  by  mecbanical  causes,  and  you 
bave  merely  to  hold  tbe  person  up  by  tbe  legs  — " 

"Ob,  Mr.  Dean!  Ob,  fiel"  cried  twenty  voices, 
togetber. 

"Tbe  Dean  is  only  exemplifying  bis  etymology  on 
*top  aide  t'otber  way,'"  cried  Linton. 

"Lord  Kilgoffs  carriage  stops  tbe  way,"  said  a 
senrant.  And  now,  tbe  first  announcement  given,  a 
very  general  air  of  leave- taking  pervaded  the  com- 
paay. 

A         "Won't  you  bave  some  more  muffling?  —  notbing 
round  yolir  throat?  —  a  litüe  negus,  my  Lord,  before 
venturing  into  the  night  air?"  —  "Hoyt   ^%i\jV'  — - 
''Eowjaier'—  f'Wiat  a  pleasaat  eveiniigV"  — ''^WwÄ 
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a  fine  night!"  —  "May  I  ofPer  you  my  ann?  —  mind 
that  Step  —  good-by,  good-by  —  don't  forget  to-morrow. 
Tour  shawl  is  blue  —  that's  Lady  Janet's.'*  —  "Which 
is  your  hat?"  —  "That's  not  mine.  Thanks  —  don't 
take  so  much  trouble."  —  "Not  your  camage,  it  is  the 
next  but  one  —  mind  the  draft."  —  A  hundred  good 
nights,  and  they  are  gone!  So  ends  a  dinner-party, 
and  of  all  the  Company  not  a  yestige  is  seen,  save  the 
blaze  of  the  low-bumed  wax-lights,  the  faded  flowers, 
the  deranged  fumiture,  and  the  jaded  looks  of  those, 
whose  faces  wreathed  in  smiles  for.  six  mortal  hours, 
seek  at  last  the  hard-bought  and  well-eamed  indulgence 
of  a  hearty  yawnl 


y  ^^      CHAPTER  Xm.  • 

He  was ,  the  world  said ,  a  Jovial  fellow, 
Who  ne*er  was  known  at  Fortune  to  repine; 

Increasing  years  had  rendered  him  more  mellow, 
And  age  improved  him  —  as  it  did  his  wine. 

Sir  Gatin  Gwnna» 

• 

The  Shannon,  after  expanding  into  that  noble  sheet 
of  water,  called  Lough  Derg,  suddenly  toms  to  the 
southward,  and  enters  the  valley  of  Killaloe,  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  tracts  of  countxy,  which  Ireland,  so 
rieh  in  river  scenery,  can  boast.  The  transition  from 
the  wide  lake,  with  its  sombre  background  of  grey 
monntain  and  rocky  islands,  bleak  and  bare,  to  the 
cultivated  aspect  of  this  favoured  spot,  is  like  that 
experienced  in  passing  firom  beneath  the  gloom  of 
lowering  thunder-clonds,  into  light  and  joyous  sun» 
abine.  Hieb  w&ving  wooda  oi  everj  \m:ä.  ^\A  I^sjä  q€ 
Aliage,    witb  Lere  and  there  some  «^x^^äccdl^  ^a^'?^D&  «^S. 
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deepest  greeii,  dothe  the  mountains  on  either  side, 
while  in  bright  eddies  the  rapid  river  glides  in  be- 
tween,  circling  and  winding  as  in  playM  wantonness, 
tili  on  the  far  distance  it  is  seen  passing  beneath  the 
ancient  bridge  of  Killaloe,  whose  cathedral  towers  stand 
out  against  the  sky. 

On  first  emerging  from  the  Lake,  the  river  takes 
an  abrupt  bend,  round  a  rocky  point,  and  then  sweep- 
ing  back  again,  in  a  bold  curve,  forms  a  little  bay  of 
deep  and  tranquil  water,  descending  towards  which 
the  rieh  meadows  are  seen,  dotted  with  groups  of  an- 
cient forest  trees,  and  backed  by  a  dense  skirting  of 
timber.  At  one  spot,  where  the  steep  declivity  of  the 
ground  scarce  affords  footing  for  the  taÜ  ash-trees,  Stands 
a  little  cottage,  at  the  extremity  of  which  is  an  old 
Square  tower;  this  is  Tubber-beg. 

As  you  sail  down  the  river  you  catch  but  one  fleet- 

ing  glance  at  the  cottage,   and  when  you  look  again  it 

Is  gone!    The  projecting  headlands,  with  the  tall  trees, 

lave  hidden  it,  and  you  almost  fancy,  that  you  had 

lot  seen  it     If  you  enter  the  little  bay,  however,  and 

öaving  the   strong  current,  run  into  the  deep  water 

nder  shore,  you  arrive  at  a  spot  which  your  memory 

ill  retain  for  many  a  day  after. 

In  front  of  the  cottage,  and  descending  by  a  series 

terraces,  to  which  art  has  but  little  contributed,  are 

mmber  of  flower-plots,  whose  delicious  odours  float 

T  the  still  water,  while  in  every  gorgeous  hue  are 

1  the  camelia,  the  oleander,  and  the  cactus,  with 

tulip,  the  ranunculus,  and  the  camation;  all  flourish- 

in  a  luxuriance,    which   care,    and   the   favoured 

it  of  this  sheltered  nook,  combine  to  efi^cX..   .^^• 

and  around,  on  either  side,  the  AarkAeöNe^ÖL  \tfJÖ?j  ^ 
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the  laurustina,  and  the  arbutus,  are  seen  in  all  the 
profosion  of  leaf  and  blossom  our  mild,  moist  air  86- 
eures,  and  forming  a  framework,  in  which  Stands  the 
cottage  itself,  its  deep  thatched  eave,  and  porch  of 
rustic-work  trellised  and  festooned  with  creeping  plante, 
almost  blending  its  colour  with  the  surronnding  foliage. 
Through  the  open  windows  a  peep  within  displays  the 
handsomely-disposed  rooms,  abounding  in  all  the  evi- 
dences  of  cultivated  taste  and  refinement.  Books,  in 
several  of  the  modern  languages,  are  scattered  on  the 
table,  music,  drawings  of  the  surronnding  sceilery,  in 
water-colonr  or  pencil,  all  that  can  betoken  minds  care^ 
fuUy  trained  and  exercised,  and  by  their  very  di- 
versity  showing,  in  what  a  world  of  self-stored  re- 
sources  their  possessors  must  live;  the  easel,  the  em- 
broidery-frame,  tlie  chess-board,  the  half-finished  manu- 
script,  the  newly-copied  music,  the  very  sprig  of  fem 
wbich  marks  the  page  in  the  little  volume  on  Botaay, 
slight  things  in  themselves,  but  revealing  so  much  of 
daily  life! 

If  the  cottage  be  an  almost  ideal  representation  of 
rustic  elegance  and  simplicity,  its  Situation  is  still  more 
remarkable  for  beauty,  for  while  Art  has  developed 
all  the  resources  of  the  ground,  Nature,  in  her  own 
boundless  profusion,  has  assembled  here  almost  eveiy 
ingredient  of  the  picturesque,  and  as  if  to  impart  a 
sense  of  life  and  motion  to  the  stilly  calm,  a  tumbling 
sheet  of  water  gushes  down  between  the  rocks,  and  ixL 
bounding  leaps  descends  towards  the  Shannon,  of  which 
it  is  a  tributary. 

A  narrow   path,    defended   by  a  UtÜe   railing  of 

rustic-work,  separates  the  end  of  the  cottage  from  the 

deep  gorge  of  the  waterfall,   but  IIoioxil;^  ticÄ   o^iea 
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!  eye  can  peer  down  into  the  boiling  abjss 
d  foam  beneath,  and  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
ich,  formed  of  a  faUen  ashtree,  spans  the 

ed  in  every  direction  by  paths,  some  galleried 
ace ,  others  cut  in  the  substance  of  the  rock, 
SS  hours  in  rambling  among  these  wild  and 
ies,  now,  lost  in  shade,  now,  emerging  again, 

great  river  gliding  along,  the  white  sails 
3abn  surface. 

d  Mr.  Kennyfeck  observe  to  Roland  Gashel, 
as  the  most  beautiful  feature  of  his  whole 
ind  that  its  possession  by  another,   not  only 

from  the  Shannon  in  its  handsomest  part, 

T  deprived  the  place  of  all  pretension  to  ex- 

randeur.     The  spreading  woods  of  Tubber- 

as  it  seemed,  the  background  to  the  cottage 

possessed  no  character  to  show  that  they 
•operty  of  the  greater  proprietor. 
)use  itself  was  not  likely  to  vindicate  the 
locality  denied.  It  was  built  with  a  total 
0  aspect  or  architecture.  It  was  a  large 
edifice,  to  which,  by  way  of  taking  off  from 
resque  height,  two  wings  had  been  planned; 
je  only  was  finished,  the  other,  half-built) 
suffered  to  fall  into  ruin.  At  the  back,  a 
^all  enclosed  a  space  intended  for  a  garden, 
)ut  into  cultivation,  and  now  a  mere  nursery 
^s  and  thistles,   whose  gigantic  size  almost 

the  wall.     All  the  dirt  and  slovenliness  of 
abitant  —  for  the.  house  was  oecupied  by 
inamed  a  "care-taker,"  were  bq^u  otl  ^"s^tj 
'  of  the  great  rooma   held  the  famW.'jN  V\» 
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fellow,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  hall,  co&tamed  I 
cow  and  two  pigs:  cabbage-stalks  and  lialf-TOttiQ| 
potato-tops  steamed  their  pestilential  vaponrs  beneall 
'  the  Windows,  while  half-naked  children  added  the  di» 
cord,  the  only  element  wanting  to  complete  the  sioi 
of  miserable,  squalid  discomfort,  so  sadly  general  amoag 
the  peasantry. 

If  one  needed  an  illostration  of  the  evils  of  al^ 
senteeism,  a  better  could  not  be  found  than  in  fÜM 
ruinous,  damp,  discoloured  building,  with  its  ^EdÜBg 
roof  and  broken  Windows.  The  wide  and  spreadiog 
lawn,  thick  grown  with  thistles;  the.  trees  broken  oc 
barked  hj  cattle;  the  gates  that  hung  by  a  singb 
hinge,  or  were  broken  np  piecemeal  for  firing,  al 
evidenced  the  sad  state  of  neglectfol  indifference  }ff 
which  property  is  wrecked  and  a  conntry  ruined!  N«l 
was  the  figore  then  seated  on  the  broken  door-step  M 
unfitting  accompaniment  to  such  a  scene;  —  a  mal 
somewhat  past  the  middle  period  of  life,  whose  ragged, 
tattered  dress  bespoke  great  poverty,  his  wom  hH 
drawn  down  over  his  eyes  so  as  partly  to  conceal  l 
countenance  by  no  means  prepossessing;  beside  hhi 
lay  a  long,  old-fashioned  musket,  the  stock  mendedb} 
some  rüde  country  band.  This  was  Tom  Keane,  thi 
"care-taker,"  who,  in  all  the  indolent  enjoyment  oi 
office,  sat  Smoking  his  "dudeen,"  and  calmly  surveyiai 
the  process  by  which  a  young  heifer  was  cropping  UM 
yearling  shoots  of  an  ash-tree. 

Twice  was  his  name  called  by  a  woman's  voi« 
from  within  the  honse  before  he  took  any  notice  of  it 

"Arrah,  Tom,  are  you  asleep?"  said  she,  cominl 

to  tbe  dooTy  and  showing  &  &g\xx^^  ^\)j^%^  ^^rcotßhedDQi 

was  even  gresXer  than  lus  own*,  -wVsÄft  ^  <i«5X»a3k^<äöM« 
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nre,  en  expression  of  a  mild  and  pleasing  eha- 
,  still  lingered  on  a.face  where  want  and  priva- 
Eid  set  many  a  mark.  ^'Tom,  alanah!"  said  she, 
)ne  of  coaxing  sofltness,  "sure  it's  time  to  go  down 
Post-office.  Ye  know  how  anxious  the  ould  man 
a  letter." 
L7,  and  he  has  rayson,  too,"  sai4  Tom,  without 

ind  Miss  Mary  herseif  was  up  here  yesterday 
g  to  bid  you  go  early,  and,  if  there  was  a  letter, 
lg  it  in  all  haste/^ 

Lnd  what  for  need  I  make  haste  ?'^  said  the  man, 
\  "Is  it  any  matther  to  me,  whether  he  gets 
r   no.     Will  /  be  richer  or  poorer  —  poorer!" 

he,   with   a  sayage  langh.  —  "Be  gorral   that 

e  hard,  anyhow.    That's  a  comfort  ould  Corrigan 

K  they  tum  him  out  of  the  place,  then  he'll 

what  it  is  to  be  poor!" 

)h,  Tom,  acushla!  don^t  say  that^  and  he  so  good 

and  the  young  lady  that  was  so  kind  when  the 
r  had  the  measles,  comin'  twice  —  no,  but  three 
et  day,  with  everything  she  could  think  of." 
Vasn't  it  to  please  herseif?  Who  axed  her?"  said 
savagely. 

)h,  dear!  oh,  dear!"  sighed  the  woman.  "Them's 
rd  woi;ds  —  'to  please  herseif!'" 
ly,  just  so!  When  ye  know  them  people  as  well 
,  you'U  say  the  same.  That's  what  they  like  — 
ie  themselves  great  among  the  poor;  giving  a 
lere,  and  a  penny  there;  making  gruel  for  this 
md  'tay'  for  that;  marchin'  in  as  if  they  owned 
rase,  and  tuming  njp  their  nosea  at  everjXSoMi'^ 
196.      'Wbjr  don't  you    sweep   before  ^^  ölqot^ 
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Esq.,  Tubber-beg,  Derraheeny  —  sorra  more!'"  I| 
was  in  vain  that  he  beld  it  open,  lozenge  fasbion,  k 
peep  within  —  but  one  page  only  was  written,  and  M 
could  not  see  that.  Kennyfeck^s  letter  was  endosed  ii 
an  envelope,  so  tbat  bere,  too,  be  was  baulked,  and  d 
last  was  fain  to  slip  tbe  newspaper  fit)m  its  cover  —  f 
last  resoorce,  to  leam  sometbing  under-band!  Tkl 
newspaper  did  not  Conpin  anytbing  peculiarlj  intereilt 
ing,  save  in  a  single  paragrapb,  wbicb  announced  A| 
intention  of  Eoland  Casbel,  Esq.,  of  Tubbermoq 
Castle,  to  contest  tbe  County,  at  tbe  approaehing 
General  Electiön.  "We  are  informed,"  said  iie  writdm 
"on  competent  antbority,  tbat  tbis  gentleman  intends  tfl 
make  tbe  ancestral  seat  bis  cbief  residence  in  fbtca«! 
and  tbat  already  preparations  are  making  to  rendM 
tbis  princely  mansion  in  every  respect  wortby  of  thf 
vast  fortune  of  its  proprietor."  ' 

^^Faitb,  and  tbe  ^princely  mansion^  requires  a  thnif 
or  two,  to  make  it  all  perfect,"  said  Tom,  witb  a  Bin 
donic  laugb,  wbile  in  a  lower  tone  be  muttered  -t- 
"Maybe,  for  all  tbe  time  bell  stay  tbere,  it's  not  woid 
bis  wbile  to  spend  tbe  money  on  it."  Having  re-reai 
tbe  paragrapb,  be  carefdlly  replaced  tbe  paper  in  it 
Cover  and  continued  bis  way,  not,  bowever,  towaid 
bis  own  bome,  but  entering  a  little  woodland  patli  ihi 
led  direct  towards  tbe  Sbannon.  After  passing  asboi 
distance  be  came  to  a  little  low  edge  of  beecb  an 
bircb,  t}irougb  wbicb  a  neat  rustic  gate  led  and  openei 
upon  a  closely-sbaven  lawn.  Tbe  neatly-grayellei 
walk,  tbe  flower-beds,  tbe  delicious  perfnme  tbat  w» 
diffosed  on  every  side,  tbe  occasional  peeps  at  ih 
eddyiüg  rivery  and  tbe  coUag^  \\a^\i^  %^^\!l  «.t  iaterval 
beiweea   iJx^   evergreens  t\i«A.  b»\?qA^^"^  ^^  ^aw\SL^  ^^w 
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Mmtrasts  to  the  minous  desolation  of  the  ^^Great  . 
I,'*  and  as  if  unwilling  to  feel  their-influence,  Tom 

his  bat  deeper  pver  bis  brows,  and  never  looked 
ler  side  as  be  advanced.  Tbe  part  of  tbe  cottage 
Is  wbicb  be  was  approacbing  contained  a  long 
lab,  snpported  by  pillars  of  rustic-work,  witbin 
,  opening  by  tbree  large  Windows,  was  tbe  prin- 
drawing-room.     Here,   now,   at  a  small  writing- 

sat  a  young  girl,  wbose  wbite  dress  admirably 
:  tbe  gracefdl  outline  of  ber  figure,  seen  witbin 
df-darkened  room:  ber  featores  were  pale,  but 
fuUy  regulär,  and  tbe  masses  of  ber  bair,  black 
;bt,  wbicb  sbe  wore  twisted  on  tbe  back  of  tbe 
like  a  cameo,  gave  a  cbaracter  of  classic  elegance 
mplicity  to  tbe  wbole. 

ithout,  and  under  tbe  verandab,  an  old  man,  taU, 
ightly  bowed  in  tbe  sboulders,  walked  slowly  up 
own.  It  needed  not  tbe  careful  nicety  of  bis  long 
,  tbe  spotless  wbiteness  of  bis  cambric  sbirt  and 
nor  tbe  perfection  of  bis  nicely-fitting  nankeen 
oons,  to  bespeak  bim  a  gentleman  of  tbe  past 
Tbere  was  a  certain  suave  gentleness  in  bis  bland 

an  air  of  easy  courlesy  in  bis  every  motion,  a 
)f  well-bred  mannerism  in  tbe  very  carriage  of  bis 
leaded  cane,  tbat  told  of  a  time,  wben  tbe  graces 
portment  were  a  study,  and  wben  our  modern 
98  freedom  bad  been  deemed  tbe  very  acme  of 
988.  He  was  dictating,  as  was  bis  wont  eacb 
Qg,  some  reminiscence  of  bis  early  life,  wben  be 
erved  in  tbe  Body-Guard  of  Louis  XVT.,    and 

be  bad  bome  bis  part  in  tbe  stormy  scenes  of 
ventful  era.    Tbe  memory  of  tbat  most  \)6ae^o\eii\. 
vb,  tbe  fascinationa  of  tbat  Queen  "wliom  to  ^et^^ 
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was  to  idolise,  liad  sufficed  to  soften  the  hardsl 
a  life,  which  from  year  to  year  pressed  more  h< 
and  were  at  last,  after  many  a  struggle,  impi 
their  lines  upon  a  brow  where  age  alone  had 
written  grief. 

On  the  moming  in  question,  instead  of  r 
pouring  forth  bis  recollections ,  which  usually  ca 
groups,  pressing  one  upon  the  other,  he  hesitated 
sometimes  forgetting  "where  he  was,"  in  his  nar 
and  more  than  once  ceasing  to  speak  altogeth( 
walked  in  reverie,  and  seeming  deeply  pre-occup 

His  granddaughter  had  noticed  this    change 
cautiouslj  abstaining  from  anjthing  that  might 
her  consciousness,  she  sat  pen  in  band,  waitin^ 
lustrous  eyes  watching  each  gesture  with  an  inl 
of  interest  that  amounted  to  actual  sufPering. 

"I  fear,  Mary,"  said  he,   with  an  effort  to 
"we  must  give  it  up  for  to-day.     The  present 
strong  for  the  past,  just  as  sorrow  is  always  an 
match  for  joy.     Watching  for  the  post  has  rout 
my  thoughts,   and  I  can  think  of  nothing  but 
tidings  may  reach  me  from  Dublin." 

"You  have  no  fears,    Sir,"  said  she,    risin 
drawing  her  arm  within  his,    "that  your  appl 
could  be  rejected;  you  ask  nothing  unusual  or 
sonable  —  a  brief  renewal  of  a  lease  where  yoi 
expended  a  fortune. 

"True,  true,  dear  child.  Let  us,  howeve 
look  on  the  case  with  our  eyes  'alone ,  but  sec 
others  may.  But  here  comes  Tom.  —  Well,  what 
Tom;  are  there  letters?" 

''Je5,  Sir,  here^s  two*,  läoier^^^  QpaÄ-«cA-^Q\a^ 
be  paid. " 
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"Let  me  see  tibem,"  eried  the  old  man,  impatientlj, 
as  he  Boatched  them,  and  hastily  re*entered  the  honsa 
''Li  Cathleen  better  to-day?"  said  the  young  lady, 
addieasmg  the  peasant 

"Yes,  Miss,  glory  be  to.God,  she's  betther.  Thanks 
to  jQiarBelf  and  Hirn.  Oh,  then,  it's  of  yer  beautiM 
fiiee  she  does  be  dramin'  every  night  Says  she,  'Ks 
Miss  Mary,  I  think,  is  singing  to  me,  when  I  hear 
-fte  birds  in  my  sleep.' " 

"Poor  child,  giye  her  this  little  book  for  me,  and 
Bay  m  eome  np  and  see  her  this  evening,  if  I  can. 
Ifrs.  Moore  will  send  her  the  broth;  I  hope  she'U  soon 
be  ablegte  eat  something.     Good-by,  Tom." 

A  deep-drawn  heavy  sigh  from  within  the  cottage, 
bere  made  her  abraptly  conclude  the  interview  and 
hasten  in.  The  door  of  her  grand-£Either^s  little  dressing- 
toom  was,  however,  locked,  and  after  a  noiseless  effort 
to  tarn  the  handle,  she  withdrew  to  the  drawing-room, 
to  wait  in  deep  anxiety  for  his  Coming. 

The  old  man  sat  with  his  head  snpported  on  both 
lumdB,  gazing  steadfastly  at  two  open  letters,  which 
Ity  on  the  table  before  him;  had  they  contained  a 
ieotence  of  death  his  aspect  conld  scarce  have  been 
more  sad  and  sorrow-struck!  One  was  from  Mr.  Kenny- 
feck,  and  ran  thos: 

''Dbar  Mr.  Corbigan, 

"I  have  had  a  brief  conversation  with  Mr.  Boland 
Cashel  on  the  snbject  of  yonr  renewal,  and  I  am  grieved 
to  say  that  he  does  not  seem  disposed  to  accede  to  your 
wishes.  Entertaining,  as  he  does,  the  intention  to 
make  Tuhhermore  bis  chief  residence  in  IieVaüÄ.,  \i\^ 
^iw  iß,  I  beUeve,   to  connect  the  farm  in  y o\ä  ^io\ör 
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ing  with  the  demesne.  This  will  at  once  ezplain  that 
it  is  not  a  question  of  demanding  a  higher  rent  from 
you,  but  simply  of  canying  out  a  plan  for  the  enlarge- 
ment  and  improvement  of  the  grounds  pertaining  to 
the  'Hall.' 

"The  matter  is,  however,  by  no  means  de^ded 
upon;  nor  will  it  be,  in  all  probability,  before  you  have 
an  opportunity  of  meeting  Mr.  Cashel  personally.  ffii 
present  Intention  is  to  visit  your  neighbourhood  next 
week.  "I  am,  dear  Sir,  truly  yours, 

"K  Kenühtfeck. 

'*  Cornelius  Corrigan,  Esq. ,  Tubber-beg  Gottage/* 

The  second  letter  was  as  foUows: 

"Simpkins  and  Green  have  the  honour  to  forwaid 
for  acceptance  the  enclosed  bill  for  two  hundred  and 
seventeen  pounds,   at  three  months,   Mr.  Heneage  Lei-  . 
cester,  of  New  Orleans,  on  Mr.  Corrigan. 

"They  are  authorised  also   to  state  that  Mr.  Lei^ 
cester's  affairs  have  suffered  considerably  j&om  the  conr 
sequence  of  the  commercial  distress  at  N.  0.,  and  hii 
personal  property  has  been  totally  lost  by  the  earth' 
quake  which  took  place  on  the  llth  and  12th  ultimo« 
He  therefore  trusts  to  Mr.  C — 's  efforts  to  contribute  to 
his  aid  by  a  greater  exertion  than  usual,  and  will  diaif- 
upon  him  for  two  sums  of  one  hundred,  at  dates  of  six 
and  nine  months,  which  he  hopes  may  suit  his  conve' 
nience,  and  be  duly  honoured.     Mr.Leicester  conthiued 
to  hope  that  he  may  be  able  to  visit  Europe  in  the 
spring,  where  his  great  anxiety  to  see  his  daughter  will 
call  him." 


ti 


The  ruin  ia  now  completej''  fta\ÖL\3tÄ  q\^\sa3Qu  "L 
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haye  straggled  for  years  with  poverty  and  privation  to 
irard  off  this  hour  —  but,  like  destiny,  it  will  not  be 
ayerted!  Despoiled  of  fortune  —  tumed  from  the  home 
where  I  have  lived  from  my  childhood  —  bereft  of  all ! 
I  could  bear  up  still  if  she  were  but  left  to  me  —  but 
now,  he  threatens  to  take  her^  mj  child,  my  bope,  my 
fifel  And  the  world  will  stand  by  him,  and  say,  'He 
iß  her  faiher!'  He,  that  broke  the  mother^s  heart  — 
my  own  darling  girl!  —  and  now  comes  to  rob  me  — 
apoor  helpless  old  man,  of  all  my  companionship  and 
mj  pride.  Alas,  alas!  the  pride,  perhaps,  deserves  the 
ehastisement. 

"Poor  Mary  —  how  will  she  ever  leam  to  look  on 
lum  with  a  daughter's  affection?  —  What  a  life  will 
bers  be! 

"And  this  deception  —  how  will  it,  how  can  it 
«Ter  be  explained!  I  have  always  said  that  he  was 
iead." 

Such,  in  broken  half  sentences,  were  the  words  he 
qpoke,  while  thick-coming  sobs  almost  choked  his 
itterance. 

"This  cannot  be  helped,"  said  he,  taking  up  the 
yen  and  writing  his  name  across  the  Bill.  ''So  much  I 
ttnmeet,  by  selling  our  little  fumiture  here;  we  shall 
ÄWd  it  no  more,  for  we  have  no  longer  a  home.  Where 
to,ihen?" 

Heshook  his  hands  in  moumful  despair,  and  walked 
t(nrards  the  window.  Mary  was  standing  outside,  in 
fte  HtÜe  flower-garden,  assisting  the  old  gardener  to 
iisteii  some  stray  tendrils  of  a  Japonica  between  two 


"We  must  trjr  and  sbelter  this  windcw ,  "NeSi,^''  ^«a.^ 
'^,  ''JSvm  tbe  moming  sun,     It  comes  in  too  äItotl^T 

IS* 
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here  in  Papa's  library.     By  next  summer,  I  hope  to 
Bee  a  thick  trellice  of  leaves  across  the  whole  case- 
.ment." 

"By  next  summer,"  repeated  the  old  man,  jßrom 
within,  Tfith  a  trembling  voice;  "and  who  will  be  here 
to  see  it?" 

"This  little  hedge,  too,  mnst  be  overgrown  with 
that  creeping  plant  we  got  from  America,  the  white 
Liana.  I  want  the  beech  to  be  completely  hid  beneath 
the  blossoms,  and  they  come  out  in  May." 

"In  Mayl"  said  the  poor  old  man,  with  an  accent 
of  inexpressible  sadness,  as  though  the  very  proniise  of 
spring  had  unfolded  a  deep  vista  of  years  of  suffering. 
"But  why  care  for  the  home,  if  she,  who  made  itB 
ßunshine,  is  taken  from  me?  What  matters  it  where  I 
linger  on,  or  how,  the  last  few  hours  of  a  life,  bereit 
of  its  only  enjoyment?  —  she,  that  in  my  old  age, 
renewed  all  the  memories  of  my  early  and  my  happy 
days." 

He  sat  down  and  covered  bis  face  with  his  hands; 
and  when  he  withdrew  them,  the  whole  character  and 
expression  of  the  countenance  had  changed;  a  dull, 
meaningless  look  had  replaced  the  mild  and  cheerftil 
beam  of  his  soft  blue  eyes ;  the  cheeks  were  flattened, 
and  the  mouth,  so  ready  with  its  gentle  smile,  now  re- 
mained  partly  open,  and  slightly  drawn  to  one  side. 
He  made  an  effort  to  speak,  but  a  thickened  gattoral 
utterance  rendered  the  words  scarcely  intelligible.  He 
approached  the  window  and  beckoned  with  his  band. 
The  next  instant,  pale  with  terror,  but  still  composod 
and  seeming  calm,  Mary  was  beside  bim. 

"Fon  are  not  well,   dear  Pa^«^^"   ^^  ^«:ä.^  ^^äL  «. 
Sreat  eß'ort  to  appear  at  ease.    ^^Xoum^^&\.\Ä^^'^R^-- 
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bere  will  do  —  on  this  sofa;  I'U  close  the  cnrtain,  and 
send  over  forTiemAj;  he  said  he  shoold  be  back  from 
Limerick  this  morning.'' 

A  gentle  pressure  of  her  hand  to  his  lipi,  and  a 
faint  smile,  seemed  to  assent. 

She  opened  the  window,  and  whispered  a  few 
irords  to  the  gardener,  and  then  closing  it,  noiselessly, 
dieir  the  cortain,  and  sat  down  on  a  low  stool,  beside 
the  sofa  where  he  lay. 

So  still  and  motionless  did  he  remain,  that  she 
thonght  he  slept;  indeed,  the  long-drawn  breathing, 
and  the  repose  of  his  attitude,  betokened  sleep. 

Mary  did  not  venture  to  move,  but  sat,  one  hand 
dasped  in  his,  the  other  resting  on  his  forehead,  still 
and  silent 

The  darkened  room,  the  unbroken  silence,  the 
figore  of  him  in  whom  was  centred  her  every  thought 
and  hope,  lying  sick  before  her,  sunk  with  a  dreary 
weight  upon  her  heart;  and  in  the  gloom  of  her  sorrow, 
dark  foreboding  of  future  evil  arose,  vague  terrors  of 
tria]B,.new  and  hard  to  bearl  That  stränge  prescience, 
wluch  never  is  wanting  in  great  affliction^,  and;  seems 
itself  a  heaven-sent  waming  to  prepare  for  the  coming 
bkw,  revealed  a  time  of  sore  trouble  and  calamity  be- 
fore her.  "Let  him  be  but  spared  to  me,"  she  cried, 
in  her  heart-uttered  prayer,  "and  let  me  be  so  fashioned 
in  8pirit  and  temper  that  I  may  minister  to  him  through 
6V6fy  hour  — r  cheering,  consoling,  a^d  encours^ging. 
Giving  of  my  youth  its  gift  of  hopefulness  and  trust, 
M  borrowing  of  his  age,  its  serenity  and  resignation, 
Bnt  oh^  that  I  may  not  be  Jeft  solitary  and.  a\oTÄ  ^  ^k^.- 
J^ded  and  umupporteäV    A  gush  of  teax»,  ^Ve  ^ä^ 
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sbe  slied,  bere  borst  fortb,  and  in  tbe  transport  of  h< 
grief ,  brongbt  cabn  to  ber  mind  once  more. 

A  low  tap  at  tbe  window,  and  a  voice  in  wbispe 
aronsed  ber.  "It  is  tbe  doctor,  Miss  —  Dr.  Tiemay 
Said  tbe  gardener. 

A  motion  to  admit  bim  was  all  ber  reply,  and  wit 
noiseless  step  tbe  pbysician  entered  and  approacbed  tli 
sofa.  He  feit  tbe  pulse,  and  listened  to  ihe  respiratio 
of  tbe  sick  man,  and  tben,  withdrawing  tbe  curtain  £ 
as  to  let  tbe  ligbt  fall  npon  bis  features,  steadilj  coi 
templated  tbeir  expression.  As  be  looked,  bis  o^ 
countenance  grew  graver  and  sadder;  and  it  was  wit 
an  air  of  deep  solemnity  tbat  be  took  Mary's  band,  an 
led  ber  from  tbe  room. 

Witb  a  weigbt  like  lead  npon  ber  beart  Mary  movc 
away.  "Wben  did  it  bappen?"  wbiöpered  be,  whe 
be  bad  closed  tbe  door  bebind  tbem. 

"Happen!"  gasped  sbe,  in  agony;  "wbat  de  yc 
mean?" 

**I  meant  wben  —  tbis  —  occnrred,"  replied  h 
faltering;   "was  be  in  bis  nsual  bealtb  tbis  moming?*^ 

"Yes,  perfectly —  a  little  less  composed  —  anxioi 
about  bis  letters  —  uneasy  at  tbe  delay  —  but  i 
more." 

"You  do  not  know  if  be  received  any  nnpleasai 
tidings,  or  beard  anytbing  to  distress  bim?" 

"He  may  bave  done  so,"  answered  sbe,  sadly,  "f 
be  locked  bis  door  and  read  over  bis  letters  by  bimse 
Wben  I  saw  bim  next,  be  was  Standing  at  tbe  windo' 
and  beckoning  to  me." 

A  gentle  tap  at  tbe  door  bere  intermpted  tbe  coli 

guj,  and  tbe  old  bousekeeper  wbispered,  "Tbe  masti 

Miss,  wmta  to  spake  wiüi  Üi^  ^o<i\.Qit\  V^^\i^v^«t^t« 
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"Oh,  let  me  seehim,"  criedMaiy,  springing towards 
&e  door.  But  Dr.  Tiemay  interposed  genüy,  and  said, 
"No,  this  might  prove  dangerous;  remain  here  tili  I 
have  Seen  and  spoken  with  him."  Mary  assented  by  a 
gesture,  and  sat  down  without  speaking. 

"Sit  down,  Tiemay,"  said  the  sick  man,  as  the 
doctor  came  to  bis  bedside;  ^^sit  down  and  let  me  speak 
while  I  have  strength.  Every tbing  is  against  us,  Tiemay. 
We  are  not  to  get  tbe  renewal;  tbis  young  Mr.  Casbel 
wants  tbe  cottage  —  we  must  tum  out.  I'U  bave  to  do 
80,  even  before  tbe  gale-day;  bnt  wbat  matter  about 
me!  It's  tbat  poor  cbild  I'm  tbinking  of — "  Here  be 
rtopped,  and  was  some  minutes  before  be  could  resume. 
"There  —  read  tbat;  tbat  will  teil  you  all." 

Tiemay  took  tbe  crumpled  letter,  wbicb  tbe  old 
man  had  all  tbis  wbile  beld  firmly  in  bis  closed  grasp, 
and  read  it. 

"Well-,  tbafs  bad  news,  isn't  it?"  said  Corrigan; 
"not  the  Bill  —  I  don't  mean  tbat;  but  he^s  Coming 
back;  do  you  see  tbe  tbreat?  —  be's  Coming  back 
agak" 

"How  can  be?*'  said  tbe  Doctor.  "Tbe  man  com- 
mitted  a  forgery;  bow  will  be  dare  to  retum  bere  and 
place  bis  neck  in  a  balter!" 

"You  forget  wbose  evidence  alone  can  convict  bim 
•^mine;  tbe  name  be  forged  was  mine,  the  sum  be 
took  was  mine  —  nearly  all  I  bad  in  tbe  world  —  but 
^^  has  notbing  to  fear  from  me,  wbatever  I  may  bave 
to  dread  from  him" 

"How  can  be  bave  any  terror  for  you?" 

"He  can  take  her  away;   not  firom  me^  for  she'll 
"oon  be  separated  bj  a  stronger  band  thau  Ta\s,  \wl\.  \ 
^'ihear  to  tbink  tbat  sbell  be  in  bis  povrei,  TiercL-Kj 
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face.  "Ob!  God  forgire  me  for  sajing  ihe  words!" 
cried  he,  in  an  accent  of  deep  agonj.  "Why  woddn't 
the  humblest  peasant  that  ever  cronched  to  bis  meal  of 
potatoes,  beside  tbe  little  turf  fire  of  bis  cabin,  love  bis 
bome,  as  well  as  tbe  best  blood  in  tbe  land?  No,  no, 
3Iat,  its  little  kindness  we*d  deserve  on  sncb  a  plea  u 
that." 

**Tbere,  there,  dont  agitate  yourself.  I  know  whit 
jou  mean,  and  wbat  you'd  like  me  to  say." 

"You  do  not,"  rejoined  tbe  old  man,  querolonflly) 
"for  I  haven  t  said  it  vet,  nor  I  cftn't  tbink  of  it  now. 
Ab,  Mat*'  —  here  bis  voice  softened  once  more -into 
its  babitual  key  —  "that  was  a  cmel  tboogbt  of  me,  t 
wbile  ago ;  and  faith,  Mr.  Casbel  migbt  well  sospeet,  if 
he  beard  it,  that  I  wasn't  one  of  tbe  old  good  blood  of 
the  Corrigans,  that  could  talk  that  way  of  tbe  poor; 
bat  so  it  is.  There  isn't  a  bad  trait  in  a  man^s  heart 
that  is  not  the  twin-brotber  of  bis  selfisbness.  And  now 
I'll  say  no  more ;  do  tbe  best  you  can  for  us,  thaf  s  all 
I  was  going  to  bid  you  teil  bim  that  we  bave  an  oU 
claim  on  the  whole  estate,  that  some  of  tbe  lawyen 
say  is  good  —  that  the  Crown  bave  taken  off  tbe  coa- 
fiscation  in  the  time  of  my  great  father,  Phil  CorrigaÄ 
—  but  sure  he  wouldn't  mind  that;  besides,  tbat^s  not 
tbe  way  to  ask  a  favour." 

"You  mustn't  go  on  talking  this  way,  see  bow  hot 
your  band  is." 

"Well,  maybe  it  will  be  cold  enougb  sooni  There 
is  anotber  thing,  Mat.  You  must  call  on  Murphy,  wift 
tbe  bill  of  sale  of  the  fumiture  and  the  books,  and  ge* 
money  to  meet  these  bills.  There  they  are;  I  endorsed 
them  this  moming.  Teil  Green  it's  no  use  sending  to^ 
the  othor  bills ;  TU  not  "Viav^  mÄ«jaÄ  \.^  \aHw5k  \SDkSim.  ^ 
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wotdd  be  only  disgracing  my  name  [for  noüimg 
te  it  on  them.     1^11  be  longing  to  see  yon  back 

Mat,  and  hear  your  tidings,  so  God  bloss  yon, 
>nd  you  safe  home  to  us." 

11  set  off  to-night,"   said  the  Doctor,  *rising  and 
g  bis   band;   "your  attack  is  passed  over,  and 

no  more  danger  if  you'll  keep  qniet."/ 
^here's  another  tbing,  Mat,"  said  tbe  sick  man, 
^  faintly,  and  witb  a  stränge  meaning.  "Call  at 
Ij  Drogbeda-street,  and  ask  tbe  people  to  sbow 
e  room  Con  Corrigan  fougbt  the  duel  in  with 
1  Battley.  It  was  only  twelve  feet  long  and  ten 
a  little  place  off  tbe  drawing-room,  and  tbe  Co- 
PTOuldn't  even  consent  tbat  we  sbonld  stiind  in 
•ners.  Look  and  see  if  tbe  bullet  is  in  tbe  wall 
Tbe  old  Marquis  used  to  bave  it  firesb  painted 
^ery  year,  on  tbe  anniversary  of  tbe  day.  Ob 
ob  dear,  but  tbey  were  tbe  stränge  times  tben, 
id  pleasant  times  tpo."     And  witb  such  reflection 

past,  be  feil  off  into  a  dreamy  balf-conscions- 
iuring  wbicb  Tiemay  stole  from  tbe  room,  and 
n  alone. 

int  and  trembling  witb  agitation,  Mary  Leicester 
anding  all  tbis  wbile  at  tbe  door  of  the  sick 
3r.  "Did  I  bear  arigbt,  Doctor?"  said  she;  "was 
s  voice  tbat  sounded  so  cbeerfuUy?" 
es,  my  dear  Miss  Mary,  tbe  peril  is  by,  but  be 
IS.  Let  bim  not  speak  so  mucb,  even  with  you. 
I  a  sweet,  quiet  spot.  Heaven  grant  he  may  long 
it." 

ry's  lips  muttered  some  words  inaudibly,    and 
arted.     She  sat  down  alone,  in  the  ^tde  "gOTÖi^ 
'£e  eave;  tbe  day  was  a  delicious  ouö  Vn  «atamxiij 
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ealm,  mellow,  and  peacefal ;  a  breeze,  too  faiut  to  ripp 
tiie  river,  stirred  the  flowers,  and  shook  fortb  ike 
odour.  The  cottage,  the  leafy  shade,  through  whi< 
the  tempered  sunlight  feil  in  fanciftil  shapes  upon  tl 
gravel  —  the  many-coloured  blossoms  of  the  ri< 
garden  —  the  clear  and  tranquil  river  —  the  hum  « 
the  distant  waterfall  —  they  were  all  such  sights  an 
Sounds  as  breathe  of  home,  and  home^s  happiness,  an 
so  had  she  feit  them  to  be,  tili  an  unknown  fear  foui 
entrance  into  her  heart,  and  spread  its  darkness  ther 
What  a  t^rrible  Sensation  comes  with  a  first  sorrow! 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

With  fame  and  fortane  on  the  cwt, 

He  never  rose  a  winner: 
And  learned  to  know  himself  at  laat, 

*'  A  miserable  sinner.** 

BnLx.« 

It  was  about  ten  days  or  a  fortnight  after  the  gre( 
Kennyfeck  dinner,  when  all  the  gossip  about  its  pn 
tension,  dulness,  and  bad  taste  had  died  away,  and  tb 
worthy  guests  so  bored  by  the  festivity  began  1 
wonder  **when  they  would  give  another,"  that  a  gei 
tleman  sat  at  breakfast  in  one  of  those  large,  ding^ 
looking,  low-ceilinged  apartments  which  are  the  choic 
abodes  of  the  Vice-Regal  staflF  in  the  Castle  of  Dublii 
The  tawdry  and  time-discoloured  gildings,  the  woi 
and  faded  silk  hangings,  the  portraits  of  bygone  stat 
councillors  and  conunanders-in-chief,  grievously  riddlc 
by  rapier-points  and  pistol-shots,  were  not  without  a 
emblematio  meaning  of  the  past  glories  of  that  seat  < 
Goremmentf  now  so  sadly  iaUfön  ft^^&i  vt&  onoe  hi^ 
aadpalrnj-  atate. 
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Alihongh  still  a  yonng  man,  the  present  occupant 

of  the  Chamber  appeared  middle-aged,   so  mnch  had 

disBipation  and  excess  done  the  work  of  time   on  bis 

constitotion.    A  jaded,  wearied  look,  a  sleepy,  indolent 

expression  of  the  eye,    certain   hard  lines  about  the 

angles  of  the  month,  betokened  one  .who  played  a  high 

game  with  lifo,  and  rarely  arose  a  winncr.     Althoogh 

im  whole  i^pearance  bespoke  birth  and  blood  rather 

than  intellect  or  ability,  there  was  enough  in  bis  high 

and  sqnarely-shaped  head,  bis  deep  dark  eye,  and  bis 

finn,  sbarply-cnt  month,  to  augur  tfaat  incapacity  could 

not  be  reckoned  among  tbe  causes  of  any  failures  he 

mcarred  in  bis  career.     He  was  in  every  respect  tbe 

heau  ideal  of  ihat  stränge  solecism  in  our  social  code, 

"The  younger  son."  His  brotber,  tbe  Duke  ofDerwent, 

lud  eigbty  tbousand  a  year.     He  bad   exactiy  three 

bnndred,     His  Grace  owned  tbree  bonses,  wbich  migbt 

well  be  called  palaces,  besides  a  grouse  lodge  in  tbe 

Higfalands,  a  yachting  Station  at  Cowes,  and  a  villa  at 

Hyires  in  France.     My  Lord  was  bnt  too  happy  to  be 

the  possessor  of  tbe  three  cobwebbed  Chambers  of  a 

^^Regal  Aide-de-camp,  and  enjoy  tbe  pay  of  bis 

tioop  without  joining  bis  regiment. 

Tet  these  two  men  were  reared  exactiy  alike!  As 
Auch  habitnated  to  every  requirement  and  Inxory  of 
wealth  as  his  eider  brotber,  tbe  younger  suddenly  dis* 
covered  that,  once  beyond  tbe  sbadow  of  bis  father's 
iouse,  all  his  worldly  resources  were  sometbing  more 
tlum  wbat  the  cook,  and  sometbing  less  than  the  valet, 
nceived.  He  bad  been  taught  one  yaluable  lesson, 
Weyer,  wbich  was,  that  bs  tbe  State  loves  a  tick 
taatiacncjr,  it  bnrdens  itself  with  tbe  maii\teii«ae,«  o^ 
M/^a^e  wbo  migbt  prove  a  draia  ou  its  reaorae«»,  «^" 
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that  it  is  ever  caxefdl  to  provide  for  the  Lord  Gteorges 
and  Lord  Charleses  of  its  noble  houses.  To  this  pro* 
yision  he  believed  he  had  a  legal  claim:  at  all  eveuts, 
he  knew  it  to  be  a  right  uncontested  hy  those  less 
highly  bom. 

The  System  which  excludes  men  from  the  career  of 
commerce,  in  compensation  opens  the  billiard-room,  the 
whist-table,  and  the  betting-ring,  and  many  a  high 
capacity  has  been  exercised  in  such  spheres  as  these, 
i^hose  resoorces  might  have  won  honour  and  distinction 
in  very  different  fields  of  enterprise.  Whether  Lord 
Charles  Frobisher  knew  this,  and  feit  that  there  was 
better  in  him,  or  whether  his  saccesses  were  below 
his  hopes,  certain  is  it,  he  was  a  depressed,  dejected 
man,  who  lounged  through  lifo  in  a  languid  indolence, 
caring  for  nothing,  not  even  himself. 

There  was  some  story  of  an  unfortunate  attachment, 
some  love  affair,  with  a  very  beautiful^  bat  portionlesf 
Cousin,  who  married  a  Marquis,  to  which  many  ascribed 
the  prevailing  melancholy  of  his  character,  but  they 
who  remembered  him  as  a  schoolboy  said  he  was  al- 
ways  shy  and  reserved,  and  saw  nothing  stränge  in  htf 
bearing  as  a  man.  The  breakfast-table,  covered  with 
all  that  could  stimulate  appetite,  and  yet,  with  all  un- 
tasted,  was  not  a  bad  emblem  of  one  who  with  many  a 
gift  to  win  an  upward  way,  yet  lived  on  in  all  the 
tawdry  insignificance  of  a  Court  Aide-de-camp.  A  veiy 
weak  gläss  of  claret  and  water,  with  a  piece  of  diy 
toast,  formed  his  meal,  and  even  these  stood  on  die 
comer  pf  a  writing-table,  at  which  he  sat,  rising  some- 
times  to  look  out  of  the  window,  or  pace  the  room 
jn'tb  ßloWf  nncertain  Btepa.  Ti^iot^  \xaa.  \3k^  ^as^.  uar 
ßwßbed  letterj  which,  to  Jud^e  iiooi  ^^  ^^^  ^^^B« 
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Dade,  and  the  frequent  intenmptioiui  to  its  coursc, 
ned  to  occasion  some  difficulty  in  the  compositiou, 
.  yet  the  same  epistle  begon  "My  dear  Sydney," 
.  was  addressed  to  his  brother.     Here  it  is: 

"My  deab  Sydney, 

**I  suppose  from  not  hearing  from  you  some  weeks 
k,  that  my  last,  which  I  addressed  to  the  Clarendon, 

never  reached  you,  nor  is  it  of  any  consequence« 
would  be  too  late  now  to  ask  you  about  Scott's 
ses.  Cobham  told  us  how  you  stood  yourself ,  and 
i  was  enough  to  guido  the  poor  devils  here  with 
ir  poneys  and  fifties.  We  all  got  a  squeeze  on  the 
Ire.'  I  hear  you  won  seven  thousand  beside  the 
kes.  I  hope  Üie  report  may  be  true.  Is  Kaucus  in 
ining  for  the  Spring  Meeting  or  not?  If  so,  let  me 
re  some  trifle  on  him  in  your  own  book. 

"I  perceive  you  voted  on  Brougham's  amendment 
Dust  our  people;  I  conclude  you  were  right,  but  it 
II  make  them  very  stubbom  with  me  about  the  ex- 
Inge.  N —  has  already  remarked  upon  what  he  call» 
)  ^tolerable  independence  of  some  Noble  Lords.' 
rish  I  knew  the  clue  to  your  proceeding  —  are  you 
Hberty  to  give  it?  I  did  not  answer  the  question  in 
or  last  letter.  —  Of  course  I  am  tired  of  Ireland, 
t  as  the  alternatives  are  a  *  Compound  in  Calcutta, 
the  Government  House,  Quebec,'  I  may  as  well  re- 
lin  where  I  am.  I  don't  know  that  a  Staff-officer, 
e  Madeira,  improves  by  a  sea  voyage. 

"Ton  say  nothing  of  Georgina,   so  that  I  hope  her 
BBt  is  better,  and  that  Nico  may  not  be  necessary.    I 
Ikfve,  i£  climate  were  ueeded,  you  would  fiudlAÄiOTi^ 
mlier  Olatra,    better  tbm  any  paxt  of  lta\y ,    »^ 
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possessed  of  one  great  advantage  —  few  of  o 
rambling  conntrymen.  N —  commended  joxa  hianm 
so  highly,  and  took  such  pains  td  record  his.prain 
that  I  suspect  he  looks  for  a  repetition  of  Üie  ixvm 
If  jou  are  shooting  bucks,  perhaps  you  would  send  hi 
a'  qnarter." 

Two  sentences,  half  finished  and  erased,  he 
shoTred  that  the  writer  experienced  a  difficulty  in  co 
tinuing.  Indeed,  his  flurried  manner  as  he  resumed  t] 
letter  proved  it.     At  last  he  went  on. 

"I  hate  asking  favours,  my  dear  Sydney,  but  the 
is  one  which,  if  not  positively  repugnant  to   you 
grant,  will  much  oblige  me.     There  is  a  young  f» 
Uonaire  here,   a  Mr.  Cashel,   wishes  to  be  a  member 
your  Yacht  Glub,  and  as  I  have  giren  a  promise 
make  interest  in  his  behalf  with  yon,  it  woiüd  be  oa 
ferring  a  great  Obligation  on  me  were  I  to  make  ti 
request  successftilly.     So  far  as  I  can  leam,  theie  iB  i 
reason  against  his  admission ,   and  as  regards.  propett 
many  reasons  in  his  favour.    If  you  can  do  this  for  n 
Uien,  you  will  render  me  a  considerable  Service. 

"'  Of  course  I  do  not  intend  to  fix  any  acquaintane 
ship  upon  you,  nor  in  any  other  way,  save  the  beaa  : 
the  ballot-box,  and  a  civil  word  in  proposing,  infii 
you  with  what  Rigby  calls  *Protective  Duties.^ 
should  have  been  spared  in  giving  you  this  trouble  b 
for  Tom  Linton,  who,  with  his  aocostomed  good-natcn 
at  other  men^s  cost,  suggested  the  step  to  Gashel,  ai 
told  him,  besides,  that  my  brother  was  Yice-Admhral 
the  Yacht  Fleet. 

"If  Emily  wants  a  match  for  the  chesnut  pony, 
know  of  one  here  perfect  in  ev«rj  x^s^^^ä.^  «od  tö  1 
Iiad  very  cbeap.     Lei  me  Ishon?  «ä^wä  ^2to&  ^Q«tL\  ^ 
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ftbo  Üie  dnb  matter,  aa  I  have  promised  to  visit 
Oashel,  at  bis  comrtry-hoiise;  and  in  case  of  refiisal  on 
your  part,  this  would  be  unpleasant  Thanka  for  your 
ümtation  for  Christmas,  which  I  cannot  accept  of. 
Hope  and  Eversham  are  both  on  leave,  so  that  I  mnst 
remain  bere.  N —  continues  to  ask  you  here;  but  ijny 
«dvice  is,  as  it  bas  ever  been,  not  to  come.  The 
dimate  detestable  —  the  bouses  dull  and  dirty;  no 
ihooting,  nor  any  bunting,  at  least  witb  sncb  borses  as 
yon  are  accastomed  to  ride. 

"I  am  glad  yon  took  my  counsel  about  tbe  mortgaga 
There  is  no  property  bere  wortb  seventeen  years'  pnr- 
dutfe,  in  tbe  present  aspect  of  politics.  Love  to  Jane 
and  the  girlS)  and  believe  me  ever  yours, 

"Charles  Feobishbr." 

This  task  eompleted,  be  tomed  to  the  moming 
ptpers;  which,  witb  a  mass  of  tradesmen^s  biirs,  notes, 
od  Cards  of  invitation,  littered  tbe  table.  He  had  not 
md  long,  wben  a  deep-drawn  yawn  fi:om  tbe  fxirtber 
end  of  the  room  aroused  bim,  and  Frobisber  arose  and 
wilked  towards  a  sofa,  on  which  was  stretched  a  man, 
wmeiFhat  abont  tbe  middle  of  life,  but  wbose  bright 
oje,  and  fresh  eomplexion,  showed  little  touch  of  time. 
Bis  dress,  sligbtly  disordered,  was  a  dinner  costume, 
«td  rather  inclined  towards  over-particularity;  at  least, 
Ae  jewelled  bnttons  of  bis  vest  and  shirt  eyinced  a 
taste  for  display,  that  seemed  not  ill  to  consort  witb 
Ae  easy  effix>ntery  of  bis  look. 

Taking  bis  watch  &om  bis  pocket  be  beld  it  to  bis 
aar,  saying,  "There  is  an  accomplishment,   Charley, 

1   IVe  never  heea  Me  to  acqnire  —  to  wind  my  "WftXÄi 

/  stsapper  time.      Wbat  bour  ib  it?^^ 


\ 
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V 

"Two,"  Said  the  other,  laconically. 

"By  Jove!  how  I  must  have  slept.  Hav< 
been  to  bed?" 

"  Of  course.  But,  I'd  swear,  with  less  succea 
yon  have  had  on  that  'old  sofa.  I  scarcely  clos( 
eyes  for  ten  minutes  together." 

"That   downy    sleep   only  comes  of  a  good 
sdence  and  a  heart  at  ease  with  itself,^^   said  the 
"You  yoting  gentlemen,    who  lead  bad  lives, 
very   little    about   the    balmy    repose    of  the  tr 
mind/^ 

"Have  you  forgotten  that  you  were  to  rid 
with  Lady  Cecilia  this  moming?"  said  Fro1 
abruptly. 

"Not  a  bit  of  it.  I  even  dreamed  we 
cantering  together  along  the  sands,  where  I  was  an 
her  Ladyship  with  some  choice  morceaux  of  sc 
from  that  set  in  society  she  professes  to  hold  ii 
horror,  that  she  will  not  receive  them  at  court 
for  whose  daily  sayings  and  doings  she  has  the  k 
zest." 

"Foster  is  gone  with  her,"  rejoined  Lord  C 
*'and  I  suspect  she  is  just  as  well  pleased.  Befo 
he  has  told  her  everything  about  our  late  sitting 
the  play,  and  the  rest  of  it!" 

"Of  course  he  has;  and  she  is  dying  to  a 
Softly,  the  young  chaplain^s  advice,  whether  root 
all  out  would  not  be  a  'good  work.' " 

"Since  when  have  you  become  so  squeamijsh 
card-playing,  Mr.  Linton?" 

"I?    Not  in  the  least!    Tm  only  afraid  thai 

of  my  firiends  may  tum  to  be  so,  when  they  1 

mjr  ffuccesses,    You  know  wliat  liaigig etifö^  \ä  Wycl 
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le  got  that  knack  of  always  tuming  np  a  King? 
ne  asked  Rnxton  wliat  was  to  be  done  about  it 
iertain?'  said  he.  "Perfectly  certain;  we  liave 
im  do  it  a  hundred  times!'  *Then  back  bim,' 
i  Ruxton.  *  That's  my  advice  to  you/  "  As  he 
is,  he  drew  a  chair  towards  the  table,  and 
ed  to  fill  out  a  cup  of  chocolate.     "Where  dö 

these  anchovies,  Charley?  Borke  has  got  some, 
half  the  size." 

ley  are  ordered  for  the  household.    Lawson  can 
.  all  about  'em,"  said  the  other,  carelessly,    "But 
what  bets  did  you  book  on  Laplander?" 
)ok  him  against  the  field  for  seven  hundred  even." 
bad  bet  then  —  I  call  it  a  very  bad  bet." 

should  I,    if  I  didn^t  know  Erebus  is  dead 

e  Seen  a  horse  run  to  win  with  a  contracted 
efore  now,"  said  Lord  Charles,  Mdth  a  most 
j  look. 

have  I!  but  not  on  stony  groünd.  NoI  no! 
y  depend  upon  it!" 

ion't  want  to  depend  upon  it,"  said  the  other, 
ily.  "I  shall  not  venture  five  pounds  on  the 
I    remember    once    something    of    an    implicit 

on  a  piece  of  information  of  the  kind." 
eil!    you   know   how    that  happened.     I  gave 
's    valet    fifty   pounds    to    get  a  peep    at   his 

betting-book,  and  the  fellow  told  Hilyard,  who 
itely  made  up  a  book  express,  and  let  us  all  in 
lart  sum.  I  am  sure  I  was  the  heaviest  loser 
ffair." 

you  ought,  too.     The  contrivaac(s  "^«ä  «^  "^^ 

one;  and  deserved  itfl  penalty.'^ 

14* 
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'*The  expreflsion  is  not  ParliamenUtfj,  mj  Lo 
Said  Linton,  with  a  Blight  fioshing  of  the  cheekt  ^^ 
so  I  rnnst  call  you  to  order." 

"Is  Torcoman  to  nm?''  asked  Lord  Cluu 
negligently. 

*'No!  I  have  persuaded  Cashel  to  buy  him^  anc 
has  taken  him  oat  of  training/* 

"Well!  you  really  go  very  straightforward  in  3 
work,  Linton.  I  must  say,  you  are  as  phicky  a  ro 
as  Tve  ever  heard  of.  Pray  now,  how  do  you  maii 
to  keep  up  yoor  influence  over  that  yonth?  he  ata 
appears  to  me  to  be  a  rash-headed,  wilfdl  kind 
fellow,  there  wonld  be  no  guiding.'^ 

"Simply,  by  always  keeping  bim  in  oceupat 
Tbere  are  people  like  spavined  horses,  and  one  n 
always  get  tbem  warm  in  tbeir  work,  and  tbey  m 
show  tbe  blemish.  Now,  I  have  been  etemally  alc 
side  of  Casbel.  One  day,  bnying  borses  .«-*^  aiurti 
pictores  —  anotber  time,  it  was  fomiture  ^««^'oaivii 
—  saddlery  —  tili  we  have  filled  that  greai  old  Im 
of  tbe  Ex-Cbancellor's  with  an  assemblage  of  el^( 
living  and  inanimate,  it  wonld  take  a  month  to  d 
nicle." 

"Some  kind  Mend  may  open  bis  eye  to  all  i 
one  of  tbese  days,  Master  Linton  —  and  then  — ^ 

"By  that  time,^^  said  Linton,  "bis  clairvoyanee  ' 
be  too  late.  Like  many  a  man  IVe  kown,  be^U 
a  capital  jndge  of  claret  wben  bis  cellar  Kas  h 
emptied." 

"Yon  were  a  large  winner  last  night,  Linton?" 

"Twelve  hnndred  and  fifty.     It  migbt  have  b 

double  tbe  amount,  but  Tve  taken  a  bint  from^  Spbd 

Fhjrßiology,     He  says  uo^mi^  «aawÄ^^a»  ^  ^^^Mi 
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fika  small  bleedings.     And  you,  Charley;    what  did 

*8ixty  potinds!"  replied  he,  shortly.  "I  neyer 
Tentore  out  of  my  depth." 

**And  you  mean  to  infer  that  /  do,  my  Lord,"  said 
Lmton,  trying  to  smile,  while  evidently  piqued  by  die 
Tenuurk.  ^*Well,  I  plead  goilty  to  the  charge.  I  have 
A  notion  in  my  head  that  seven  feet  of  water  drowni 
ti&an  jnst  as  efPectaally  as  seven  hundred  fathoms  in 
die  blue  Atlantic.  Now  you  know,  as  well  as  /,  that 
letther  of  us  could  a£Pord  to  lose  sixty  pounds  thrice 
nmning,  so  let  us  not  talk  of  venturing  out  of  our 
depth;  whidi,  I  take  it,  would  be  to  paddle  in  rery 
ihallow  water  indeed.^^ 

For  an  instant  it  seemed  as  if  Lord  Charles  would 
kK?e  given  an  angry  reply  to  this  sally;  but,  as  hastily 
Ateking  the  emotion,  he  walked  to  the  window,  and 
iljpMied  to  be  lost  in  thought;  while  Linton  continued 
Ml  beakfast  with  all  the  zest  of  a  hungry  man. 

**ni  give  up  play  altogether,"  said  .Frobisher. 
"That  Tve  resolved  upon.  This  will  go  abroad,  rely 
ipon  it  Some  of  the  papers  will  get  hold  of  it,  and 
we  shall  see  some  startling  paragraphs  about  — 
^Beeent  Discoveries  in  the  Vice-Regal  Household'  — 
*Kefariou8  System  of  High  Play  at  the  Castle,'  and  so 
«L  Now,  it's  all  very  well  for  you,  who  neither  csare 
who's  in  or  out,  or  hold  any  appointment  here;  but, 
member,  there  are  others  —  myself ,  for  instance  — 
wko  have  no  fancy  for  this  kind  of  publicity."    • 

**In  the  first  place,"  interrupted  Linton,  *^ there  is 
a>  danger-,  and,  in  the  second,  i£  there  were,  it's  right 
weD  remunerated.     Your  appointment  h^x^^  m^  «Si  *^ 
^Ofü^^ent  adraDtageSy   of  which,  not  to   exjdt»  ^wa 
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blushes,  we  shall  say  nothing,  is  some  three  or  fo 
hundred  a  year.  Now,  a  lucky  eYening,  and  conraj 
to  back  the  luck  —  a  quality,  by  the  way,  I  nev 
yet  found  in  one  Englishman  in  a  hundred,  is  wor 
this  twice  or  tbrice  told.  Besides,  remember,  that  ih 
wild  Bull  of  the  Prairies  has  come  of  himself  into  oi 
hunting-grounds.  If  we  don^t  harpoon  him,  somebod 
eise  will.  A  beast  of  such  fat  on  the  haunches  is  n< 
going  to  escape  scot  free;  and  lastly,  by  falling  int 
good  hands,  he  shall  have  the  advantage  of  being  ci 
up  artistically,  and  not  mauled  and  mangled  by  tb 
rüde  fingers  of  the  Ignorant.  Faith,  as  for  myself, 
think  I  richly  merit  all  the  spoils  I  shall  obtain!" 

VAs  how,  pray?"   asked  Lord  Charles,  languidly. 

^^In  the  first  place,  to  speak  of  the  present  — 
have  ridden  out  with  him  — -  sat  beside  him  on  tl 
box  of  his  drag  —  he  is  seen  with  me  in  public,  an 
has  been  heard  to  call  me  'Linton,^  on  the  ride  ] 
Dycer's.  My  tradespeople  have  become  his  trade 
people.  The  tailor  who  reserved  his  master-stroke  < 
genius  for  me,  now  shares  his  favours  with  him,  I 
fact,  Gharley,  we  are  one.  Secondly,  as  regards  tk 
future,  see  &om  what  perils  I  shall  rescue  him.  B 
shall  not  marry  Livy  Kennyfeck  —  he  shall  not  % 
into  Parliament  for  the  liberal  interest  —  nor  for  an 
interest,  if  I  can  help  it  —  he  shall  not  muddle  awa 
a  fine  fortune  in  fattening  Durham  bulls,  and  Berkshii 
boars;  neither  shall  he  excel  in  rearing  mangel-wurti< 
or  beetroot.  1^11  teach  him  to  have  a  soul  above  sul 
soiling,  and  a  spirit  above  green  crops.  He  shall  n^ 
fall  into  the  hands  of  Downie  Meek,  and  barter  h 
birdmght  for  a  Whig  \>axoiie\ic^\  t^^^^&t  «kall  he  l 
the  victim  of  rigbt  h.ouo\tta\iVft  «E^Ä£Ä«Ä^  «sÄ.\öaacr| 
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Lady  Juliana,  or  Cecilia.  In  fine,  111  secure  Jbim  from 
pabÜc  meetings  and  agricultural  societies,  twaddling 
diiiners,  horticultural  breakfasts,  the  Irish  Academy,  and 
Mtb.  White." 

"These  are  great  deservings,  indeed,"  said  Lord 
Cliarles,  affectedly.  ■^, 

"So  they  are,"  said  the  other;  "nor  do  I  believe 
there  is  another  man  about  town  could  pilot  the  Channel 
büt  myself.  It  is  only  reasonable,  then,  if  I  save  the 
craft,  that  I  should  claim  the  salvage.  Now,  the  next 
point  is,  will  yon  be  one  of  the  crew?  I'll  take  you 
with  pleasure,  but  there's  no  impressment.  All  I  ask  is 
secrecy,  whether  you  say  yea  or  nay." 

"Let  me  hear  what  the  Service  is  to  be  like." 

"Well,  we  shaU  first  of  all  cruise  —  confound  me- 
taphors  < —  let  us  talk  plainly.  Cashel  has  given  me  a 
carte  blanche  to  fiU  his  house  with  guests  and  good 
things.  The  Company  and  the  cuisine  are  both  to  be 
among  my  attributions,  and  I  intend  that  we  should  do 
the  thing  right  royally.  Selection  and  exclusiveness, 
are,  of  course,  out  of  the  question.  There  are  so  many 
cock-tails  to  run  —  there  can  be  no  disqualification. 
Out  savage  friend,  in  fact,  insists  on  asking  everybody 
be  sees,  and  we  are  lucky  if  we  escape  the  Infantiy 
«ad  the  Junior  Bai\  Here's  the  list  —  a  goodly  cata- 
logue  truly,  and  such  a  Macedoine  of  incongruities  has 
Wn  rarely  assembled,  even  at  old  Kennyfeck's  dinner- 
table." 

"Why  I  see  few  others  than  the  people  we  met 
there  t'other  day." 

"Not  many;  but  please  to  remember  that  even  a 
country-house  has  limits,   and  that  some  of  t\ie  ga^^Xa^ 
^^east,  mnst  bave  separate  rooms.     To  \)e   »enöxjÄ^ 
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Charley,  I  have  misused  the  Kiiig*s  press  damnably; 
we  have  such  a  parly  as  few  haye  erer  witnessed. 
There  are  the  Kilgoffs,  the  Whites,  the  Hamiltons, 
along  with  tbe  Clan  Kennjfeck,  the  RidlejB,  and  Mft- 
thew  Hannigan,  Esquire,  of  Bally-Hannigan,  the  new 
Member  of  Parliament  for  Dunrone,  and  the  last  eon- 
vert  to  the  soothing  doctrines  of  Downie  Meek.*^ 

"Is  Downie  Coming?  ^^  lisped  the  Aide-de-camp. 

^^Ay,  and  his  daughter  too.  He  wrote  one  of  bifl 
yelvety  epistles ,  setting  forth  the  prayer  of  his  petition, 
in  favour  of  *a  little  girl,  yet  only  in  the  nursery.'"  , 

^'Yes,  yes;  I  know  all  that  Well,  I'm  not  ßony. 
I  like  Jenimy.  She  is  a  confounded  deal  better  tiiän 
her  father,  and  is  a  capital  weight  to  put  on  a  yomig 
horse,  and  a  very  neat  band  too.  Who  next?  Not  the 
Dean,  I  hope." 

*^No;  we  diyided  on  the  Dean,  and  cairied  hifl  ez^ 
clusion  by  a  large  majority.  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  was,  I 
believe,  alone  in  the  lobby." 

*^Glad  of  that!  No  one  can  expect  an  Lish  visit  in 
the  country  without  rain,  and  he's  an  awful  fellow  to 
be  eaged  with,  when  out-o'-door  work  is  impracticable." 

^^Then  there  are  the  Latrobes  and  the  Heatherbys; 
in  fact,  the  old  set,  with  a  Polish  fellow,  of  couxse  a 
Count  —  Deuroominski ;  a  literary  tourist,  brought  bj 
Mrs.  White,  called  Ho  wie;  and  a  small  little  dark  maHi 
one  used  to  see  two  seasons  ago,  that  sings  the  meb* 
dies  and  teils  Irish  legends  —  I  forget  the'name.'' 

"Promiscuous  and  varied,  certainly;  and  what  is 
the  Order  of  the  course?  Are  there  to  be  games,  mrtl 
Sports,  fireworks,  soaped  pigs,  and  other  like  intellec- 
tualities?" 

^^Preciselj]  a  kind  o£  coTOia^-oi-^^'^  130020%^».* 
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p»nd  Scale.  I  have  engaged  Somerton^s  chef;  he  has 
mit  lefi;  his  place.  Gunt^  sends  over  one  of  bis  people ; 
ind  Dubos,  of  the  Oadran  Bleu,  is  to  forward  two 
bampers  per  week  &om  Paris.  Hicksley  is  also  to  pro- 
Tide all  requisites  for  private  theatricab.  In  faet,  nearly 
eTeiything  has  been  attended  to,  save  the  horse  depart- 
ment;  I  wish  you'd  take  that  tinder  your  protectorate ; 
we  shall  want  any  number  of  screws,  for  saddle  and 
hamess,  with  drags,  breaks,  and  machines  of  all  kinds, 
to  diive  about  in.    Do ,  pray,  be  master  of  the  horse." 

^Thanks;  but  I  hate  and  detest  trouble  of  all  kinds. 
So  far  as  selling  you  two  of  my  own  —  a  wall-eye  and 
I  bone-spavin  incladed  —  I  consent" 

^Agreed;  everything  in  your  stable  carries  a  side* 
wddle,  that  I  know,  so  name  your  figure." 

"A  hondred;  they'd  bring  close  on  fifty  at  Dycer's  any 
^7;  so,  I  am  not  exorbitant,  as  these  are  eleclion  times." 

^'There's  the  ticket,  then,"  said  Linton,  taking  ont 
icheck-book  and  filling  up  a  leaf  for  the  sum,  which 
ietore  out  and  presented  to  Lord  Charles. 

"What,  has  he  really  so  far  installed  you  as  to — " 

^'As  to  give  blank  checks,"  said  the  other,  holding 
^the  book  in  evidence,  where  **Eoland  Cashel"  was 
^'^itten  on  a  vast  number  of  pages.  *^I  never  knew  the 
l^rions  sense  of  generosity  before,  Charley.  I  hare 
Wd  a  great  deal  about  liberal  sentiments,  and  «11 
^  kind  o^  thing-,  but  now,  for  the  first  time,  do  I  feel 
4e  real  enjoyment  of  indulgence."*  To  understand  this 
Ö)erty  aright,  however,  a  man  must  have  a  squeeze  — 
^  a  squeeze  as  I  have  experienced  myself  once  or 
*^ce  in  Üfe;  and  then,  my  boy,  as  the  song  says,"  — 
'^,  with  a  bold  rattlin^  air,  he  sang  to  a  ^l|^^i^ax 
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"  When  of  luck  yoa've  no  oard  op, 

And  feel  yoorself  *hard-ap,* 
And  cannot  imagine  a  method  to  win ; 

When  ^frienda*  take  to  stay  you, 

And  Jews  to  deny  yoa, 
Uow  pleasant  to  dip  in  another  man*8  tin. 

'*  Not  seeking  or  craving, 

Some  pettyfül  saving, 
Tou  draw  as  you  like  npon  Drammond  or  Gwynne ; 

And  while  pleaaure  pursuing, 

YoQ  know  there*8  no  mlng 
The  cost  that  comes  oat  of  another  man*«  tin. 


Eh,  Charley!  that's  the  toast  we  ^ Chevaliers  Mod 
should  drink  before  the  health  of  the  Boyal  Fam 

"The  Royal  Family!"  sneered  Frobisher;  "I 
observed  that  loyalty  was  a  very  remarkable  ti 
your  character." 

"The  greater  injustice  yours,  then,"  said  I 
"I  conceived  a  very  early  attachment  to  Monarcl] 
leaming  the  importance  of  the  King  at  Ecart^." 

"I  should  have  thought  the  Knave  had  m< 
your  sympathy,"  said  the  other. 

"Inasmuch  as  he  follows  the  Queen,  I  sup 
said  Linton,  good-humouredly,  laughing;  "but 
don't  look  so  grave,  old  fellow;  had  I  been  a  pc 
UntriguanV  and  devoted  these  goodly  talents  of  m 
small  State  rogueries  in  committees  and  adjoum( 
bates,  rd  have  been  somebody  in  these  duU  tir 
aspiring  mediocrity,  but  as  my  ambitions  have 
soared  beyond  the  possession  of  what  may  carry  ( 
war  of  life,  irrespective  of  its  graver  honours,  yo 
ralists  —  Heaven  bless  the  mark!  —  rather  rega 
distrustfiilly.  Now,  let  me  teil  you  a  secret,  ai 
one  worth  the  knowing.  There's  nothing  so  fata 
man^s  success  in  life  as  'a  \it\\e  (^ax«ÄX«t%'   ^ 
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great  one  m&j  dispense  with  eveiy  kind  of  ability  and 

acq[airement:   get  jour  name  once  np  in  our  English 

public,  and  you  may  talk,  preach,  and  write  the  most 

lank  nonsense  with  a  very  long  impunity;  but  a  little 

character,  like  a  small  swimming  bladder,   only  buoys 

jm  np  long  enoagh  to  reach  deep    water,    and   be 

drowned.     To  joumey  the  road  of  lÖe  with  this,  is  to 

'cany  weight.'     Take  my  advice  —  I  give  it  in  all 

Bincerity  —  you  are  as  poor  a  man  as  myself;   there 

are  thousands  of  luxuries  you  can  afford  yourself ,  but 

this  is  too   costly  an  indulgence  for  a  small  fortune. 

loar  ^little  character^  is  a  kind  of  cankering  conscience, 

aot  strong  enough  to  keep  you  out  of  wickedness ,  but 

soffidenüy  active  to  make  you  miserable  afterwards. 

Aa  everlasting  suggester  of  small  scruples,  it  leaves  a 

nun  no  time  for  anything  but  petty  expedients  and 

devices,  and  you  hang  suspended  all  your  life  between 

desire  and  denial ,  without  the  comfort  of  the  one  or  the 

credit  of  the  other." 

"Is  the  sermon  over?"  said  Lord  Charles,  rather 
affectmg  than  really  feeling  tired  of  the  "tirade,"  "or 
8W  you  only  rehearsing  the  homily  before  you  preach 
itto  Roland  Cashel?" 

"Quite  wrong  there,  my  Lord,"  said  Linton,  with 
tbe  same  imperturbable  temper.  ^^  Cashel  is  rieh  enough 
to  afford  himself  any  caprice,  even  a  good  name,  if  he 
Hse  it  You  and  I  must  take  ours  as  we  do  railway 
tickets,  any  number  that's  given  us;"  and  with  this 
»peech,  delivered  in  an  air  of  perfect  quietude,  but  still 
emphatically  slow,  he  settled  his  hat  on  before  the  glass, 
^  arranged  his  whiskers,  and  walked  away. 

Lord  Charles  for  a  second  seemed  dispos^d  \.o  xt^süiL«^ 
an^  repljr,  but  correcting  the  impulse,  \i^  ^aBwiA 


so 
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game,  even  if  left  all  to  yourself.  He  was  always  Wn 
to  smash  the  tackle  at  the  moment  when  ahnest  cau^ 
TLere,  don^t  look  so  puzzled,  dear;  I  waa  011I7  foUc 
ing  out  a  little  reverie  —  that's  alL" 

Meanwhile  Cashel  hastily  descended  the  stairs,  i 
over  good-humouredlj  commenting  on  Mr.  Kennyfec 
ill-chosen  moment  for  a  business  conversation.  *^I  c 
only  stay  a  few  minutes,  or  rather  seconds/'  cried  '. 
as  he  opened  the  door  of  the  study;  and  then  chec^ 
himself  as  he  perceived  a  short,  stout,  elderlj  man, 
venerable  appearance,  who  rose  respectMly  from  '. 
chair  as  he  came  in. 

"Doctor  Tiernay  —  Mr.  Cashel/'  said  Kennyfe« 
presenting  the  stranger.  "I  have  taken  the  liberly 
delaj  you,  Sir,  since  it  would  be  a  great  conY^ei 
if  you  could  accord  this  gentleman  a  brief  hearing 
present;  he  has  come  above  a  hundred  miles  to  cra 
it,  and  must  leave  Dublin  by  the  afte^ioon  mail.'* 

^'Without  it  be  Mr.  CasheFs  pleasure  to  detain  m< 
said  the  Doctor,  submissively. 

"He  is  a  tenant  of  your  Tubbermore  estate,  Si] 
resumed  Kennyfeck,  "a  very  near  neighbour." 

"I  regret  that  I  am  pressed  for  time  at  thia  m 
ment,  Sir,''  said  Cashel,  drawing  on  his  gloves  ii 
patiently;  ^'but  I  believe  it  is  the  less  consequenc 
inasmuchi  as  I  really  know  nothing  —  absolutely  n 
thing  —  and  you,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  know  eyeiythii 
about  that  property,  and  are,  by  far,  the  b^t  pers( 
to  hear  and  decide  upon  this  gentleman's  propositio: 
whatever  it  be." 

"It  is  a  case  that  must  be  decided  by  yourself,  Sir 

said  the  Doctor.     "It  is  neither  a  matter  of  law  n< 

n'gbtj  but  a  simple  question  oi  ^\Ä\)öst  ^wsl  ^\Xl  do  i 
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aeC  of  great  kindness  to  the  oldest  tenant  on  yonr  pro- 
perty,  a  man  who,  now  overtaken  by  years  and  sick- 
ness,  may  not,  perhaps,  l>e  alive  at  my  retum,  to  hear 
of  your  benevolence." 

"It  is  about  this  renewal,  Sir,"  interpösed  Kennj- 
feck,  who  saw  Gasbers  increasing  impatience  to  be  away. 
"Mr.  Comgan's  lease  expires  on  tbe  25th." 

"He  is  now  strack  by  paralysis,'*  interrupted  the 
Doetor;  "and  bis  only  prayer  is,  to  be  suflTered  to  die 
beneath  the  roof  where  he  has  lived  for  fifty  years." 

"A  tenant  at  will,"  interpösed  Kennyfeck. 

"Gracious  Heaven!  how  could  he  suppose  I  should 
dream  of  dispossessing  him  ?  "  cried  Cashel.  "  Of  course, 
%r,  the  honse  is  bis  own  so  long  as  he  pleases  to  hold 
it  Teil  him  so.  Mr.  Kennyfeck  will  teil  him  from 
me,  that  he  need  not  give  the  matter  another  thought 
I  am  sincerely  grieved  that  it  should  have  alreadj 
caused  him  so  mach  anxiety." 

"Ah,  Sir,"  cried  the  Doetor,  while  two  very  dubioas 
^opg  twinkled  in  bis  eyes,  **you  are,  indeed,  worthy 
ofthe  good  fortune  that  has  befallen  you.  My  poor 
oU  friend  will  bloss  you,  with  a  prouder  heart  in  bis 
l)eKef  in  human  nature,  than  even  bis- gratitude  could 
wiggest  Farewell,  Sir,  and  may  you  long  live  to  be 
88  Sappy  as  you  know  how  to  make  others." 

With  an  Impulse  of  irrepressible  warmth  the  old 
|Äan  seized  Cashers  band  in  both  bis  own,  and  pressed 
it  cordially,  when  the  door  suddenly  opened,  and 
^^ißton,  dressed  in  a  riding  custome,  appeared. 

"What,  Eoland,  at  business  so  early!  Do  you 
^ow  youVe  an  hour  behind  time?" 

"I  do;  but  I  conldn^t  help  —  in  faet,  tiaiÄ  ^ää  'vöi- 
expected  — " 
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"It  was  an  act  of  benevolence,  Sir,  detained  Mi 
Casliel,"  interrupted  the  Doctor.  "I  believe  no  aj 
pointment  can  be  broken  with  a  safer  apology." 

"Ho!  ho!"  Said  Linton,  throwing  up  bis  eyebrowi 
as  if  he  suspected  a  snare  to  his  friend^s  simplicit] 
"Which  of  the  Missions  to  convert  the  Blacks,  or  whi 
family  of  continuous  twins  are  you  patronising?" 

"Good-by,  Sir,"  said  the  Doctor,  tuming  towaic 
Cashel.  "I'd  ask  yonr  pardon  for  the  liberty  I  ha^ 
already  taken  with  you,  if  I  were  not  about  to  trän 
gress  again." 

Here  he  looked  Linton  fiilly  in  the  face. 

"Mr.  Cashel  has  done  a  kind  and  worthy  actic 
this  morning,  Sir;  bat  if  he  does  many  more  such,  ac 
keep  your  Company,  he  is  not  only  a  good  man,  bi 
the  strongest  principled  one  I  ever  met  with." 

As  the  last  word  was  uttered,  the  door  closed  afi? 
him,  and  he  was  gonc. 

"So  then,  I'm  the  Mephistopheles  to  your  Fanst 
said  Linton,    laughing  heartily,    "but  what  piece 
credulous  benevolence  has  cost  you  this  panegyric  ai 
me  this  censure?" 

"Oh,    a  mere   trifle,"    said  Cashel,    preparing 
leave  —  "a  simple  grant  of  renewal  to  an  old  tena 
on  my  estate." 

"Only  that,"  said  Linton,  affccting  the  coolest  i 
difFerence,  while  by  a  keen  glance  at  Kennyfeck,  ] 
revealed  a  profound  consciousness  of  his  fiiond's  siJ 
plicity. 

"Nothing  more,  upon  my  honour;  that  little  cc 
tage  of  Tubber-beg." 

"Not  that  fishing  \odge  A^eÄvOi^i  ^^  y«^t.^  \ä  ^ 
angle  of  yonr  own  demcsno?'"  aÄ\5.^ÖLlA\i\ß.\i.»  ^»^s^: 
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"The  same  —  why  —  what  of  it?" 

'^Nothing,  saye  that  yonr  magnanimity  is  bnt  one- 
öded,  smce  only  so  late  as  Tbiirsdaj  last,  when  we 
over  the  map  together,  you  gave  me  that  cot- 
nntil  such  time  as  jou  shonld  include  the  farm 
wühin  the  demesne." 

"By  Jupiter,  and  so  I  did!"  exclaimed  Cashel, 
wiiile  a  flush  of  shame  covered  bis  face  and  forehead; 
"vhat  a  confotmded  memory  I  have.  What  is  to  be 
done?" 

"Oh,  never  fret  abont  it,"  said  Linton,  taking  bis 
arm  and  leading  bim  away.  "The  thing  is  easily 
8etüed.  What  do  I  want  with  a  cottage?  The  old 
gentleman  is,  doubtless,  a  far  more  mral  personage 
tiian  I  shonld  prove.  Let  us  not  forget  Aubrey's  break- 
&8t,  which,  if  we  wait  much  longer,  will  be  a  luncheon. 
Theladies  well,  Mr.  Kennyfeck?"  This  was  the  first 
bne  he  had  noticed  that  gentleman. 

"Quite  well,  Mr.  Linton,"  said  he,  bowing  politely. 

"Pray  present  my  respects.  By  the  way,  you  don't 
^f9jA  a  side-saddle  horse,  do  you?" 

"I  thank  you,  we  are  supplied." 

"What  a  pity,  IVe  got  such  a  grey,  with  that 
»winging  low  cantering  action  Miss  Kennyfeck  likes; 
Ae  rides  so  well!    I  wish  she^d  try  bim." 

A  shake  of  the  head  and  a  bland  smile  intimated 
*  mild  refusal. 

"Inexorable  father;  come,  Cashel,  you  shall  make 
4e  amende  for  having  given  away  my  cottage;  you 
ömst  buy  Eeginald,  and  make  bim  a  present  to  the 
lady;' 

^''Ägreedy''  said  Gashel]    "send  liim  ovet  \.o-%«^\ 
M  mine,    or  ratber  Miss  KennyfecVB.    ^«.7  ^  "^"«i 
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reallj   I   will   not   be    opposed.      Mr.   Kennyfec 
insist^^l 

The  worthy  attomey  yielded,  but  not  withoi 

Inctance,  and  saw  them  depart,  with  grave  misgi 

that  the    cid   Doetor's   sentiment   was    trolj    sp 

and  that  Linton^s  companionship  was  a  most  unh 

.  accident. 

"I  must  get  mto  Parliament/'  said  Linton,  i 
seated  himself  beside  Cashel  in  the  phaeton,  "if  it 
only  to  quote  you  as  one  of  that  much-belied 
the  Irish  Landlord.  The  man  who  grants  ren< 
of  bis  best  land,  on  terms  contracted  three  hui 
years  ago,  is  very  much  wanting  just  now.  Wl 
Sensation  it  will  create  in  the  House,  when  the^ 
^Name,  name,'  and  I  reply  that  I  am  under  a  po 
personal  injunction  not  to  name,  and  then  Sha 
Grawford,  or  one  of  that  set,  rises  and  avers  thi 
believed  the  Honourable  and  Leamed  Gentlei 
Statement  to  be  perfectly  unfounded.  Amid  a  d 
of  'OhsP  I  stand  up  and  boldly  declare  that  fv 
reserve  is  no  longer  possible,  and  thait  the  gentl 
whom  I  am  so  proud  to  call  my  Mend  is  R< 
Cashel,  Esq.,  of  Tubbermore.  There's  immortalit 
you  for  that  evening  at  any  rate.  You'U  be  toast 
JBellamy's,  at  supper,  and  by  the  white-headec 
genüeinen  who  sit  in  the  window  at  the  Carlton." 

"Youll  not  hint  that  I  had  abeady  made  a  pr 
of  the  lands  when  I  displayed  so  much  munificei 
said  Cashel,  smiling. 

"Not  a  syllable;  but  TU  teil  the  secret  to  the 
Position  if  you  ever  grow  restive,"  said  Linton,  w 
Jaa^;  in  whioh,  had  RoVanöi  sta^Kka^l^^^^^x.,  ha  t 
hdre  read  a  valuable  lesson. 
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"ii  propos  of  Parliament  —  Kennyfeck  persists  in 
boiing  me  about  it,  and  that  Mr.  Downie  Meek  seems 
to  hsve  it  at  heart,  that  I  am  to  represent  something 
or  somebodj,  well  knowing  the  while,  that  I  cannot 
possibly  be  snpposed  to  understand  anything  of  the 
interests  whereon  I  should  be  called  to  vote  and  legis- 
late." 

"That's  not  so  mnch  consequence,"   said  Linton; 

"you'd  find  a  very  strong  section  of  the  House  very 

fike  yourself,  but  the  thing  would  bore  you;  you  would 

neitlier  like  the  fatigae  nor  the  slavery  of  it;    and, 

positively,   there  is  no  excitement,   save  for  the  half 

dosen  who  really  contest  the  race.     Meek,   and  others 

of  the  same  stamp,  will  teil  yon,   that  property  should 

be  represented  in  the  Legislature.     I  agree  fully  with 

äie  sentiment  —  so  it  should.     So  also  should  a  man's 

Tents  be  collected,  but  thafs  no  reason  he  should  be 

Us  own  agent,  when  he  can  find  another,  far  more 

upable^  ready  for  office  —  Touch  that  off-side  horse, 

WH  skulk  his   coUar  when  he  can  —  Now,   if  you 

We  county  or   borough   influence    going  a  begging, 

send  in  your  nominee,    any  fellow  who'U   suit  your 

▼iews,  and   express  your  opinions  —  myself,   for  in- 

stance,'*   said  he,  laughing,   "for  want  of  a  better  — 

Those  manes  don^t  lie  right,  that  near-sider^s  falls  on 

the  wrong  side   of  the  neck  —  The  great  secret  for 

*Qy  man,   situated  as  you  are,  is  to  avoid  all  compli- 

cations,  political,  social,  and  matrimonial.     You  have  a 

gjorious  open  country  before  you,  if  there  be  no  cross- 

riding  to  spoil  your  run." 

"Well,  I  am  not  above  taking  advice,"  said  Cashel, 
%t  realJjr  I  mast  own,   that,  from  tllO  ^U\e  T\^  ^^^"C^ 
^^ae  matter,   it  seema  iarder  to  go  t\lTOUg\i  ^'ö  V^'öa 
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a  good  fortuno  than  without  a  Shilling.     I  know  that, 
as  a  poor  man,  very  latelj  — " 

"Come,  come,  you  know  very  little  of  what  poverty 
means;  yonVe  been  leading  a  gay  life  in  a  land  where 
men  do,  by  one  bold  enterprise,  the  work,  which  costB 
years  of  slow  toil  in  our  tamer  regions.  New  I  should 
haye  liked  that  kind  of  thing,  myself.  Ay,  you  may 
smile,  tbat  a  man  who  devotes  a  large  sbare  of  each 
day  to  tbe  tie  of  bis  cravat,  and  the  immacnlate 
elegance  of  bis  boots,  should  venture  to  talk  of  Piairie 
life  and  adventure.  Take  care  —  by  Jove!  I  thougfat 
you  were  into  that  apple-stall.^ 

"Never  say  it  twice,"  cried  Cashel,  gaily.  "Fm 
beginning  to  feel  confoundedly  tired  of  this  life  here; 
and,  if  I  don't  find  that  it  improves  on  acquaintance, 
m  take  a  run  down  west,  just  to  refresh  my  spirits. 
Will  you  come  with  me?" 

"With  my  whole  heart  I  join  the  proposal;  bot 
you  are  not  serious*;  I  know  you  are  merely  jesting  in 
all  this." 

"Perfectly  serious.  I  am  decidedly  weaiy  of  sevea 
o^clock  dinners  and  moming  calls;  but  here  we  are — ^ 

As  he  spoke  they  drove  into  the  barra(^-yard, 
where  groups  of  lounging  officers,  in  every  variety  of 
undress,  were  seen  in  all  the  insipid  enjoyment  of  that 
cigar  Smoking  existence,  which  forms  the  first  artide  in 
our  military  code  of  education. 

The  gallant  — th  Light  Dragoons  were  a  "ÜBUit 
regiment,"  and  the  inventors  of  that  new  locomotive  on 
the  road  to  ruin,  called  "a  mess  breakfast"  —  a  meal 
where  Champagne  flows  with  a  pro^sion  rarely  seen  at 
dinner^  and  by  which  men  begin  the  day  in  a  främe 
of  mind  that  would  not  \)e  "verj  ^^^otwÄ  ^s^^sql  ^^^j^ 


ROLAND  OASHEL.  233 

onduding  it.  Cafliel,  being  a  honoured  guest,  drank 
dne  with  every  one,  not  to  speak  of  participating  in 
arions  litde  bibatory  trios  and  qnartetts,  so  lliat  when 
tie  entertainment  drew  to  a  close,  he  was  very  far 
rom  that  self^possession  and  command  wliich,  wiäi  all 
is  high  spirits,  seldom  deserted  him. 

A  tremendous  fall  of  rain,  that  showed  no  prospect 
f  ceasing,  had  just  set  in,  so  that  the  party  agreed  to 
epair  to  the  Majores  rooms,  and  make  a  pool  at  ecarte. 
Lfter  some  talking  about  play  in  general,  and  some 
uizzing  about  not  being  able  to  bet  a  sum  such  as 
iashel  would  care  to  play  for,  the  game  began. 

Notwithstanding  the  apologies,  the  play  was  high, 
0  much  so,  that  Cashel,  never  a  very  shrewd  observer, 
ould  not  help  remarking  that  several  of  the  players 
ould  not  conceal  the  anxiety  the  game  inspired. 

Boland  himself  joined  less  from  inclination  than 
eUowship,  and  far  better  pleased  to  be  at  liberty  to 
hai  THth  some  of  the  others,  than  to  be  seated  at  the 
xhle,  he  arose  each  time  he  lost,  well  content  to  pay 
Eor  freedom  by  his  gold.  His  natural  indifference,  added 
b  a  perfect  carelessness  about  money,  induced  him 
to  accept  any  bet  that  was  offered,  and  these  were 
keely  proposed,  since,  in  play  parlance^^  "the  run  was 
igainst  him;^^  so  that,  ere  the  tmmpet-call  announced 
Ae  time  to  dress  for  the  mess,  he  had  lost  heavily. 

"You  have  no  idea  how  much  you  have  lost,"  said 
Linton,  in  a  low  voice,  and  with  a  gravity  of  manner 
•fanost  reproachful. 

''Not  the  slightest,"  said  Cashel,  laughing. 

"I  can  teil  you,  then,  for  I  have  totted  it  up.   This 
BMkming's   wprk   has    co£it  yon    seven  thoufi^oidL  ^oxci<& 
\nB^red  ponndB.  *' 


\ 
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^'one  bere  abeady!     You  see,  earlj  as  it  is,  J) 
w^ork,    discoantmg  and  protesting  as  usual. 
way,  I  have  forgot  one  essential:  he  never 
stamp,  and  so  I  must  provide  one.     Wait  fof  n 
there  is  a  place  in  tbe  neighbourhood  wbere  i 
be  bad,  and  Fll  be  back  presentlj/* 

Casbel  sat  bimself  down  in  tbe  cbeerless  lit 
tbinking  of  tbe  many  wbo  migbt  bave  waite 
before,  in  so  many  frames  of  anxiety  and  t 
suspenso.  His  own  memory  could  recal  a  so 
similar  cbaracter  in  Geizbeimer,  and  wbile  be  t 
remembering  some  features  of  tbe  past,  be  fei 
reverie,  forgetting  time  and  place  togetber,  th 
öf  voices  from  tbe  adjoining  room  serving  ratbe 
tban  arouse  bis  attention.  At  last  a  word  cai 
ear.  He  started  suddenly,  and  looking  about 
a  second,  experienced  almost  a  difficulty  to  re 
wbere  be  was.  Could  it  be  possible,  or  was 
fancy?  but  be"  belieyed  be  beard  bis  name  nw 
by  some  one  witbin  tbat  roöm.  Less  caring  1 
bow  or  by  wbom  tbe  name  was  spoken,  tba 
fact  were  actually  so,  be  leaned  forward  on  b 
and  beut  bis  ear  to  listen:  wben  be  bearc 
voice  louder  tban  bad  been  used  before,  tbe  f( 
words: 

"It  may  all  be  as  you  say,  Sir;  I  won't 
to  tbrow  a  doubt  upon  your  words;  but,  as 
man  of  business,  I  may  be  permitted  to  say,  1 
promise,  bowever  satisfactory  to  your  friend's  i 
is  not  wortb  a  sixpence  in  law.  Corrigan  asl 
«  renewal  of  bis  lease,  and  tbe  otber  says,  'Ket 
holiting  —  don't  disturb  yourself ,'  and  tbere  1 
tenant  at  will.     Now ,  fox  \k^  Y^xrg^^^^  ^ ws. 
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fkm  towaxda  me,  that  pledge  goes  for  nothing.  I 
taonot  renew  these  bills  upon  such  firail  security.  If 
ka  old  man  cannot  find  means  to  meet  them,  Leiceater 
rast,  that's  all;' 

"Leicester  is  a  Yillain!"  cried  another  and  a  deeper 
oiee,  whose  tones  seemed  not  quite  stränge  to  Ko- 
ind's  ears.  "He  has  ruined  my  poor  old  £riend;  he 
iU  soon  leave  him  houseless:  and  he  threatens  to 
ftve  him  almost  friendless  too." 

"He  told  me,"  said  the  other,  "he  should  certainly 
jiim  his  danghter,  and  means  to  return  next  summer 
ir  that  purpose." 

"I  almost  hope  poor  Con  will  never  live  to  see 
lat  day,"  said  the  former,  with  a  heavy  sigh. 

"Well,  to  retum  to  our  own  affair,  Sir,  I  teil,  you, 
ankly,  I  don't  consider  Cashel's  promise  deserving  of 
&7  coDsideration.  He,  doubtless,  means  to  keep  it; 
bafs  the  very  most  anybody  can  say  about  it  But 
ttnember  what  a  life  he  is  leading:  he  has  drawn 
il)o?e  thirty  thousand  out  of  Latrobe's  hands  in  three 
AOQtliB;  no  one  knows  for  what.  He  has  got  among 
^  Bet  of  men  who  play  high ,  and  cannot  pay  if  they 
^.  Now,  his  estate  is  a  good  one;  but  it  can't  last 
'^  ever.  My  notion  is  that  the  young  fellow  will  end 
tt  he  began,  and  become  a  Buccaneer  once  more." 

"He  has  a  long  course  to  run  ere  that  comes," 
>aid  the  other. 

"Not  so  long  aa  you  fancy.  There  are  demands 
ip(mhim  from  quarters  you  little  suspect,  or  that,  for 
^  moment,  he  little  suspects  himself  It  would  sur- 
?öae  you  to  hear  that  he  is  in  Leicester's  hands  too." 

"Roland  Cashel,  Mr.  Cashel,  in  Leicester'B  haadi^l 
Bow  da  j^oa  meanP" 
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Just  at  Ulis  instant  Linton^s  foot  was  heard  ascend 
the  stairs,  and  Cashel,  whose  eagemess  to  hear 
remainder   became  a  perfect  tortnre  of  anxietj, 
forced  to  lose  the  opportunity. 

^'What  a  hunt  I  have  had,'^  said  Linton,  as  he 
tered,  flushed  and  weary-looking.  "Our  amouii 
rather  above  the  ordinarj  mark,  and  I  fonnd  it 
most  impossible  to  procure  the  stamps.  Are  70a  t 
waiting?" 

"No;    nothing   to    speak    of/'    said    Cashel, 
fiisedly. 

"Well,  I  fancy  our  friend  here  has  had  much  i 
than  his  share  of  an  audience.  I'll  see  and  nne 
him." 

And  so  saying,  Linton  knocked  with  his  cam 
the  door;  a  low  murmuring  of  voices  succeeded, 
sound  of  feet  foUowed,  and  soon  after   the  door 
opened,  and  a  small,  thin,  pale-faced  man  in  b 
appeared. 

"Good  moming,  Mr.  Hoare.     Here  have  we  1 
playing  ante-chamber  to  your  3erene  highness  for 
an  hour.     This  is  Mr.  Koland  Cashel,  Mr.  Hoare, 
wishes  to  make  your  acquaintance." 

Thelittle  man  tumed  his  quick  grey  eyes  tow 
Cashel,  with  a  most  scrutinising  keenness;  but,  as 
denly  withdrawing  them,  invited  both  to  enter. 

"Be  seated,  Gentlemen.  Pardon  the  humble 
commodation  of  this  place.     Take  a  chair,  Mr.  Linl 

"We  want  tin,  Mr.  Hoare,"  said  Linton,  slap 

his  boot  with  his  cane:  "that  most  universal  and  vt 

want.     My  Mend  here  desires  to  raise  a  sum,  wit 

having  recourse  to  his  agent,  and  I  believe  no  man 

aid  in  a  Utile  secret-service^  tcaxvsÄRNÄöii  ^&Ä  ^oxuael 
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the  sum  a  large  one,  Sir?^'  said  Hoare,  addregs- 
hei. 

cannot  teil  jou  exactly/*  said  Gashel,  in  some 

•n  at  the  confession  of  his  ignorance.     "I  fancy 

be  close  on  ten  or  twelve  thousand  poimds.^' 

)re  like  twenty!"  cried  Linton,  coolly.     Then 

to  Hoare  he  went  on:  "My  friend  here  is,  hap- 

him,  very  little  skilled  in  ajOPairs  of  this  kind; 

bis  security  is  abont  the  best  that  can  be  offered, 

not  buy  his  experience  very  dearly.    New  just 

frankly,  how?  wben?  and  on  wbat  tenns  be 

e  this  money?" 

►ney  is  scarce  just  now,  Sir,"  said  Hoare;  "but 
'x^urities,  Mr.  CasheFs  bills  are  quite  sufficient. 
3  no  necessity  for  any  legal  expenses  wbatever. 
not  say  that  the  transaction  shall  be  perfectly 
in  fact,  I'll  keep  the  bills  in  my  own  hands  tili 

lere,   that's  the  man  I  told  you  he  was,"   cried 

"A  Crcesus  in  generosity  as  in  gold.    I  would 

yrour  son,  or  your  son-in  law,  Hoare.'' 

o  much  honour,  Mr.  Linton,"  said  the  money- 

^hose  slight  flush  did  not  betoken  a  concurrence 

wn  words.     "Now  to  business,"  continued  he, 

ng  Cashel.    "If  you  favour  me  with  your  name 

bills  for  five  thousand  each,  and  Üie  accom- 

charges  for  interest,  discount,  commission,  and 

I'll  engage  that  you  have  this  money  within 

k." 

uld  it  not  be  to-morrow?  I  should  like  greatly 
the  whole  off  my  mind;  and  as  I  mean  not  to 
ain— " 
ohj  poob, "  8aid  Linton^  stopping  an  ex^WÄÄssw 
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he  was  by  no  means  pleased  Hoare  should  hear;  '^time 
enough  for  resolntions ,  and  time  enough  for  paym^ 
too.  By  the  end  of  the  week,  Hoare,  will  do  perfecfly. 
You  can  bring  the  bills  with  you  to  my  quarters,  say 
on  Saturday  mommg,  and  we'U  drive  over  to  Mr. 
Cashers." 

"Very  well,  Sir.  TU  be  punctual.  At  eleven  on 
Saturday,  expect  me.  May  I  bring  that  litüe  thing  of 
yours  for  200/.  with  it,  Mr.  Linton?" 

"Of  course,  you  may  not.  Where  do  you  expeot 
me  to  find  money  for  the  debüs  of  last  year?  My  dear 
Hoare,  I  have  no  more  memoiy  for  such  things  than  I 
have  for  the  sorrows  of  childhood." 

"Ah,  very  well,  Sir,  we'll  keep  it  over,"  said 
Hoare,  smiHng. 

"Let  him  bring  it,"  whispered  Cashel,  "and  inclnde 
it  in  one  of  my  bills.  There's  nothing  so  worrying  as 
an  overhanging  debt." 

"Do  you  think  so?"  replied  Linton.  "Bless  me,  I 
never  feit  that.  A  life  without  duns  is  like  a  sky  wiih- 
out  a  cloud,  very  agreeable  for  a  short  time,  but  soon 
becoming  wearisome  from  very  monotony,  You  gron 
as  sick  of  uninterrupted  blue  as  ever  you  did  of  im- 
pending  rain  and  storm.  Let  me  have  the  landscapc 
effeet  of  light  and  shadow  over  existence.  The  bnl- 
liant  bits  are  then  ten  times  as  glorious  in  colour,  anc 
the  dark  shadows  of  one^s  mortgages  only  heighten  th( 
warmth  of  the  picture.  Ask  Hoare,  liiere,  A^U  teL 
you.     I  actually  cherish  my  debts." 

"Very  true,  Sir;  you  cannot  bear  to  pari  wifl 
them  either." 

"Well  Said,   old  Moses;  the  *interest'  they  infipin 
IS  too  sträng  for  one's  feeün^.  '^u\.V«:^\\'WHt«wiM 
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Mh  amyals  withont     Another  boat-load  of  the  d  —  d 
hu  crossed  the  Styx." 

"Thanks  for  the  simile,  Sir,"  seid  Hoare,  smiling 
fiuntly  —  "on  Saturday." 

"On  Saturday,"  repeated  Linton. 
Cashel  lingered  as  lie  left  the  room;  a  longing  desu*e 
to  speak  one  word  —  to  ask  one  qnestion  of  Hoare: 
who  was  this  Leicester  of  whöm  he  spoke?  —  was  up- 
permost  in  his  mind,  and  yet  he  did  not  dare  to  own 
be  had  heard  the  words.  He  could  have  wished,  too, 
fo  commnnicate  his  thoughts  to  Linton,  but  a  secret 
fear  told  him  that  perhaps  the  mystery  might  be  one 
he  would  not  wish  revealed. 

"Why  so  thoughtfiil,  Roland?"  said  Linton,  after 
fraversing  some  streets  in  silence.  "My  friend  Hoare 
ias  not  terrified  you?" 

"No.  I  was  not  thinking  of  him,"  said  CasheL 
"What  kind  of  character  does  he  bear?" 

"Pretty  much  that  of  all  his  class.  Sharp  enongh, 
when  sharpness  is  called  for,  and  seeaningly  liberal  if 
liberality  pays  better.  To  me  he  has  been  ever  gener- 
ous.  Why,  Heaven  knows;  I  suppose  the  secret  will 
out  one  of  these  days.     Fm  sure  I  don't  ask  for  it." 

Linton^s  flippancy,  for  the  first  time,  was  distasteful 
to  Cashel.  If  the  school  in  which  he  was  bred  taught 
little  remorse  about  the  sin  of  incurring  debt,  it  incul- 
cated,  however,  a  manly  self-reliance,  to  clear  off  the 
incumbrance  by  some  personal  effort,  and  he  by  no 
means  sympathised  with  the  cool  indifference  of  Linton^s 
philosophy.  Linton,  always  shrewd  enough  to  know 
when  he  had  not  "made  a  hit,"  at  once  tümed  the  con- 
versation  into  another  Channel,  by  asking  at  ^\i«l  \m!^ 
CaBhel  propoaed  to  receive  his  visitora  at  TxjÄS^^TmQt^. 
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*'Is  the  hononr  serioosly  intended  me?**  eaid  Cashel, 
"or  is  it  merelv  a  piece  of  fashion&hle  qtiizsiiig  this 
promlsed  visit,  for  I  own  I  scarcely  snpposed  so  many 
fine  people  woold  Hke  to  encounter  the  hard  nsage  of 
snch  an  cid  min  as  I  hear  this  niiist  be.'^ 

^'You  11  have  them  to  a  certainty.  I  donbt  if  there 
will  be  a  single  apologr.  I  know  at  this  instant  the 
most  urgent  soücitations  have  been  employed  to  proeoze 
invitations.'* 

"With  all  my  heart,  then,''  cried  Cashel;  "only  re- 
member  the  order  of  the  conrse  depends  on  you.  I 
know  nothing  of  how  they  ought  to  be  entertained  or 
amnsed.  Take  the  whole  affair  into  your  own  hands, 
and  I  shall  concnr  in  eveiything." 

"Originality  is  always  better  than   imitation,  bnt 
still  if  one  cannot  strike  ont  a  totally  new  line  —  what 
do  you  think  of  taking  old  Mathews  of  Johnstown  for 
OUT  model,  and  iuvite  all  our  guests  with  free  pennis- 
sion  to  dine,  breakfast,   and  sup  at  what  hour,   and  in 
what  parties  they  please?   This  combines  the  unbridied 
freedom  of  an  inn,  with  the  hospitality  of  a  countiy- 
house.     Groups  form  as  fancy  dictates.     New  combina- 
tions  spring  up  each  day  —  no  fatigue,  no  ennui  can 
ensue  with  such  endless  changes  in  companionship,  and 
you  yourself ,  instead  of  the  fatiguing  duties  of  a  hosti 
are   at  liberty,  like  any  of  your  guests,  to  join  this 
party  or  that." 

"I  like  the  notion  immensely  —  how  would  our 
friends  take  it,  for  that  is  the  point?^* 

"It  would  be  populär  with  every  one,  for  it  will 

suit  your  people  who  know  and  like  to  mix  with  everf 

set  in  Society,  and  at  the  same  time  gratify  your  *e^~ 

clüsiveß/  who  can  form  their  0N<?iv'\iVÄö  ^Q\m!^  —  inA 
i 
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aU  tlie  jealous  selection  thej  love.  Besides,  it  avoids 
aaoüier  and  a  great  dif&calt3r.  Had  you  receiyed  in 
•rdmary  fashion,  jou  must  have  asked  some  ladj-friend 
to  have  done  the  honours  for  jou.  This  would  haTe 
been  a  matter  of  the  greatest  embarrassment  The 
Kennyfecks  have  not  rank  enongh  —  old  Lady  Janet 
would  haye  frightened  every  one  away  —  Mrs.  White 
votdd  have  filled  the  honse  with  her  own  *blues,'  and 
banished  every  one  eise  —  and  as  for  Lady  Kilgoff — 
who  beside  being  a  very  pretty  woman  and  well-man- 
nered,  has  an  exceedingly  fascinating  way  with  strangers 
—  *ily  Lord'  is  so  jealous,  so  absurdly,  madly  jealous, 
that  die  dare  not  ask  after  the  success  of  a  shooting- 
party  without  his  suspecting  an  allegorical  allusion  to 
Cnpid  and  his  shaflts/' 

"Well  then,  let  us  resolve  to  receive  *en  Mathews-,' 
and  now,  when  shall  we  name  the  day?" 

"Let  US  wait  tili  the  result  of  the  division  be  known 
in  Parliament.  A  change  of  Ministers  is  hinted  at,  and 
if  it  were  to  occur,  you'U  have  eveiy  one  hastening 
avay  to  his  county  for  the  new  election;  by  Saturday 
"ve  shall  leam  everything,  and  that  will  be  time 
enough." 

^In  any  case  I  had  better  set  off  and  see  what  can 
be  done  to  put  the  house  in  a  fit  State  to  receive  them/' 
"Leave  all  that  to  me.  111  take  Popham,  the  archi- 
*ect,  down  with  me,  and  you  need  never  trouble  your 
^*«ad  about  the  matter.  It's  quite  clear  people  who  ae- 
^  an  invitation  like  the  present,  must  put  up  wüjh 
a  hundred  small  penalties  on  convenience.  The  liberty 
<^Budi  a  house  always  repays  whatever  is  wantbg  on  the 
*^re  of  ceremonial  and  order,  and  your  fine  ^^t»^ 
^0  woiüd  perhapa  give  themselveB  aaia  toi^^^*^  ^^^^ 
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Kennyfecks  and  their  set  —  if  meeting  them  elsewhere 
—  will  here  affect,  at  least,  a  tone  of  good-natnred 
equality,  just  as  in  revolutionaiy  times  people  Bkake 
hands  with  their  hairdresser." 

"But  how  to  amuse  or  even  occupy  them!  that  10  a 
great  puzzle  to  me.^^ 

"Leave  them  perfectly  to  their  own  devices.  In 
fon  there  should  be  always  free-trade.  Protection  minB 
it.  But  all  this  is  Egyptian  to  you,  so  go  to  bed  and 
sleep  soundly,  and  leave  the  cares  of  State  to  me.  - 

On  me  the  glory  or  disgraoe, 

The  pride  of  triumph  or  the  shame  of  fall/* 

"Then  I'U  think  no  more  of  the  matter,"  said 
Cashel;  "and  so  good-by." 

"Now  for  a  twenty-four  hours'  sleep,"  said  Linton, 
"and  then,  once  more,  to  roll  the  stone  of  life,  which, 
by  the  way,  gives  the  lie  to  the  old  adage,  for  un- 
questionably  it  does  *gather  moss*  as  we  grow  older." 

CHAPTER  xyn. 

Confound  their  politlcs  I  —  Katiomai.  Amtbkh« 

LiNTON  was  very  far  from  indulging  that  dreamy 
inaetivity  of  which  he  spoke.  Plans  and  schemes  of 
various  kinds  occupied  his  thoughts  too  intently  to 
admit  of  slumber.  Indeed,  his  theory  was,  that  if  • 
man  could  not  dream  of  some  happy  mode  of  adyancioii 
his  fortune,  sleep  was  a  fearful  inroad  upon  his  worldlj 
career. 

He  at  once  hastened  home  to  read  his  letteis  ao^ 

newspapers,  and  so    impor^ant    did    their   intelligeno^ 

seem,  tbat  be  only  delayed  to  c\idXL^<^  \:d&  droas  and  ^ 
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a  humed  breakfast,  when  he  repaired  to  the  Castle, 
▼Lere  a  few  minntes  previously  the  Secretary,  Mr. 
Downie  Meek,  had  arrived  £rom  his  lodge  in  the  Park. 
"Safe  once  more,  Meek,"  said  he,  entering  the  of- 
fieial  Chamber,  where,  immersed  in  printed  retnms,  pe- 
titions,  and  remonstrances,  sat  the  busy  Secretary. 

"Ah,  Linton!  you  are  the  bien  venu.  We  are  to 
ha?e  another  heat  for  the  race,  though  I  own  it  scarcely 
boks  promising." 

"Particularly  as  you  are  going  to  carry  weight," 
«add  Linton,  laughing.  "Ks  true,  I  suppose,  that  the 
Irish  party  have  joined  you?" 

"There  was  no  help  for  it,"  said  the  Secretary, 
"witli  a  despondent  gesture  of  the  eyebrows;  "we  had 
no  alternative  save  accepting  the  greasy  voices,  or  go 
out  Some  deemed  the  former  the  better  course,  but 
others  remembered  the  story  of  the  Brahmin,  who 
engaged  to  teach  the  ass  to  speak  in  ten  years,  or  eise 
fcrfeit  his  own  head." 

"And  perfectly  right,"  interrupted  Linton.  "The 
Brahmin  had  only  three  chances  in  his  favour.  Now, 
your  Bang  may  die  too,  and  you  have  any  number  of 
asses  to  be  got  rid  of " 

"Let  US  be  serious,  Tom;  what  are  our  prospects  at 
*  general  election?  Are  the  landed  gentry  growing 
afraid  of  the  O'Gorman  party,  or  are  they  still  hanging 
back,  resentfiil  of  PeeVs  desertion?" 

"They  are  very  conservative  —  that  is,  they  want 
*o  keep  their  properties,  and  pay  the  least  possible 
Taxation.  Be  cautious,  however,  and  you  have  them 
»11  your  own.  The  Irish  party  being  now  with  you, 
begm  by  some  marked  favour  to  the  Protestant  Church, 
Hear  me  out    This  will  alarm  the  Romamstft  äilä.  q.«qä^ 
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a  kind  of  split  amongst  them;  such  as  have,  or  expect 
to  have  place ,  will  stand  by  you.  The  others  will  show 
fight.  You  haye  then  an  opportunily  of  prodaiiiiing 
yourselves  a  strong  Protestant  Cabinet,  and  the  nltras 
who  hate  Peel  will  at  least  affect  to  believe  yen. 
While  the  country  is  thus  agitated,  go  to  the  electioiuk 
Your  friends,  amid  so  many  unsettled  opinions,  cannot 
be  expected  to  take  pledges,  or,  better  still,  they  cannot 
accept  any,  subject  to  various  contingencies  nevBr  to 
arise." 

"I  am  sorely  afraid  of  this  Splitting  np  the  forces," 
Said  Meek,  doubtftiUy. 

^^Ifs  your  true  game,  depend  upon  it,^^  saidLinton« 
"These  Irish  allies  are  unwieldy  —  when  numerous.  I 
remember  once  calling  on  Tom  Scott,  the  trainer,  one 
day,  and  while  we  went  through  the  Stahles,  I  conld 
not  help  remarking  the  fine  family  of  boys  he  had. 
*Yes,  Sir,*  said  Tom,  modestly,  'they're  good-looking 
chaps,  and  smart  ones.  God  Almighty  keep  *em  little, 
Sir.'" 

"Ah,  very  true,"  sighed  Meek;  "God  Almighty 
keep  'em  little!" 

"Then,"  resumed  Linton,  "you  have  never  played 
out  that  golden  game  of  Irish  legislation,  which  con- 
sists  in  enacüng  a  law,  and  always  ruling  against  it 
Beeide  for  the  Education  System,  but  promote  the  men 
who  oppose  it.  Condemn  the  public  conduct  of  certain 
parties,  and  then  let  them  figure  asBaronets,  or  Lieute- 
nants of  Counties  in  the  next  Gazette^  and  to  crown  all, 
seek  out  every  now  and  then  some  red-hot  supporter  of 
Government  and  degrade  him  from  the  bench  of  mag!»- 
trates  for  mai-administraüoiil    Tbia^  ^hich  in  Englimd 
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woüld  seem  rather  chaotic  legislation,  will,  to  Irish  in- 
beUigence,  smack  like  even-handed  justice." 

"We  have  a  bad  press,"  said  Meek,  peeyishlj. 

^No  matter,  it  has  the  less  influence.  Believe  me, 
it  wili  be  an  evil  day  for  you  Downing-street  gentlemen 
when  Lreland  possesses  a  really  able  and  independent 
pfMs;  —  when,  avoiding  topics  of  mere  irritating  ten- 
dencj,  men  address  themselyes  to  the  actual  wants  of 
die  conntry,  exemplifying,  as  they  disclose  them,  the 
inaptitade  and  foUy  of  English  Legislation.  Don  t  wait 
for  that  day,  Meek.  In  all  likelihood  it  is  distant 
enough,  bat  in  any  case  don^t  hasten  its  Coming  by 
your  prayers." 

"You  mustnH  broach  these  doctrines  out  of  doors, 
Tom,^'  Said  Meek,  in  a  soft  caressing  tone;  "there  is  a 
hoirid  cant  getting  up  just  now,  against  English  mle, 
and  in  favour  of  native  manufactures." 

"Which  be  they,  Meek?  I  never  heard  of  them. 
Uaynooth  is  the  ohly  factory  I  know  of  in  the  land, 
ad  a  brisk  trade  it  has,  home  and  colonial." 

^Yon  know  as  well  as  any  man  the  benefits  we 
k«ve  conferred  on  this  country." 

"Yes,  it  demands  no  great  tax  on  memory  to  repeat 
Aem.  You  found  a  starving  peasantiy  of  a  couple  of 
nüllions,  and  being  unable  or  incompetent  to  aid  them, 
JOXL  mined  the  gentry  to  keep  them  Company.  You 
8aw  a  mangy  miserable  dog  with  famine  in  his  flank 
and  death  in  his  eye,  and  answering  his  appeal  to 
four  compassion,  you  cut  an  inch  off  his  tail  and  told 
iinn  to  eat  it.'^ 

"Ton  are  too  bad,  Tom  —  a  great  deal  too  bad. 
Vb&t  are  you  looking  for?" 

•^Notbin^  at presenty"  was  the  cool  repVy, 
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**Wliat  in  prospective,  then?" 

"I  should  like  to  be  the  Secretary  for  IreL 
Meek,  wlienever  they  shelye  you  among  the  other 
redeemed  pledges  in  that  pawn*office,  the  Board 
Trade."  Meek  affected  a  laugh,  but  not  over  sncc 
ftiUy ,  while  to  tum  the  conversation,  he  said,  "-4  pn 
to  your  firiend  Oashel,  I  have  not  been  able  to  sl 
him  any  attentions,  so  occupied  have  I  been  with 
thing  and  another.    Let  us  make  a  dinner  for  him." 

"No,  no,  he  doesn't  care  for  such  things.  C( 
and  join  his  house-warming  on  the  Shannon,  that  ^ 
be  far  better." 

^'I  mean  it,  but  I  should  like,  also,  to  see  1 
here.     He  knows  the  Eilgoffs,  doesn't  he?" 

"Slightly;  by  the  way  —  what  are  you  going  to 
with  myLord?  He  wants,  like  Sancho,  to  beGrovei 
of  an  Island." 

"What  an  old  bore;  without  brains,  fortune, 
influence." 

"He  has   a  very  pretty  wife,  Meek.     Don't 
think  the  Foreign  Office  would  recognise  that  claim 

"So  they  send  him  out  of  this,  I  am  content 
to  retum  to  what  we  were  talking  about     Shall 
sayFriday,  or  will  Saturday  suit  you?  and  we'll  m 
up  a  small  party." 

"I  fear  not  I  mean  to  leave  town  by  the  em 
the  week." 

"Not  for  any  time?" 

"A  few  days  only,  and  then  I  shall  be  at  ) 

Orders  —  meanwhile,  leave  Cashel  to  himself;  he 

got  some  suspicions  —  Heayen  knows,  whence  or  1 

—  that  his  borough  influence  makes  him  a  very 

portant  card  just  now,  ^et^^ot^  ^q.\l\.  täJcär^  \&ss 
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staire  him  ont,  and  you^ll  have  him  come  forth  with  a 
^late  flag  one  of  these  days.  I  know  him  well,  and 
ihe  chances  are,  that  if  he  were  to  attribute  any  of 
yoor  civilities  to  the  score  of  your  calculation  respecting 
loa  political  influence,  he  would  at  once  become  your 
I  most  determined  Opponent" 
"Bnt  bis  borough  — " 

**Let  him  represent  it  himself,  Meek,  and  it's  the 
next  best  thing  to  disfranchisement" 

"He  would  not  be  likely  to  accept  any  advice  from 
OS?"  asked  Meek,  half  timidly. 

"To  a  certainty  he  would  not,  although  proffered 
in  your  own  most  insinuating  manner.     Come,  Meek, 
no  nonsense;  you  must  look  out  for  a  seat  for  your 
;  frotege^    Cläre   Jones,    elsewhere;    though  I  teil  you 
frankly  he  is  not  worth  the  trouble." 

"I  declare  you  are  all  wrong,  Linton  —  quite 
wrong;  I  was  thinking  whether  from  motives  of  delicacy 
you  would  not  like  to  press  your  own  claim,  which  we 
naght,  with  so  much  propriety." 

"Thanks,"  said  Linton;  while  a  sly  twinkle  of  his 
I  eye  showed  that  he  did  not  care  to  disguise  the  spirit 
(  <tfmi8trust  with  which  he  heard  the  speech.  "Thanks; 
f  you  are  too  generous,  and  I  am  too  modest,  so  let  us 
t    not  think  more  of  the  matter." 

,  "What  is  Cashel's  real  fortune?"  said  Meek,  not 
sorry  to  tum  the  conversation  into  a  less  dangerous 
cbannel;  "one  hears  so  many  absurd  and  extravagant 
wports,  it  is  hard  to  know  what  to  believe." 

;"Kennyfeck  calls  it  fourteen  thousand  a  year  above 
lU  charges  and  cost  of  collection." 
"And  your  own  opinion?" 
Zm^n  sbragged  bis  Bbouldera  carelessVy ,  aiA  %ÄÄt, 
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"There  or  thereabouts.  I  fancy  that  bis  ready  m< 
has  been  greatly  OTerrated.  But  wby  do  you  j 
Tour  people  wouldn't  give  bim  a  peerage  —  w 
tbey?" 

"Not  now,  of  conrse,''  said  Meek,  besitating. 

"Nor  at  any  time,  I  trust,"  said  Linton,  autl 
tatively.  "Tbe  man  does  not  know  bow  to  bebave 
piain  country  gentlemah;  wby  increase  bis  embar: 
ments  by  making  bim  a  Lord?  Besides,  yon  sb 
take  care  in  tbese  new  creations,  wbo  are  yourpew© 
or  one  of  tbese  days  you'll  bave  oldKennyfeck  fanc; 
tbat  be  is  a  noble  bimself^fjf^     - 

"Tbere  is  no  danger  to  1)e  appreliended  in 
quarter?"     asked    Meel^,     witb    some    trepidation 
manner. 

"Yes,  but  tbere  is,  tbongb,  and  very  considera 
too.  He  bas  been  living  in  tbe  bouse  witb  tbose  { 
—  clever  and  sbrewd  girls,  too.  He  is  more  at 
ease  tbere  tban  elsewbere.  Tbey  listen  patientl) 
bis  tiresome  Prairie  stories,  and  are  indulgent  to  all 
little  'escapades*  —  as  a  'Eancbei'o;'  in  a  word,  h 
a  bero  tbere,  and  never  leaves  tbe  tbresbold  witl 
losing  some  of  tbe  cbarms  of  tbe  Illusion.^' 

"And  you  saw  all  tbis?" 

"Yes." 

"And  suffered  it?" 

"Yes.  Wbat  would  you  bave  me  do?  Had  ti 
been  only  one  girl  in  tbe  case  —  I  migbt  baye  mai 
ber.  But  it  is  only  inBotany,  or  tbe  Bay  of  tbat  ni 
tbat  tbe  Englisb  permit  Polygamy." 

"I  am  very  sorry  to  bear  tbis,"  saidMeek,  grav 

"I  am  very  sorry  to  \iay«>  \t  tci  tell^  Meek," 
tbe  oiber. 
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^He  might  many  so  wellT*  mnttered  Meek,  half  in 
oliloqiiy. 

^'To  be  snre  ha  might;  and  in  good  hands  —  I 
lean  in  those  of  a  man  who  sees  his  waj  in  life  — 
üt  a  Tery  fair  figore,  t5o.  But  it  won^t  do  to  appear 
n  London  with  a  second  or  third-rate  woman,  whose 
mlj  recommendation  ig  the  prettiness  that  has  fascinated 
CasÜe  Ballfl'  in  Dublin.'' 

^Let  US  talk  over  this  again,  Linton,''  said  Meek, 
ananging  his  papers,  and  affecting  to  be  bnsied. 

^^With  all  my  heart*,  indeed,  it  was  a  subject  I  in- 
tended  to  speak  to  you  about  I  haye  a  little  theory 
ihereanent  myseli" 

"Have  you,  indeed?"  said  Meek,  looking  up  with 
uimation. 

"Tes,  but  it  needs  your  counsel  —  perhaps  some- 
fluxig  more,  I  should  say  —  but  another  time  —  good- 
by."  And-  without  waiting  to  say  or  hear  more,  Linton 
locmged  out  of  the  room,  leaving  the  Secretary,  thought- 
hn  and  seriqus,  behind  him. 

CHAPTER  XVin. 

Nor  lives  tbe  beart  so  cold  and  dark 
Bat  in  ita  dcptha  aome  llngering  »park 
Of  love  18  cheriahed  there ! 

The  Otitulw. 

Whbn  Tom  Linton  parted  with  Mr.  Meek  he  re- 
pjüred  to  the  club  in  Kildare-street  to  listen  to  the  gossip 
OQ  the  rumoured  dissolution  of  Parliament,  and  pick 
Qp  what  he  could  of  the  prevailing  tone  among  the 
Wffitiy  gentry. 

His  appearance  was  eagerlj  hailed  by  maiiy^  '^^^^ 
'^an/^öT  Mm  aß  generally  weXL  infonned   ou  «JÜi^  ^'^ 
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changes   and  tnms   of  party  warfare;  bnt,   as  he  pro- 
fessed  the  most  coznplete  ignorance  of  eveiything,  and 
seemed  to  devour  with  greedy  curiosity  the  most  com- 
mon-place  announcements,    he  was  speedily  deserted 
and  sn£fered  to  pnrsue  his  work  of  mqniiy  perfecÜ^ 
nnmolested.     Not  that  indeed  there  was  mndb  to  leain; 
the  tone  of  banter  and  raillery  with  which,  from  want 
of  all  real  political  influence,  men  in  Ireland  accnstom 
themselves  to  discuss  grave  questions,   concealing  thdr    ^ 
real  sentiments,    or   investing   them  with  a  ludicroiis    l 
exaggeration,   oftentimes  foiled  even  the  shrewd  per  . 
ception  of  Tom  Linton. 

He  did,  however,  leam  so  much  as  showed  lum 
that  all  the  ordinary  landmarks  of  party  being  lost, 
men  were  beginning  to  feel  themselves  at  liberty  to 
adopt  any  leadership  which  pleased  them,  withont  snf- 
fering  the  stain  of  desertion.  They  thought  themselw 
betrayed  by  each  of  the  great  political  chie&,  in  taro, 
and  began  to  fancy  that  the  best  conrse  fbr  them  ib 
future  would  be  to  make  specific  terms  for  any  snppcrt 
they  should  accord.  Saggestions  to  this  end  thrown  out 
in  all  the  bantering  gaiety  of  Irish  manner  might  meiD 
anything,  or  nothing,  and  so  Linton  well  knew,  as  be 
listened  to  them. 

He  had  taken  his  place  at  a  whist-table  that  be 
might,  while  seemingly  preoccupied,  hear  what  wtf 
Said  around  him,  and  although  no  error  of  play,  nor  ft 
Single  mistake  in  the  game  marked  the  different  direo' 
tion  of  his  attention,  he  contrived  to  leam  much  of  tto 
opinion  prevalent  in  certain  circles. 

"That  is  the  luckiest  fellow  in  Europe,"  said  on« 
of  his  late  antagonists;   "as  usual,  he  rises  the  only 
winner.  *' 
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can  scarcely  call  it  luck,"  said  another;  "he 

ate  player,  and  always  so  cool." 

rhile,  Linton,  mounting  his  horse,  rode  slowly 

streets  tili  he  arrived  at  Bilton's  Hotel,  where    . 

ae  britschka  was  standing,  whose  large  up- 

horses    and  richly-mounted  hamessing  gave 

jondon  rather  than  of  Dublin  taste. 

jr  Ladyship  going  out,  Halpin?"   said  he  to 

in. 

Ladyship  ordered  the  carriage  for  four,  pre- 

i  mused  for  a  second  or  two,  and  then  asked 
ilgoff  were  at  home?  and  not  waiting  for  a 
sed  on. 

oner,  however,  had  he  reached  the  landing- 
i  was  beyond  the  Observation  of  the  servant, 
alted,  and  appeared  to  reflect.  At  last,  as  if 
ade  his  resolve,  he  tumed  to  descend  the 
en  the  drawing-room  door  opened  and  Lord 
peared. 

very  man  I  wanted.     Linton,    come  here," 
re-entering  the  room. 

■s  just  on  my  way  to  you,   my  Lord,"  said 
ith  well-affected  eagerness. 
;hey  out,  Linton,  are  they  *out?'"  said  he,  in 

impatience. 

my  Lord.  IVe  seen  Meek;  they're  safe  for 
lt.  A  coalition  has  been  formed  with  O'Mor- 
is  party,  which  secures  a  working  majority  of 
3r  fifty." 

is  certain,  Linton  —  may  I  rely  upon  it?" 
may,  my  Lord,  with  confidence" 
f  I  ßuppose  the  moment  is  come  'v'VxeTi  tkj 
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^^Then  I  shall  speak  with  more  freedom,"  lEUud  ] 
ton,  boldly;  ^'because,  having  no  pretensum  to  du 
your  sentiments,  I  am  merely  desirous  to  lecord 
own." 

Lord  Kilgoff  made  no  reply,  but  continned  bis  ^ 
while  Linton  resomed: 

^*Now,  I  see  your  impatience)  mj  Lord,  and 
not  trespass  on  it.     Here,  in  three  words,  is  my  < 
The  borougli  of  Drumkeeran  retums  a  member  to  '. 
liament;  Hebden,  who  represents  it,  is  abont  to  ac 
the  Hundreds;  Cashel  owns  tbe  town/^ 

^^And  if  he  does,  Sir,  what  signifies  it  to  me?"  bi 
in  Lord  Kilgoff;  ^'I  have  not  the  slightest  inflnence 
that  gentleman's  opinions.  He  was  rüde  enough  to 
me  a  verj  flat  contradiction  in  the  only  discussioE 
ever  held  together.     I  yenture  to  assert,  from  wb 
have  Seen  of  him,  that  any  direction  of  his  coorf 
Parliament  would  be  totaÜy  impossible.     He  is 
villed,  obstinate,  and  opinionated.^' 

"Granted,  my  Lord;  he  is  the  Tery  calibre  ' 
through  his  own,  and  ruin  any  other  man^s  fortu 

•"Well,  Sir,  and  this  is  the  person  whose  e 
you  think  it  worth  my  while  obtaining?" 

"I  never  said  so,  my  Lord." 

"What,  didn't  I  hear  you  this  moment 

"No,  you  heard  me  say  that  the  borougl 
but  you  never  heard  me  say  that  he  ought  i 
member.     For  that  honour  I  had  another  in 
one,  over  whom  your  Lordship's  influence  J 
yet  been  doubted." 

"Whom  do  you  mean?" 

"Tom  Linton,  my  Lord;   a  very  unwo? 
laost  devotedf  partisan  of  yom  "LoTcÖLÄä^'^!' 


HOLAKD  CASHEL.  269 

Hiat!  Tom,  —  you  in  Parliament?'* 
Yen  so,  my  Lord/^  said  I^inton«  .for  once  in  hia 
perhaps,  the  only  time  —  that  a  fläsh  of  angrj 
g  colonred  his  calm  features.  ^^I  am  sony  that 
tion  sliould  so  palpably  wake  your  Lordship's 
lent." 

0  —  no  —  no!  I  didn't  mean  that  I  was  only 
jd.     In  fact,  you  took  me  unawares  —  we  were 

of  Cashel." 

recisely,  my  Lord;  we  were  discussing  the  pro- 
;areer  of  a  person  so  eminently  gif);ed  with  states»' 
ö  qualities;  then,  how  could  I  possibly  hope  for 
e  when  introducing  to   your  notice  abilities  so 

as  my  own!" 

it  is  it  possible  —  is  this  practicable,  Linton?'* 
'ith  your  assistance  it  is  certain.     The  influence 

Lordship's  rank  would  give  such  weight  to  your 
s,  that  if  you  were  only  to  say  to  him  *Send 
into  Parliament  as  your  member/  the  thing  is 

have  my  doubts." 

have  none  whatever  —  I  know  the  man  well. 
dying  to  conform  to  anything  that  he  supposes 
he  discipline  of  his  class.  Teil  him  he  ought, 
never  resists." 

had  resolyed   on  not  paying  this  visit,^^    said 
after  a  brief  pause;  ^^reasons  of  sufficient  weight 
ned  me." 

b,  my  Lord,  pardon  the  freedom,  buti  must  say 
3y  had  need  be  strong  reasons  to  weigh  against 

1  advantages   I    can   show   from   the    Opposite 

^ejr  are,  Sir,  very  strong  reftSOlXB,  uoi  Äa\^««ov 

11* 
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it  necessary  to  advert  to  them  again;  enough  that  I 
esteem  them  sufficieni^' 

"Of  course,  my  Lord,  I  never  dreamed  of  calling 
them  in  question;  Üiey  must  needs  be  cogent  argamenti 
which  connterpoise  the  opposite  scale  —  a  high  diplo- 
matic  career  —  a  representative  Peerage  —  this  the« 
could  be  no  doubt  of." 

"How  do  you  mean?"  broke  in  Kilgoff,  abraptly. 

"Simply  that  this  young  man  becomes  yoor  tramp 
Card,  if  you  only  please  to  take  him  up.  As  yet  h€ 
has  resisted  the  advances  made  by  Downie  Meek  and 
his  set,  because  of  my  watchfubiess,  but  sooner  or  latei 
some  party  will  catch  him,  and  when  one  thinks  how 
few  men  with  a  large  unencumbered  fortune  .we  possess 
here,  with  a  great  county  interest,  two  boroughs,  foi 
he  owns  Knockgarvan  as  well,  the  prize  is  really  worth 
having,  particularly  as  it  only  needs  the  stretching  oüt 
the  band  to  take.'^ 

Lord  Kilgoff  mused  and  seemed  to  ponder  orer  the 
words.  He  entertained  small  doubts  of  his  "feiend" 
Linton^s  capacity;  but  he  had  very  considerable 
suspicions  of  his  principles,  and  it  is  a  stränge  (stt 
that  people  willing  to  commit  very  gross  breaches  of 
fair  dealing  themselves  are  exceedingly  scmpulous  le- 
specting  the  fair  fame  of  their  associates  in  iniqnity^ 
so  admirably  accommodating  is  a  worldly  conscience! 

"Well,  Sir,"  said  he,  at  length,  "the  price  —  nime 
the  price.  What  are  we  to  pay  for  the  article?  —  that 
is  the  question." 

^^I  have  said,  my  Lord,  it  is  to  be  had  for  askinff* 

Your  Lordship  has  only  to  take  the  territory,  as  oax 

aaral  men  do  the  chanee  läVan^dA  ^«^^^  las^fidti  ^^oik  i^ 
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m  SoQthem  Pacific.  Land  and  plant  your  flag  — 
mlä  toutr 

*^Bat  Jim  have  heard  me  observe  already/*  Baid  he, 
in  a  querulons  tone,  "that  I  dislike  the  prospect  of  this 
virit  —  that  in  fact  it  would  be  exceedingly  disagree- 
»ble  to  me." 

"Tben  I  have  nothing  more  to  say,  mjLord,"  said 
Linton,  coolly,  while  be  took  up  bis  bat  and  gloves. 
"I  can  only  congratolate  you  on  the  excellence  of  your 
politieal  prospects,  which  can  dispense  with  a  streng 
aUianee  to  be  had  so  easily." 

"Onr  measures  of  value  are  very  different,  Mr. 
Lmton,"  said  Lord  Kilgoff,  proudly.  "Still,  to  prove 
that  this  is  no  caprice  on  my  part"  —  here  be  stopped 
ftbmptly,  wbile  bis  heightened  colour  showed  the  degree 
of  embarrassment  he  laboured  under  —  "to  show  you 
äuit  I  have  —  in  order  to  explain  my  motives  — " 
Here  he  took  a  cautious  glance  around  the  room,  waJked 
to  the  door,  opened  and  shnt  it  again,  and  then  drawing 
his  .arm  witbin  Linton's,  led  him^towards  a  window. 
^or  a  second  or  two  he  seemed  undecided,  and  at  last, 
V  ft  great  effort,  be  whispered  a  few  words  in  Linton's 
ear. 

Had  any  third  party  been  there  to  watch  the  effect 
of  die  whispered  confidence,  he  might  easily  have  read 
^  the  speiüting  brilliancy  of  Linton's  eyes  and  in  bis 
wsnred  look,  that  it  was  of  a  nature  to  give  bim  the 
greatest  pleasure.  But  scarce  had  bis  Lordship  done 
«Pöaking,  when  these  signs  of  pleasure  gave  way  to  a 
^H,  almost  stem  air  of  morality,  and  he  said,  "But 
"«»«ly,  my  Lord,  it  were  far  better  to  leave  her  Lady- 
^  to  deal  with  snch  ms4tfBA  preteuBiOü  7-*^^ 

''Eüßh,  not  80  lond-,  speak  lower.    Äo  1  ÄiwiJÄ«» 
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Linton,  but  women  never  will  see  anything  in  Üteöi 
airs  of  pnppyism.  They  persist  in  thinking  or  saying. 
at  least,  ihat  they  are  mere  modern  fashionable  man- 
ners,  and  this  endnrance  on  their  pari  givee  enconrage* 
ment  And  then,  wlien  there  happens  to  be  some  dis- 
parity  of  years  —  Lady  Kilgoff  is  my  junior  —  Ühc 
censorious  world  seizes  on  the  sbadow  of  a  scandal;  in 
fact,  Sir,  I  will  not  consent  to  afford  matter  for  news- 
paper  asterisks  or  figurative  description." 

"Your  Lordsbip  never  bad  a  better  opportunity  d 
giying  open  defiance  to  botb.  Tbese  airs  of  Casbel 
are,  as  you  remark,  mere  puppyism,  assumed  to  gei 
credit  for  a  certain  fasbionable  cbaracter  for  levity.  To 
avoid  bim  would  be  to  acknowledge  tbat  tbere  was 
danger  in  bis  society.  I  don^t  go  so  far  as  to  say  tbat 
be  would  assert  as  mucb,  but  most  assuredly  tbe  world 
would  for  bim.  I  tbink  I  bear  tbe  ready  comments  on 
your  absence.  'Were  not  tbe  Kilgoffs  expected  here?' 
*0b,  tbey  were  invited,  but  Lord  Kilgoff  was  afraid  to 
Tenture.  Casbel  bad  been  paying  attentions/  Li  a 
Word,  every  species  of  impertinence  tbat  malevolence 
and  envy  can  fancy  would  be  fabricated.  Your  Lord- 
sbip knows  tbe  world  far  better  tban  I  do;  and  knows, 
besides,  tbe  beavy  price  a  man  pays  for  being  the  po§- 
sessor  of  a  bigb  capacity  and  a  bandsome  wife;  tbese 
are  two  insults  tbat  tbe  less  fortunate  in  life  never  do, 
or  never  can  forgive." 

"Well,  wbat  is  it  you  counsel?'' 

"To  meet  tbese  calumnies  in  tbe  face;  small  slanders, 

like  weak  fires,  are  to  be  trampled  out;  to  tamper  witb 

sucb,  is  to  fan  tbe  flame,  wbicb  at  last  will  scorch  you. 

Besides,  to  take  anotber  view  of  tbe  matter:  her  Lady^ 

ehip  18  yormgy  and  bas  Töeen  moÄk  «ÄnÄt^^^  'W'h  -i^ 
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ske  accept  this  seclusion?  I  don't  speak  of  the  present 
cage;  besides,  I  snppose  that  this  conntay  visit  would 
bore  her  beyond  measure.  But  how  will  she  regard  it 
in  other  instances?  Is  it  not  an  implied  fear  on  jonr 
Lordship's  part?  yon,  who  have  really  nothing  to  dread 
in  competition  with  any  man.  I  only  know,  if  I  were 
in  your  place,  how  I  should  actually  seize  the  very 
opportunity  of  openly  flouting  such  calumnious  rumour; 
never  was  there  an  occasion  to  do  so  on  cheaper  terms. 
This  Roland  Cashel  is  an  underbred  boy." 

"There  is  a  great  deal  in  what  you  say,  Linton. 
But  as  jealousy  is  a  feeling  of  which  I  have  never  had 
any  experience,  I  was  only  anxious  on  Lady  KilgoflTs 
«ocount,  that  the  thoughtless  gaiety  of  a  very  yonng 
uid  handsome  woman  should  not  expose  her  to  the 
saixsastic  insinuations  of  an  impertinent  world.  She  is 
gay  in  manner  —  there  is  an  air  of  lively  Imagina- 
tion — ." 

"No  more  than  what  the  French  call  ^amahilite\^ 
myliord,  which,  like  the  famed  armour  of  Milan,  is 
not  the  less  defensive  that  it  is  so  beautiful  in  all  its 
ietaüs." 

"Well,  then,  TU  not  send  the  note,"  said  Lord  Kil- 
gofii  as  he  took  up  the  letter,  and  tearing  it,  threw  the 
fragments  into  the  fire;  "of  course,  Linton,  this  conver- 
sation  is  strictly  confidential?" 

"Tour  Lordship  has  never  found  me  unworthy  of 
^A  a  trust." 

"Never;  nor,  I  must  say,  would  it  be  for  your  ad- 
^«ntage  to  become  so." 

Linton  bit  his  lip,   and  for  a  second  or  two  seemed 
bnnmig   to    make    a  rejoinder,    but   overcoTCLYCv^  ^«^^ 
^ßtBtion,  asBumed  bis  careless  smile  aud  aaiÖL, 
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"I  leave  you,  myLord,  greatly  gratified  that  chance 
led  me  to  pay  this  visit.  I  sincerely  believe,  that  in 
the  counsels  I  haye  offered,  I  have  at  least  been  able 
to  be  of  Service  to  you." 

Lord  Ealgoff  presented  bis  band  in  acknowledgment 
of  the  Speech,  but  it  was  accorded  with  an  air  which 
seemed  to  say,  "Well,  here  is  a  receipt  in  ftill  for  yonr 
devotedness." 

Linton  took  it  in  the  same  spirit,  and  left  the  room, 
as  though  deeply  impressed  with  all  the  honoor  he  en- 
joyed  in  such  a  noble  friendship. 

Hastening  down  the  stairs,  he  sprung  into  the  saddle 
of  bis  horse,  and  cantering  up  the  street,  tumed  towards 
the  road  which  leads  to  the  Phoenix  Park.  It  was  aboot 
the  hour  when  the  equipages  were  wont  to  throng  that 
promenade,  but  Linton  did  not  seem  desirous  of  joining 
that  gay  crowd,  for  he  took  a  cross-path  throngh  the 
fields,  and  after  a  sharp  ride  of  half  an  hour,  reached  a 
low  paling  which  skirted  the  Park  on  the  eastward; 
here,  at  a  small  cottage  kept  by  one  of  the  rangers,  a 
little  door  led  in,  passing  through  which  he  found  him- 
self  in  one  of  the  long  green  alleys  of  that  beautifbl 
tract.  A  boy,  who  seemed  to  be  ready  waiting,  now 
took  bis  horse,  and  Linton  entered  the  wood  and  die- 
appeared.  He  did  not  proceed  far,  however,  within  the 
shady  copse,  for  after  going  a  short  distance  heper- 
ceived  a  carriage  Standing  in  the  lane,  by  the  door  of 
which  a  footman  waited,  with  a  shawl  upon  bis  taOL 
The  coachman,  with  bis  whip  poled,  sat  talking  with 
bis  fellow-servant,  so  that  Linton  saw  that  the  cairiage 
had  no  occupant. 

He  now  hastened  aLong^  «üd  «^^odily  emerging  at 
a  little  grasBj  opening  o£  tYie  'wooöi^  <5amÄva.«^^Ö^^^ 
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idy  Walking  «t  some  distance  in  front  The  fashionable 
ir  and  splendid  dress,  which  migÜt  have  soited  the 
108t  bnlliant  promenade  of  a  great  city,  seemed  stränge 
1  sndh.  a  lone,  nnvisited  spot.  Linton  lost  no  time  in 
vertaking  her,  only  diminishing  his  speed  as  he  came 
Loser,  when,  with  his  hat  removed,  and  in  «n  attitude 
f  the  most  hnmble  deference,  he  said, 

^^Pray  let  me  stand  excused  if  I  am  somewhat  he* 
und  my  time;  the  fault  was  not  my  own.*^ 

**0h,  say  nothing  aboiit  it,^'  said  a  soft  musical  voice, 
ind  Lady  Kilgoff  tumed  an  easy  smile  towards  him. 
**Qm  s'excuse,  s'accuse,'  says  the  French  proverb,  and 
l  never  dreamt  of  the  accusation.  Is  it  not  a  lovely 
day  here?" 

Linton  was  too  mnch  piqued  to  answer  at  once, 
bot  recovering,  he  said:  '^ Without  seeking  to  apologise 
fiur  an  absence  that  was  not  feit,  let  me  retum  to  the 
sobject.  I  assnre  your  Ladyship  that  I  had  been  de- 
tamed  by  Lord  Kilgoff,  who  was  pleased  to  bestow  a 
i&ore  than  ordinary  share  of  his  confidence  upon  me, 
vid  even  condescended  to  ask  my  counseL*^ 

"How  flattering!  Which  yon  gave,  I  hope,  with  all 
sincerity  for  which  you  are  famous." 

Linton  tried  to  smile,  bnt  not  very  successfuUy. 

"What  then  was  this  wonderful  mystery?  Not  the 
wpresentative  Peerage,  I  trust;  Tm  sure  I  hope  that 
^uestion  is  at  rest  for  ever.'* 

"You  are  quite  safe  there  —  he  never  mentioned  it." 

"Oh,  then  it  was  his  Diplomatie  ambition  —  ain't 
I  right?    Ah,  I  knew  it.     How  very  silly,  or  how  very 
^cked  you  mußt  he,  Mr.  Linton,  to  encotixage  ^«öä^ 
(^ir-dreams  —  jron  wbo  iave  not  the  excTise  oi  V«XW 
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cinations,  who  read  the  book  of  lifo,  as  it  is  writteo, 
without  fanciful  interpretations/' 

*'I  certainly  must  disclaim  your  panegyric.  I  hid 
one  ballucination,  if  so  yon  term  it;  it  was  that  70a 
i^ösbed,  ardently  wisbed,  for  tbe  position  whicb  a  foreign 
'missioii'  bestows.  A  very  natural  wisb,  I  freely  own, 
in  one  so  i^ortby  in  every  way  to  grace  and  adom  it" 

"Well,  so  I  did  some  time  back,  bnt  Fve  cbanged 
my  mind.  I  don't  tbink  I  sboidd  like  it  —  I  have 
been  reconsidering  tbe  subject^' 

"And  your  Ladysbip  inclines  now  ratber  to  seclmnofn 
and  rural  pleasures  —  bow  fortonate  tbat  I  sbonld  have 
been  able  to  serve  your  interests  tbere,  also." 

"  What  do  you  mean?''  said  sbe,  witb  a  stare,  whik 
a  deep  scarlet  suffused  ber  cbeek. 

"I  alluded  to   a   country  visit  wbich  you  fimded 
migbt  be  made  so  agreeable,  but  wbat  bis  Lordsbip  hti  i 
tbe  bad  taste  to  regard  less  favourably." 

"Well,  Sir,  you  did  not  presume  to  give  any  opi"  i 
nion?" 

"I  really  did.  I  bad  all  tbe  bardibood  to  braTi 
Lord  EalgolTs  most  fixed  resolves.  You  were  awaie 
tbat  be  declined  Mr.  CasbeVs  invitation?" 

Sbe  nodded,  and  be  went  on. 

"Probably,  too,  knowing  tbe  reasons  for  that  re- 
fusal?" 

"No,  Sir;  tbe  matter  was  indifferent  to  me,  80I 
never  troubled  my  bead  about  it.  My  Lord  said  WB 
sbouldn't  go,  and  I  said  *Very  well,'  and  tbere  it 
ended." 

Now,   althougb  tbis  was  spoken  witb  a  most  «d- 
mirably  feigned  indifference,  Linton  was  too  shrewd  tt 
obserrer  not  to  penetrate  tia^  dfe^i«^\KoTL« 
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^I  am<  donbly  nnluckjr  tliis  daj/^  said  he,  at  last, 
^.fint  to  employ  all  my  artifices  to  plan  a  ministerial 
laecess  to  which  70a  are  actaally  averse,  and  secondly, 
0  carry  a  point  to  which  you  are  indifferent" 

^'Dare  I  ask,  if  the  question  be  not  an  indiscreet 
»ne,  what  peculiar  interest  Mr.  Linton  can  have,  either 
n  OUT  acceptance  or  re^sal  of  this  invitation?^^ 

"Have  I  not  said  that  I  believed  you  desired  it?" 
^plied  he,  with  a  most  meaning  look. 

'^Indeed!  you  read  inclinations  most  skilfuUy,  only 
hat  you  Interpret  them  by  anticipation." 

"This  is  too  much,"  said  Linton,  in  a  voice  whose 
passionate  eamestness  showed  that  all  dissimulation  was 
it  an  end,  "far  too  much!  The  genteel  comedy  that 
we  play  before  the  world,  Madam,  might  be  laid  aside 
5wr  a  few  moments  here.  When  I  asked  for  this  inter- 
view, aiid  you  consented  to  give  it  — " 

"It  was  on  the  express  stipulation  that  you  should 
treat  me  as  you  do  in  ^society,  Sir,"  broke  she  in  — 
^ihat  there  should  be  no  attempt  to  fall  back  upon  an 
bitimacy  which  can  never  be  resumed." 

"When  I  promised,  I  intended  to  have  kept  mv 
Word,  Laura,"  said  he,  in  deep  dejection;  "I  believed 
t  eonld  have  stifled  the  passion  that  consumes  me,  and 
talked  to  you  in  the  words  of  sincere  devoted  friend- 
Bhip,  but  I  cannot.  Old  memories  of  once  happiness, 
broQght  up  too  vividly,  by  seeing  you,  as  I  used  to  see 
you,  —  when  in  many  a  country  walk  we  sauntered 
on,  dreaming  of  the  time  when,  mine,  by  every  tie  of 
riglit,  as  by  affection  — " 

"How  you  requited  that  affection,  Linton!"  said 
^,  in  a  tone  whose  deep  reproach  seemed  ac^ciX^  t<c^ 
«te»  Mm,     Then  suddenly  changing  to  aa  ra  oi  ö^\%- 
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*'So  far  as  depends  on  me,  none,  on  mj  hononr!*^ 

It  had  been  better  for  Linton^s  cause  that  he  had 
omitted  the  last  words;  at  least,  as  Laura  tamed  swnf 
her  head,  a  curl  of  insolent  meaning  was  on  her  lip» 
but  she  did  not  speak,  and  thej  now  walked  aloof) 
side  by  side,  in  silence. 

^*Yoa  will  go  then?'*  said  he,  at  last,  in  a  low 
whisper. 

"Yes,"  Said  she,  faintly. 

Linton  stole  a  glance  at  her  nnperceived,  and  Bod- 
denly  the  sparkle  of  his  eyes  and  the  elation  of  Hb 
whole  expression  showed  the  transport  of  pleasnre  hB 
experienced. 

"Now  for  one  word  of  caution,'*  said  Linton,  « 
drawing  closer  to  her  side  he  assumed  the  tone  of  sincen 
Mendship.  *^Lord  KilgofP  has  just  revealed  to  me,  in 
deep  confidence,  that  he  has  been  mach  offended  bj 
certain  attentions  shown  to  yoii  by  this  Mr.  Cashel,  vÄ 
which  were  of  so  marked  a  nature  that  he  was  almoit 
determined  never  to  admit  his  intimaey  in  ftitare.  Hid 
his  Lordship  known  yon  as  well  as  I  do,  he  might  hafB 
spared  himself  this  anxiety.  I  believe  such  savage  ex- 
cellence  as  his  has  few  attractions  for  yon,  nor,  sava 
the  admiration  that  all  must  yield  yon,  has  the  yonth 
taste  or  feeling  to  appreciate  yonr  excellence.  Hov- 
ever,  *my  Lord'  is  jealous;  let  it  be  yonr  care,  by 
knowledge  of  the  fact,  not  to  incur  anything  to  sostain 
the  suspicion." 

*^How  very  absurd  all  this  is.     D,o  yon  know  dilt 

Mr.  Cashel  did  not  condescend  to  pay  me  the  poor 

compliment  of  a  special  invitation  to  his  hoiue,  bot 

asked  my  Lord  to  come,  Mi3L\io^^^\^wi^^wawii]^Miy 


ROLAKD  CASHEL.  271 

him;  just  as  people  invite  their  humbler  acquaintances, 
hoping  that  only  half  the  request  may  be  accorded." 
.,  **He  is  underbred  even  to  ]}arbarism,''  said  Linton. 

"He  seems  a  most  good-natored  creature,  and  fuU 
tf  generosity." 

"Orerwealth  has  sometiines  tbat  air.  Wben  the 
^Ms  is  brimful,  none  but  the  steadiest  band  can  carry, 
withont  Spilling,  the  wine." 

"He  does  not  appear  even  to  make  the  effort 
They  teil  me  he  has  squandered  some  thousands 
ibeady,  making  pres^kts  to  every  one  who  will  accept 
them."  * 

**He  gave  me  this  cai^e,^'  said  Linton,  superciliously, 
exhibiting  a  little  riding-cane,  which  he  had  taken 
hhnself  out  of  CasheFs  band,  and  was  of  no  value 
fhatever.  "Not  any  great  evidence  of  exaggerated 
generosity,"  said  he.  "As  to  bis  house,  however,  I 
ürnst  its  honours  may  be  well  done;  he  has  given  me 
larie  blanche^  and  I  must  only  try  and  not  disgrace  my 
werogative." 

"How  very  late  it  is  —  nearly  seven,"  said  Lady 
dgo£P,  looking  at  her  watch. 

"Shall  I  see  yonr  Ladyship  to  yonr  carriage?^^  said 
Unten. 

'^I  think  not,'^  said  she,  blashing  slightly;  "as  I 
eft  it  nnaccompanied,  so  I  shall  retum  to  it  —  good* 

She  held  out  her  band  as  she  spoke,  bat  slightly 
Terted  her  head,  so  that  Linton  coald  not  mark  the 
xpression  of  her  features.  As  it  was,  he  pressed  the 
loTed  fingers  to  bis  lips,  bat,  when  doing  so,  contrived 
)  nnclasp  her  bracelet,  a  singularly  rieb  ou^^  «sA  ^ 
leBBttt  £rom  Lord  KilgoS  on  the  day  oi  Yi^i  TCkMfwwgb* 
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ThiB  he  let  fall  noiselesslj  on  ihe  grasa,  and  mnrmiind 
in  a  low,  Bad  voice,  "Gt)od-by." 

Lady  Kilgoff,  hastily  wrapping  her  shawl  abouft  her, 
left  the  spot  Linton  watched  her  tili  he  had  seen  hei 
seated  in  the  carriage,  and  continaed  to  gase  aftarit] 
as  it  drove  rapidly  away,  and,  so  intently  occnpied 
by  bis  thonghts,  tibat  he  did  not  notice  the  appröadi 
of  a  horseman,  who  came  up  at  a  waUdng  pace  behmd 
him. 

''£h,  Tom!''  cried  out  Lord  Charles  Fzobisher^ 
**thi8  is  flying  at  high  gameP' 

'*You  are  mistaken,  Charley,"  said  he,  in  someooBr 
fofflon.  ^^This  'meeting  nnder  the  green^vood-tree'  wtf 
nothing  less  than  a  love  affair.'' 

^*0h,  hang  your  morality,  Mr.  Joseph;  ifs  lather 
good  fun  to  see  the  *  insolent  beanty'  of  the  seMon 
capitalating.'' 

'^Wrong  again,''  said  Linton,  affecting  a  laugh. 
'^Everton  is  in  a  scrape,  and  bis  wife  wants  me  to  get 
him  out  of  the  way  — " 

^* Nonsense,  man,  I  saw  the  camage;  there  isno 
need  of  mystifying  here.  Besides,  it's  no  affair  of  min^ 
—  Tm  sure  I  wish  it  werel  But,  come,  what  are  tho 
odds  on  Hitchley's  colt  —  are  seven  to  two  taken?" 

"Don'tbet,"  said  Linton,  knowingly;  'Hhere  is  some- 
thing  ^wrong'  in  that  stähle,  and  I  havVt  fonnd  oat 
the  secret" 

"What  a  deep  fellow  you  are,  Tom." 

"Nothing  of  the  kind,   Charley.     If  I  were,  yoa'd 

never  have  discovered  it    Your  only  deep  fellow  is  hft 

that    the   world   deems   sballow.     Your  light-hearted. 

rattling  knave,  whose  imputed  thoughtlessneäs  oofen 

ereiyr  bre&ch  of  faiüi,  8ü;v^Ti\sikfö^\^^^T^»i&. 
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8eeni  purelj  accident.  But,  once  get  the  repute  of 
being  a  clever  or  a  smart  fellow,  and  snccess  is  tenfold 
more  difficult!  The  world,  then,  onlj  plays  withyou 
M  one  does  with  a  sharper,  betting  small  stakes, 
aod  keeping  a  steady  eye  on  the  cards!  Your  own 
rfeepy  eye,  Charley;  your  languid,  careless  look,  are  a 
better  provision  than  most  men  give  their  yonnger 
children." 

Lord  Charles  lifted  his  long  eyelashes  lazily,  and, 
for  a  second,  something  like  a  sparkle  lit  up  his  cold 
dark  eye,  but  it  was  gone  in  a  moment,  and  his  habitu- 
ally  lethargic  expression  once  more  retumed:  "You 
heard  that  we  were  nearly  *out,'  I  suppose?"  said  he, 
af)»r  a  pause. 

'*  Yes.  This  is  the  second  time  that  I  bought  Downie 
Meek!s  carriage-horses  on  the  rumour  of  a  change  of 
Administration." 

"And  sold  them  back  again  at  double  the  price, 
when  he  found  that  the  ministry  were  safe!" 

"To  be  sure;    wasn't  it  a  *good  hedge'  for  him  to 
Secretary   for  Ireland    at    the    cost    of  a  hundred 
or  so?" 

"You'U  get  the  name  of  spreading  the  false  in- 
telligence,  Tom,  if  you  always  profit  so  much  by  it." 

"With  all  my  heart.  I  wish  sincerely  some  good- 
ttatured  fellow  would  lay  to  my  charge  a  little  roguery 
that  I  had  no  share  in.  I  have  experienced  all  manner 
uid  shades  of  sensations,  but  injured  innocence,  that 
roidd  really  be  new  to  me." 

"Well,"  sighed  Lord  Charles,  with  a  yawn,  "I 
nppose  we  have  only  a  short  time  before  ua  kex^.  T\ä 
oid  of  tbe  Session  will  i9carcely  See  üb  m  oäcä^ 

loland  Cashel.  I.  \<^ 
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*>Abont  that:   by  keeping  all  hands  at  the  pumps 
we  may  float  the  sbip  into  harbour,  but  no  more.** 

"Ajxd  what's  to  become  of  ns?"  said  the  Aide-de< 
camp,  with  a  deep  depression  in  his  accent. 

"The  usual  lot  of  a  crew  paid  off,"  cried  Linton, 
laughing;  *4ook  out  for  a  new  craft  in  commission,  and 
go  to  sea  again.  As  for  you,  Charley,  you  can  either 
marry  something  in  the  printed  calico  line  with  a 
huncbred  and  fifty  thousand,  or,  if  you  prefer  it,  ex- 
change  into  a  light  cavalry  corps  at  Suntanterabund." 

"And  you?"  said  Lord  Charles,  with  something 
almost  of  stemness. 

"Me!    Oh,  as  for  me,  I  have  many  alternatives.    I 
can  remain  a  Whig,  and  demand  office  from  the  Tones 
—    a   claim   Peel    has    never    resiBted.      I    can    tum 
Kepealer,  and  be  pensioned  by  something  in  the  Co- 
lonies.     I  can  be  a  waiter  on  Providence,  and  live  on 
all  parties  by  tums.     In  fact,  Charley,  there  never  was 
a  better  age  for  your  *adventurer'  than  this  year  of  oni 
Lord  18 — .      All   the  geography  of  party  has  been 
erased,  and  it  is  open  to  every  man  to  lay  down  new 
territorial  limits." 

"But  for  any  case  of  the  kind  you  should  have  a 
seat  in  Parliament." 

"So  I  mean  it,  my  boy;  I  intend  to  represent  — 
Tm  sure  I  forget  the  name  of  my  constituency  —  in 
the  next  assemblage  of  the  coUective  wisdom." 

"How  do  you  manage  the  qualification?"  said  the 
Aide-de-camp,  slily. 

"The  man  who  gives  the  borough  must  take  oare  oi 
that;  it's  no  affair  of  mine,"  said  Linton,  careleesly 
"J  only  supply  the^  polilica  " 

''Jjid  what  are  they  to  \)e^'' 
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*^Cda  cUpend,  You  migbt  as  well  ask  me  what 
m  TU  wear  in  the  changeable  climate  of  an  Lrlsli 

"Then  youll  take  no  pledge«?" 

"To  be  sure  I  will;  every  one'asked  of  me.  I  only 
pnlate  to  accompany  each  with  a  crotcbet  of  mj  own; 

ihat,  like  tbe  gentleman  wbo  emptied  bis  snufP-box 
er  the  peas,  I'll  leave  tbe  disb  uneatable  hy  any  bat 
rself." 

"Well,  good-by,  Tom,"  said  Lord  Cbarles, 
igbing.  "If  you  only  be  as  loyal  in  love  as  you 
)mise  to  be  in  politics,  our  fair  friend  is  scarcely 
tanate."     And  so  saying,  be  cantered  slowly  away. 

"Poor  fellow,"  said  Linton,  contemptuously;  "your 
fle  bit  of  principle  baunts  you  like  a  superstition." 
ad  with  tbis  reflection  be  stepped  out  briskly  to  wbere 
e  boy  was  standing  with  bis  borse. 

**0h,  Mr.  Linton,  darlin\  only  sixpence!  and  I  bere 
is  two  bours?^'  said  tbe  ragged  urcbin,  witb  a  cun- 
ng  leer,  balf  roguery,  half  sbame. 

"And  wberie  could  you  bave  eamed  sixpence,  yon 
»tindrel,  in  tbat  time?"  cried  Linton,  affecting  anger. 

"Faix,  Fd  bave  eamed  balf-a-crown,  if  Fd  got  up 
1  the  beast  and  rode  down  to  Biltons,''  said  tbe  fellow, 
finning. 

"Tou'd  bave  bad  your  skull  cracked  witb  tbis  cane, 
le  next  time  I  met  you,  for  your  pains,^  said  tbe 
ber,  really  enraged,  wbile  be  cbucked  a  Shilling  at 
b. 

"Success  to  your  bonour,  —  alFs  rigbt,"  said  the 
)7.  And  toucbin^  bis  cap,  be  scampered  oft  into  \!bA 
Hfd  and  disappeared, 

"Ton  aball  bave  a  sea  royage,  my  Meud.;'   ä^äü 

18* 
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Linton,  looking  after  him;  '^a  joxmg  genüemaii  wii 
such  powers  of  Observation  would  haye  a  fine  openin 
in  OUT  Colonies."  And  away  he  rode  towards  towi 
his  brain  resolving  many  a  complex  scheme  and  Inct 
stratagem,  but  still  with  readj  smile  acknowledgini 
each  salutation  of  his  friends,  and  conyeying  the  im 
pression  of  being  one  whose  easy  nature  was  unrofflec 
by  a  care. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

Of  **8weet  fifteen**  no  mortal  e'er  afraid  is, 
Your  real  "  man-traps  **  are  old  malden  ladies* 

Thx  Lsoaot. 

It  was  late  of  that  same  aftemoon  ere  Cashel 
awoke.  Mr.  Phillis  had  twice  adventured  into  the  room 
on  tip-toe,  and  as  stealthily  retired,  and  was  now,  ftr 
the  diird  time,  about  to  retreat,  when  Boland  calM 
him  back. 

"Beg  pardon,  Sir,  but  Mrs.  Kennyfeck's  fbotoum 
has  been  here  twice  for  the  answer  to  this  note." 

"Let  me  see  it/'  said  Cashel,  taking  a  highly  pe^ 
fumed  epistle,  whose  tinted  paper,  seal,  and  8llpe^ 
scription  were  all  in  the  perfection  of  epistolary  coqp^* 

"Dear  Mr.  Cashel,  —  Mamma  desires  me  to 
convey  her  reproaches  for  your  shocking  forgetfolnaflB 
of  yesterday,  when,  after  promising  to  dine  here,  yoo 
never  appeared.  She  will,  however,  not  only  forgive 
the  past,  but  be  grateful  for  the  present  if  you  will 
come  to  US  to-day  at  seven. 

"Believe  me,  very  truly  yours, 
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Simple  and  common-place  as  the  words  were,  Casliel 
ttd,  them  over  more  than  once. 

I  know  not  if  any  of  my  male  readers  can  cor- 
nboorate  me,  but  I  have  always  thought  there  is  some 
Dajsterioiis  attraction  in  even  the  most  every-day  epistle 
of  a  yonng  and  pretty  woman.  The  commonest  social 
fonns  assume  a  different  meaning,  and  we  read  the  four 
letters  which  spell  "dear'*  in  any  acceptation  very 
wmote  firom  what  they  inspire  when  written  by  one's 
W  agent-,  and  then,  the  concluding  "yours  truly,"  or 
"faithfully  yours/'  or  better  again,  "ever  yours/'  what 
suggestive  little  words  they  are!  how  insinuating  in 
tkeir  portraiture  of  a  tie,  which  possibly  might,  but 
does  not,  actually  bind  the  parties. 

K  my  readers  concur  not  in  these  sympathies,  I 
We  great  satisfaction  in  saying  that  Roland  Cashel 
did.  He  not  only  sat  gazing  at  the  few  lines,  but  he 
looked  so  long  at  them  as  to  half  believe  that  the  first 
«^ord  was  a  Superlative !  then,  suddenly  rousing  himself, 
be  asked  the  hour.  It  was  already  past  six.  He  had 
)nly  time,  then,  for  a  verbal  "with  pleasure,"  and  to 
bess  for  dinner. 

It  seemed  like  a  reproach  on  his  late  mode  of 
Iving,  the  pile  of  unopened  letters,  which  in  imposing 
ias8  Mr.  Phillis  had  arrayed  on  his  master^s  dressing- 
ible.  They  contained  specimens  of  everything  epis- 
>lary,  which  falls  to  the  lot  of  those  favoured  children 
f  fortone  who,  having  "much  to  give,"  are  great  fa- 
onrites  with  the  world.  There  were  dear  little  press- 
ig invitations  signed  by  the  lady  of  the  house,  and 
idited  in  all  the  caligraphy  of  the  govemess.  There 
ere  begging  letters  fi:om  clergymen  with  laarge  faxoir 
es,  men  who  ga,ve  bo  ^^many  hostagoa  to  ioxV.\m!^^^  ^3s^ 
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they  actually  ruined  themselves  in  their  own  ''recc 
sances/'  Flatteries,  which,  if  not  written  on  ti 
paper,  might  Irave  made  it  blush  to  bear  them,  m: 
ap  with  tradesmen^s  assurances  of  fidelity  and  punc 
lity,  and  bashfiil  apologies  for  the  indelicacy  of 
aUasion  to  money. 

Oh,  it  is  a  very  sweet  world  tbis  of  ours,  and  j 
/  able  witbal!  save  tbat  tbe  angelic  smile  it  bestow: 
one  part  of  tbe  creation  bas  a  sorry  counterpart  in 
sardonic  grin  witb  wbicb  it  regards  tbe  otber. 
friend  Casbel  was  in  tbe  former  category,  and  be  to 
over  tbe  letters  carelessly,  rarely  breaking  a  seal,  . 
even  tben,  satisfied  witb  a  mere  glance  at  tbe  cont( 
or  tbe  name  of  tbe  writer,  wben  be  suddenly  cai 
sigbt  of  a  large  square-sbaped  epistle,  marked  " 
letter."  It  was  in  a  band  be  well  knew,  tbat  of 
old  comrade  Enrique,  and  burning  witb  anxiet^ 
bear  of  bim,  be  tbrew  bimself  into  a  cbair,  and  bj 
tbe  seal. 

Tbe  very  first  words  wbicb  met  bis  eye  shoc 
bim. 

"St.  Kitt*a,  Jamaica 

**Ay,  Eoland,  even  so.  St.  Kittes  Jamaica!  bea 
ironed  in  a  cell  at  tbe  top  of  a  streng  tower  over 
sea,  witb  an  armed  sentry  at  my  door,  I  write  i 
a  prisoner  fettered  and  cbained,  I,  tbat  could  not  bi 
tbe  very  Orders  of  discipline!  Well,  well,  it  is  < 
cowardice  to  repine.  Trutb  is,  Amigo,  IVe  bad 
luck  since  you  lefk  us.  It  was  doubtless  yours 
sostained  me  so  long,  and  wben  you  witbdrew  firom 
firm,  I  became  bankmpt,  and  yet,  tbis  is  pretty  m 
wbat  we  nsed  once,  in  merry  moo^^  \/^  ^x^ct  for  e 
oiberj  *tbe  loop  and  the  leap.'' 
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w  shall  I  teil  von  so  briefly  as  neither  to  weaiy 

16.  I  saj-  the  last,  because  the  bad  Inck  took 
ainst  me.  First,  I  lost  everytbing  I  possessed 
—  the  veiy  pistols  you  sent  me,  I  staked  and 
orse  still,  Roland  —  and  'faith  I  don^t  think 
nake  the  confession,  if  a  few  bonrs,  or  a  few 
re,  were  not  to  hide  my  shame  in  a  felon^s 
I  played  the  jewels  yon  gent  here  for  MaritaÜa. 
sed  them  with  words  of  bittemess  and  anger. 
rom  the  irritated  feeling  of  the  moment  — 
om  the  curse  of  a  gambler's  spirit  —  the  hope 

out  the  malice  of  Fortune,  I  threw  them  on 
;e-table.  Of  course  I  lost.  It  was  soon  after 
celonetta  was  laid  in  ruin  by  a  shock  of 
ke;  the  greatest  ever  experienced  here.     The 

is  a  mere  mass  of  chaotic  rubbish.  The 
Mayor/  with  all  its  statues,  is  engnlphed,  and 
)f  tiie  sea  now  washes  up  and  over  the  beauti- 
ens  where  the  Govemor  gave  his  fSte.  The 
0,  rent  from  roof  to  basement,  is  a  ruin;  vast 

gulfs  intersect  the  parterres  everyw;here;  the 
.  are  dried  up;  the  trees  blasted  by  lightning'; 
ed-brown  surface  of  ashes  strewn  over  the 
s  turf ,  where  we  used  to  stroU  by  moonlight 
tree  that  sheltered  our  Monte-table  Stands  Tin- 
as if  in  mockery  over  our  disasters!  Maritafia's 
L  was  slung  beneath  the  branches,   and  there 

careless  of  —  nay  —  I  could  almost  say,  if 
s  did  not  seem  too  stränge  for  truth  —  actüally 
by  the  dreadftil  event.  I  went  to  take  leave 
i't  was  the  last  night  we  wetft  to  «^caü  cya. 

Iittle  knew  it  was  to  be  Üie  \aöt  iSatt«^  JM 
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should  ever  meet.  Pedro  passed  the  night  among  th* 
ruins  of  the  Villa,  endeavoaring  to  recover  papera  an< 
valoables,  amid  that  disastrons  mass.  Greizheimer  wa 
always  with  him,  and  as  Noronja  and  the  rest  soon  fei 
off  to  sleep,  wearied  by  a  day  of  great  fiitigue,  I  sa 
alone  beside  her  hammock  tili  day  was  breaking.  Oh 
woold  that  night  could  have  lasted  for  years,  so  sweetl} 
tranquil  were  the  starlit  hoors,  so  calm  and  yet  so  ful 
of  hopefol  promise.  What  brilliant  pictores  of  ambi 
tion  did  she,  that  young,  nntaught  girl,  present  to  mj 
eyes  —  how  teach  me  to  long  for  a  cause  whose  re 
wards  were  higher,  and  greater,  and  nobler  than  th< 
prizes  of  this  wayward  life!  I  would  have  spoken  oi 
my  affection,  my  deep-felt  long-cherished  love  —  but 
with  a  half-scomful  laugh,  she  stopped  me,  saying,  *Ib 
this  leafy  shade  so  like  a  fair  lady^s  boudoir  that  yov 
can  persuade  yonrself  to  trifle  thus,  or  is  your  own 
Position  so  dazzling  that  you  deem  the  offer  to  share  i\ 
a  flattery?'" 

'^Tm  a&aid,  Sir,'^  said  Mr.  Phillis,  here  obtruding 
bis  head  into  the  room,  '^that  youUl  be  very  late.  It 
is  already  more  than  half-past  seven  o'clock.^' 

"So  it  is!'^  exclaimed  Cashel,  starting  up,  while  he 
mattered  something  not  exceedingly  complimentaiy  to 
bis  host's  engagement.  "Is  the  carriage  ready?"  And 
without  staying  to  hear  the  reply,  hurried  down  staiiSi 
the  open  letter  still  in  bis  band. 

Scarcely  seated  in  the  carriage,  Cashel  resnmed  tho 
reading  of  the  letter.  Eager  to  trace  the  circumstancses 
which  led  to  bis  friend's  captivity,  he  hastily  ran  hia 
eyes  over  the  lines  tili  he  came  to  the  folLowing: 
"There  could  be  no  doubt  of  itl  The  Esmeralda^  our 
noble  frigatOy  was  not  m  \kft  ^«rrvsÄ  ^^  ^^^^j^s^gcft&l 


BOLAND  CASHEL.  281 

some  infamous  t^reaty  between  Pedro  and  Na- 
the  minister,  was  permitted  to  carry  the  flag 
mbia.  We  were  slavers,  buccaneers,  pirates 
jailors  of  a  State.  When,  therefore,  the  British 
Scorpion  sent  a  gun  across  our  bows,  with 
r  to  lie  to,'  and  we  replied  by  showing  our 
3k  ports  open,  and  our  long  eighteens  all  ready 
hallenge  could  not  be  mistaken,  We  were  near 
to  hear  the  cheering,  and  it  seemed,  too,  they 
irs;  we  wanted  but  you,  Boland,  among  us  to 
ide  our  excitement  madness!^^ 

carriage  drew  up  at  Kennyfeck's  door  as  Cashel 
d  thus  far,  and  in  a  state  of  mind  bordering 
',  he  entered  the  hall  and  passed  up  the  stairs. 
ck  Struck  eight  as  he  presented  himself  in  the 
-room,  where  the  family  were  assembled,  the 

increased  by  two  strangers,  who  were  intro- 
>  Eoland  as  Mrs.  Kennyfeck's  sister,  Miss  O^Hara, 
*ly  maiden  lady,  with  a  light  brown  wig;  and 
ned,  much-freckled  young  man,  Peter  O'Qor- 
r  nephew. 

üng  could  be  more  cordial  than  the  reception 
Lennyfecks;  they  affected  not  to  think  it  was  so 
iwed  that  the  clock  was  too  fast,  were  certain 
Cashers  watch  was  right;  in  fact,  his  presence 
3ceipt  in  füll  for  all  the  anxieties  of  delay,  and 
made  him  feel  it. 

re  was  a  little  quizzing  of  Koland,  as  they 
bemselves  at  table ,  over  his  forgetfulness  of  the 
)re,  but  so  good-humouredly  as  not  to  occasion-, 
himself,  the  slightest  embarrassmeut 

ireakfast  at  the  barrackV^  repeated Mifi^ ILeitXL^- 
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feck  after  him.   ^^What  a  fonnidable  affair,  if  it  alw 
lasts  twenty-four  hours." 

"What  do  you  mean?     How  do  you  know  tha 
asked  Roland,   half  in  shame,  half  in  snrpiise,  at 
knowledge  of  his  movements. 

"Not  to  speak  of  the  brilliant  conversation,  hei| 
ened  by  all  the  excitement  of  wit,  Champagne,  i 
hazard  —  dreadfiil  competitors  with  such  tiresome 
ciety  as  ours,"  said  Olivia. 

"Never  mind  them,  Mr.  Cashel,"  broke  in  JA 
O'Hara,  in  a  mellifluous  Doric;  "'tis  jealoos  tl 
are,  because  you  liked  the  officers  better  than  themselvc 

A  most  energetic  dissent  was j  entered  by  Cashel 
this  supposition,   who  nevertheless  feit  grateful  for 
advocacy  of  the  old  lady. 

"When  I  was  in  the  Cape  Coast  Fencibles,"  br( 
in  Peter,  with  an  accent  that  would  häve  induced  < 
to  believe  Africa  was  on  the  Shannon,  "we  used  to 
up  all  night,  —  it  was  so  hot  in  the  day;  but  we 
ways  called  it  breakfast,  for  you  see  — " 

"And   when    are  we  to  visit   your   pictnres, 
Cashel? ^^   said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,   whose  efforts  to  & 
press  Peter 'Were  not  merely  vocal,  as  that  injured 
dividuaFs  shins  might  attest. 

"That  depends  entirely  on  you,  Madam,"  said  '. 
land,  bowing.  "I  have  only  to  say,  the  earlier' 
more  agreeable  to  me." 

"He  has  such  a  beautiftil  coUection,'^  said  1 
Kennjfeck,  tu^ning  to  her  sister. 

"Indeed,  then,  I  delight  in  pictures,"  said  "A 
Fanny,"  as  her  nieces  called  her.  "I  went  the  o1 
da^'  to  JHount  Bennett,  to  «ee  a.  i^QT\sLt&\,  ^<«sm5(fid 
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^^By  Eubens,  I  suppose  you  mean,  aunt,"  inter- 
ed  Miss  Kennyfeck,  tartlj. 

"So  it  may  be,  my  dear;  I  never  know  the  names 
it;  but  it  was  a  dark  old  man,  with  a  hairy  cap  and 
)ng  grey  beard,  as  like  Father  Morris  Hefifeman  as 
r  it  coiüd  Stare/' 

"Is  your  new  Carlo  Dolce  so  veiy  like  Olivia?^' 
rposed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  wbo  was  sadly  bampered 
ber  conntry  relatives  and  tbeir  reminiscences. 
"So  very  like,  Madam,  tbat  I  beg  you  to  accept  it 
k  Portrait,"  replied  Eoland. 

"Uppn  my  word,  tben,  young  genüeman,  you're 
so  fond  of  a  pretty  face  as  you  migbt  be,"  broke 
Ä.unt  Fanny,  "or  you  wouldn't  be  so  ready  to 
3  it  away."  A  very  hearty  laugh  at  the  old  lady's 
mtricity  reüeved  Casbel  from  all  n^^sity  of  ex- 
latioh. 

"Tbe  old  masters  are  so  good,"  said  Mrs.  Kenny- 
c;  "I  delight  in  tbeir  fine  vigorous  touch." 
"Wby  don't  tbey  put  more  clotbes  on  tbeir  figures," 
l  Aunt  Fanny;   "even  a  warm  climate  is  no  excuse 
the  way  tbe  creatures  went  about." 
"If  you  saw  tbem  in  Hickweretickanookee,"   said 
«r,  "King  John  never  wore  anytbing  but  a  cocked- 
and  a  pair  of  sbort  black  gaiters  tbe  missionary 
'e  bim  for  leaming  tbe  Lord's  Prayer." 
"I  bear  tbat  Lady  Janet  said  Gary  would  be  an 
ellent  study  for  Helen  M*Gregor,"  said  Mrs.  Kenny» 
i.     "It  was  scarcely  civil,  bowever." 
"It  was   more  —  downrigbt   rüde,"    said  Casbel, 
dening:  "but  Miss  Kennyfeck  can  afford  to  pay  tbe 
Altj  heauty  always  yielda  to  its  oppositft?^ 
'Tbere,  my  dear,  ibaVs  a  complimeiit,''   s»^Ä.  ^^ai\. 
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Fanny,  ''and  don^t  be  displeased.  I  say,  darling, 
didn't  he  b&j  a  while  ago  jou  were  like  somebody  at 
Carlow?" 

"  A  Carlo  Dolce,  aunt,"  broke  in  both  sisters,  laugh- 
ing;  and  so  the  dinner  proceeded  amid  common-plaoes, 
relieved  occasionally  from  their  flatness  hj  the  absor- 
dities  öf  Aunt  Fanny,  who  seemed  as  good-natoredly 
proof  against  ridicule  as^he  was  likely  to  evoke  it 

Peter  was  the  first  to  rise  &om  table,  as  he  was 
anxious  to  go  to  "the  play,"  and  the  ladies  soon  retired 
to  the  drawing-room,  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  slily  whispering, 
as  she  passed  behind  Eoland^s  chahr,  an  entreaty  that 
he  would  not  long  delay  in  foUowing  them.  Cashel^s 
anxiety  to  close  his  tete-ä-tete  arose  from  another  cause 
—  his  buming  anxiety  to  finish  Enrique's  letter;  white 
Kennyfeck  himself  seemed  beating  about,  uncertain  how 
to  open  subjects  he  desired  to  have  discussed.  After  a 
long  pause  he  said, 

"I  was  speaking  to  Perystell  yesterday,  and  he  ü 
of  opinion  that  there  is  no  use  in  preserving  any  pait 
of  the  old  structure  at  Tubbermore  —  the  great  diffi- 
culty  of  adapting  ä  new  character  of  architecture  to  the 
old  would  not  repay  the  cost." 

Cashel  nodded  a  careless  assent,  and  afiter  a  patiM 
Kennyfeck  resumed: 

"It  might  be  of  some  convenience  at  present,  how- 
ever,  to  let  the  building  stand  as  it  is.  A  residence  of 
ene  kind  or  other  you  will  want,  particularly  as  the 
elections  are  approaching!" 

Another  nod  in  silence  was  all  the  reply. 

"PerystelFs  estimate  is  large,;  don't  you  think  so?** 

He  nodded  again. 

"Ne&rljr  seventy  thousaaA.  i^o\viÄa\  «xA  ^3&ftl  doefl 
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liot  indude  the  gate  tower,  whicb  seems  a  point  for 
after  consideration/' 

"I  remember,"  muttered  Cashel,  in  a  voice  that 
implied  anything  rather  than  a  mind  attentiye  to  the 
sabjeet  before  it 

.  **Now,  it  would  be  as  well,"  said  Mr.  Kennyfeck, 
drawing  a  long  breath,  and  as  it  were- preparing  him- 
seif  for  a  great  effort,  "to  put  a  little  order  into  our 
i£EurB.  Yonr  first  year  or  two  will  be  costly  ones, 
trailding  expenses,  eqnipage,  horses,  fornitore,  election 
dmrges.  Much  of  your  capital  is  vested  in  foreign 
Becorities,  wbicb  it  would  be  injurious  to  seil  at  this 
moment  —  don't  you  tbink"  —  bere  be  cbanged  bis 
▼wce  to  an  almost  insinuating  softness  —  "don't  you 
Ürink  that  by  devoting  a  certain  portion  of  your  in- 
wme  —  say  a  third,  or  one-balf,  perhaps  —  for  the 
present,  to  meet  these  charges  — "  He  paused,  for  he 
MW  firom  CasheVs  occupied  look  that  he  was  not  attend- 
i&g  to  bis  words. 

"Well,  continue,"  said  Roland,  aflFecting  to  wait  for 
lufl  conclusion. 

"I  was  about  to  ask,  Sir,"  said  Kennyfeck,  boldly, 
"what  sum  would  you  deem  sufficient  for  your  yearly 
expenditure?" 

"What  is  the  amount  of  my  income?"  askedCashel, 
Uimtly. 

"Li  good  years,  something  above  sixteen  thousand 
pounds;  in  bad  ones,  somewhat  less  than  twelve." 

"Well  then  —  you  ha^  the  scale  of  my  expendi- 
t»ire  at  once."  ^^ 

"Not  your  whole  income?"  exclaimed  Kennyfeck, 
Wtonished. 

"Even  8o.    I  aee  no  earthly  xeasou  ioi  \vo«tft2fia35g^. 
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men,  it  doesn't  do  with  old  ones  —  thoroughly  bored 
before  they  come  among  the  ladies.  The  sndden 
change  to  the  tea,  and  the  wax-lights,  and  the  bright 
eyes,  are  trying  stimulants.  Let  them,  however,  be 
what  they  call  ^pleasant'  below  stairs,  and  they  are 
Bure  to  come  up,  flushed  and  excited,  well  satisfied 
with  the  host^s  claret,  and  only  anxious  to  Order  the 
carriage.     What  a  clock  is  it  now?" 

"A  quarter  past  ten,  aunt." 

"Too  late;  fall  three-quarters  too  late,'*  ejaetdated 
she,  with  the  tone  of  an  oracle;  "there  is  nothing  your 
father  could  have  to  say  should  have  detained  him  tili 
now.  Play  that  little  Mexican  thing  again,  my  dear; 
and,  Livy,  love,  leave  the  door  a  littie  open ;  don't  you 
find  the  heat  of  this  room  intolerable?" 

The  young  ladies  obeyed,  and  meanwhile  AuEt 
Fanny,  drawing  her  chair  closer  to  her  sister's,  said,  iö 
a  low  tone: 

"Well,  explain  the  matter  more  clearly;  did  he  ff^ 
her  the  diamonds?" 

"No,  that  is  the  strängest  of  all,^^  responded  Un. 
Kennyfeck;  "he  jnst  told  Leonard  to  send  them  home, 
and  we  never  heard  more  about  them." 

Aunt  Fanny  shook  her  head. 

"You  know,  he  asked  Olivia,  as  they  were  going 
down  stairs,  what  she  thought  of  them ;  and  she  replied, 
*TheyVe  beautiful.'" 

"How  did  she  say  it  though;  was  it  like  a  mere 
casual  remark,  or  did  she  make  it  with  feeling?" 

"With  feeling,"  echoed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  pursing  up 
her  lips. 

''Well?'' 
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**Well!  he  just  said,  ^I'U  take  them,'  and  there  was 
m  end  of  it" 

Aont  Fanny  seemed  to  reflect,  and,  after  some  time, 
Said: 

"Now,  as  to  the  horse,  when  did  he  make  her  a 
present  of  that?" 

"It  was  to  Caroline  he  gave  the  horse;  sure  I  told 
you  already." 

"Very  true,  so  you  did:  a  bad  feature  of  the  case, 
too!    She  ought  to  have  declined  it  somehow." 

"So  she  would,"  broke  in  Mrs.  Kennyfeck;  "but 
70U  perceive,  it  was  very  doubtfiil,  at  the  time,  which 
of  the  girls  he  preferred." 

"And  you  teil  me,  this  Mr.  Linton  has   such  in- 
ice  over  him." 

"The  most  absolute.  It  is  only  a  few  weeks 
since  they  became  acquainted,  and  now  they  are  inse- 
parable." 

"What  is  he  like,  —  Lmton  himself?" 

Mrs.  Kennyfeck  gave  a  most  significant  signal,  by 
ßlosing  up  her  lips,  and^slowly  nodding  her  head  —  a 
^esture  that  seemed  well  understood. 

"Does  Kennyfeck  know  nothing  of  his  affairs  — 
las  he  no  private  history  of  the  man,  which  might  be 
iseful  to  US?" 

"Don't  think  of  that,  my  dear,"  rejoined  Mrs. 
Cennyfeck,  knowingly;  "but  here  they  come  at  last^' 
?his  was  said  with  reference  to  the  sound  of  footsteps 
n  the  stairs,  which  gradually  approached,  and  at 
ist  Mr.  Kennyfeck  made  his  appearance  in  Xk«^  ^v«" 
ig-room. 
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^^Where  is  Mr.  Casbel;  is  he  gone?"  asked  Mrs. 
KemiTfeek,  in  an  accent  of  tinusual  anxiety. 

^^Ho  went  awaj  aboye  an  hour  ago.  He  wanted 
to  see  a  letter,  or  to  write  one,  or  to  look  for  one  he 
had  lost,  —  I  forget  which." 

'^Tm  certain  you  do!^'  observed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck, 
with  an  expression  of  unequivocal  contempt  "I  am 
perfectly  certain  we  need  not  look  to  you  for  either 
Information  or  assistance.^' 

Poor  Mr.  Kennyfeck  was  dumbfoundered.  The  veiy 
words  were  riddles  to  him,  and  he  tumed  to  each 
person  about  him  in  silent  entreaty  for  explanation  — 
but  none  came. 

"What  had  you  been  conversing  about?"  asked 
Aunt  Fanny,  in  that  encouraging  tone  lawyers  some- 
times  use  to  draw  out  a  reluctant  or  bash^  witness. 

*'0f  bis  money  a£Pairs,  Miss  O^Hara;  and  I  am 
grieved  to  say  that  the  subject  had  so  little  interestfor 
him,  that  he  started  up  and  left  me,  on  suddenly  re- 
membering  something  about  a  letter." 

"Which  something  you  have  totally  forgotten," 
remarked  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  tartly. 

"And  yet  it  would  be  a  most  important  faet  for 
US,"  observed  Aimt  Fanny,  with  judicial  solemnity; 
"a  letter,  whether  to  read  or  to  write,  of  such  press- 
ing  necessity,  implies  much." 

"Come,  Livy,  dear,"  said  Miss  Kennyfeck,  lising 
&om  the  pianoforte  and  addressing  her  sister,  who  sat 
reading  on  the  sofa;  "my  canzonette  and  your  beantiftil 
attitude  are  so  much  sweetness  thrown  away.  He's 
gone  without  even  a  thought  of  either!  There,  there, 
don't  look  so  innocently  vacant  —  you  understand  me 
perfectly. " 
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A  very  genüe  smile  was  all  the  yoimger  sister^s 
reply  as  she  left  the  room. 

*^  Dopend  upon  it,  my  dear,^^  said  Miss  OTCara  to 
Hm.  Kennyfeek,  *41iat  yoiing  man  had  made  some 
nnliappy  connexion,  that's  the  secret  of  this  letter,  and 
when  they  get  into  a  scrape  of  the  kind  it  puts  mar- 
riage  ont  of  their  heads  altogether.  It  was  the  same 
with  Captain  Morris"  —  here  she  whispered  still 
lower,  the  only  audible  words  being,  "without  my 
ever  suspecting  —  one  evening  —  a  low  creatare  — 
never  set  eyes  upon  —  ah,  man,  man!"  And  with  this 
exclamation  aloud,  Aunt  Fanny  took  her  candle  and 
retired. 

Abont  a  minute  after,  however,  she  re-entered  the 
drawing-room,  and  advancing  close  to  her  sister,  said, 
with  all  the  solemnity  of  deep  thought: 

"Peter  is  no  good  in  this  case,  my  dear;  send  him 
home  at  once.  That  man  will  ^blaze^  for  the  asking." 
And  with  a  nod  of  immense  significance  she  finally 
withdrew. 

CHAPTER  XX. 

Area  des  ambo  —  Blackgnards  both! 

In  the  window  of  a  very  pretty  cottage-room  over- 
looking  the  Liffey,  and  that  romantie  drive  so  well 
known  to  Dubliners  as  the  *'low  road"  to  Lucan,  sat 
Tom  Linton.  He  was  enjoying  a  cigar  and  a  glass  of 
weak  negus,  as  a  man  may  enjoy  such  luxuries  seated 
in  the  easiest  of  chairs,  looking  out  upon  one  of  the 
sweetest  of  woodland  landscapes,  and  feeling  the  while 
that  the  whole  was  "his  own."  If  con&cieiv^iou^  ^^tol- 
ples  Lad  been  any  pari  of  that  gentlemarf^  M^  ^^täL'Ji- 
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sophy,  he  might  have  suffered  some  misgiyings,  seeing 
that  the  cottage  itself,  its  ftumitare,  the  plate,  Üie  verj 
horses  in  the  stähle  and  the  grooms  ahont  it,  had  heen 
won  at  the  hazard-tahle,  and  from  one  whose  beggaiy 
ended  in  suicide.  But  Linton  did  not  dwell  on  sudi 
things,  and  if  they  did  for  an  instant  cross  his  mind, 
he  dismissed  them  at  once  with  a  contemptuons  pity 
for  the  man  who  could  not  huild  up  a  fortone  hy  the 
arts  with  which  he  had  lost  one.  He  had  not  hegan 
the  World  himself  with  'much  principle,  and  all  his 
experiences  went  to  prove  that  even  less  would  snffice, 
and  that  for  the  purposes  of  the  Station  he  occnpied, 
and  the  society  he  frequented,  it  was  only  necessary 
that  he  should  not  transgress  in  his  deaHngs  wiih  men 
of  a  certain  rank  and^^condition;  so  that  while  erery 
transaction  with  people  of  class  and  fashion  shonld  be 
strictly  on  "the  Square,"  he  was  at  perfect  liberty  to 
practise  any  number  of  sharp  things  with  all  be- 
neath  them.  It  was  the  old  axiom  of  knight-errantiy 
adapted  to  our  own  Century,  which  maäe  every  weapon 
fair  used  against  the  plebeian! 

From  a  pleasant  reverie  over  some  late  success  and 
some  fiiture  ones  in  anticipation,  he  was  aroused  by  a 
gentle  tap  at  the  door. 

"Come  in,"  said  he;  "I  think  I  guess  who  it  is  — 
Phülis,  eh?" 

"Yes,  Sir,  you're  quite  correct,"  said  that  indivi- 
dual,  adyancing  from  the  misty  twilight  of  the 
room',  which  was  only  partly  lighted  by  a  Single 
alabaster  lamp.  "I  thought  Fd  find  you  at  home,  Sir, 
and  I  knew  this  letter  might  interest  you.  He  dropped 
it  when  going  up  the  stairs  at  Kennyfeck^s,-  and  conld 
scarcely  bave  read  it  throTigh.^'' 
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"Sit  down,  George  —  sit  down,  man  —  what  will 
you  take?  I  see  youVe  had  a  fast  drive;  if  that  was 
your  car  I  heard  on  the  road,  your  pace  was  tremen- 
dous.  What  shall  it  be  —  claret  —  sherry  —  brandy- 
and-water?" 

"If  you  please,  Sir,  sherry.  I  have  lost  all  palate 
for  Bordeaux  since  I  came  to  Mr.  Cashel.  We  get 
abominable  wine  from  CuUan." 

"So  I  remarked  myself;  but  tbis  must  be  looked  to. 
Come,  try  that;  it's  some  of  Gordon's,  and  he  would 
not  send  a  bad  bottle  to  me.^' 

"I  am  very  certain  of  that,  Sir.     It  is  excellent." 
"ISTow  then  for  the  epistle."     So  saying,  he  lighted. 
a  taper  and  prepared  to  read.     "  Jamaica,   oh,  a  ship- 
•  mate's  letter." 

*'A  Gurions  one  too,  Sir,  as  you'U  say  when  you 
read  it" 

Linton,  without  reply,  began  to  read,  nor  did  he 
break  silence  tili  he  finished,  when,  laying  down  the 
paper,  he  said,  "And  this -very  fellow  who  writes  this 
he  actually  spoke  of  inviting  to  Ireland  —  to  stay 
some  time  at  bis  house  —  to  be  introduced,  in  fact,  to 
bis  acquaintances  as  a  personal  friend." 

"It's  very  sad,  Sir,"  sighed  Phillis,  "I  have  long 
been  of  opinion  that  I  must  leave  bim.  The  appoint- 
ments,  it  is  true,  are  good,  perquisites,  too,  very  hand- 
some  —  but  the  future,  Mr.  Linton  —  what  a  future  it 
wiU  be!" 

"It  need  not  be  a  very  near  ona,   at  all  events," 
said  Linton,  smiling;  **youVe  read  this?" 
**Just  threw  an  eye  over  it,  Sirl" 
"Well,   you   see  that  your  excelleut  m%.^\j^x  >a»Ä 
heen  little  better  tban  a  pirate  or  a  slaveT?^ 
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"Very  shocking,  indeed,  Sirl" 

"Of  course  this  must  not  get  abroad,  George." 

''It  would  ruin  me,  utterly,  Sir." 

^'To  be  sure  it  would.  No  noblemaa,  not  any 
gentleman  of  rank  or  fasbion  could  tbink  of  engagiog 
jour  Services  after  sucb  an  appointment  Happilj» 
George,  you  may  not  require  sucb,  if  you  only  mini 
your  bits.  Your  master  can  afford  to  make  your  f(a- 
tune,  and  never  know  bimself  tbe  poorer.  Come,  how 
go  on  matters  latterly  at  No.  50." 

^^Pretty  mucb  as  usual,  Sir;  two  dinner-parties  last 
week." 

'^I  know  all  about  tbem,  tbougb  I  affected  to  be 
engaged  and  didnH  dine  tbere.  Wbat  I  want  is,  to 
bear  of  these  Kennyfecks  —  do  tbey  come  mucb  after 
bim." 

"Only  once,  Sir,  wben  tbey  came  to  see  tbe  bonse 
and  stopped  to  luncbeon." 

"Well,  was  be  particular  in  bis  attentions  to  eitbo 
of  tbe  daugbters?" 

"Very  attentive,  indeed,  Sir,  to  tbe  younger.  Sb 
dropped  ber  bandkercbief  in  tbe  galleiy,  and  ran  bac 
for  it,  and  so  did  be,  Sir." 

"You  followed,  of  course." 

"I  did,  Sir,  and  sbe  was  blusbing  very  mucb  as 
came  in,  and  I  beard  ber  say  sometbing  about  ^forgi 
ing  bim,^  and  tben,  tbey  left  tbe  room." 

"And  wbat  of  Kennyfeck,  bas  be  bad  any  conve 
sations  witb  bim  on  business?" 

"None,  Sir;  I  bave  strictly  followed  your  ordei 
and  never  admitted  bim." 

"X/ord  Cbarles  Frobia\ier  ^bä  «^Y^t^^ök  ^^rasosit  tJotbi 
night? "  Said  Linton,  aftet  a  i^woä^. 
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3,  Sir,  so  I  heard  them  saj  at  sapper,  and  Mr. 

ärst  gaye  him  a  check  and  then  changed  his  . 

idlsaw  him  hand  over  a  heavy  siun  in  notes/^ 

eed!^^  muttered  Linton  to   himself;   '^and  my 

Tiend  Charley  did  not  confess  this  to  me." 

ve  you  taken  care  that  the  people  donH  send 

bills  and  accounts,  as  I  mentioned?'^ 

;,   Sir;  with  a  few  exceptions,  nothing  of  the 

aes." 

lat  brought  that  Mr.  Cläre  Jones  so  frequently 

came  twice  in  Mr.  Dudley  Meek's  carriage, 

sat  all  the  while  outside,    while  Mr.   Meek 

i  my  master-,   the  third  day,  höwever,  he  was 

to  come  in,  and  spent  nearly  an  hour  in  the 

dl,  what  took  place?" 

9uld  only  hear  part  of  the  conversation,  Sir,  as 
I  might  be  sent  for.  The  subject  was  a  seat 
iment,  which  Mr.  Cashel  owns,  and  that  Mr. 
desirous  of  procuring  for  Jones." 
!  ha!  my  little  Judas!  is  that  your  game?  Gk> 
rge,  this  interests  me." 

lave  little  more  to  teil,  Sir,  for  Mr.  Meek  al- 
saks  so  low,  and  my  master  scarcely  said  any- 

d  Jones?" 

merely  remarked  on  the  identity  of  his  political 
SS  with  those  of  the  present  Government." 

course;  the  fellow  began  as  a  Kadical,  and 
ned  Tory,  and  now  is  a  Whig.  Blue  and 
Tlien  mixed  alwaya  make  green.     üut  \tfyw  ^^ 
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"  As  well  as  I  could  perceive,  Sir,  without  anjpromisc 
My  master  was  to  deliberate  and  send  liis  answer.'* 

'^Let  neither  have  access  to  him  tül  you  hear  fron 
me  again  —  mark  that." 

**You  shall  be  obeyed,  Sir." 

^'Did  Lord  Kilgoff  call?" 

"Twice,  Sir;  but  my  master  was  out  I  followed 
jour  directions',  howeyer,  and  said  that  her  Ladysluf 
was  with  him,  and  he  seemed  much  provoked  at  A(^ 
finding  him  at  home." 

"Well,  how  did  he  take  it  —  did  he  make  any 
remark?" 

"A  half  smile,  Sir;  nothing  more." 

*'But  said  nothing?" 

"Not  a  Word,  Sir." 

Linton  arose  and  walked  the  room  in  deep  medüa* 
tion;  at  last  he  said, 

"You  had  better  let  him  have  those  letters  we  hdd 
back  the  last  two  days,  to-day.  He'U  not  think  deeply 
over  his  losses  on  the  Derby,  while  dwelling  on  thifi 
missing  letter." 

"I  don't  suspect  his  losses,  Sir,  will  cause  much 
uneasiness  on  any  score:  money  occupies  very  littlet)i 
his  thonghts."  , 

"True;  but  here  the  sum  is  a  very  heavy  one.  J 
made  the  book  myself,  and  stood  to  win  thirty  thonsanJ 
pounds ;  but,  no  matter,  it  can't  be  helped  now  —  bctta 
luck  another  time.  Now,  another  point.  It  strikes  me 
of  late,  that  he-seems  bored  somewhat  by  the  kind  oi 
life  he  is  leading,  and  that  these  carouses  at  the  messef 
are  becoming  just  as  distasteful  to  him  as  the  heavy 
dinner-parties  with  the  Dean  and  the  rest  of  them.  i 
tbat  your  opinion?" 
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"Perfectly,  Sir.  He  even  said  as  much  to  me 
t'other  evening,  when  he  came  back  from  a  late  supper. 
He  is  always  wishing  for  the  Yacht  to  come  over  — 
speaks  every  now  and  then  of  taking  a  run  over  to 
London  and  Paris  —  in  fact,  Sir,  he  is  bored  here. 
There  is  no  disguising  it." 

"I  feared  as  much,  George;  I  suspected,  many  a 
day  ago,  he  would  not  be  long  satisfied  with  the  pro- 
vincial  boards.  But  this  must  not  be;  once  away  from 
Dublin,  he  is  lost  to  us  for  ever.  I  know,  and  so  do 
you  know,  the  hands  he  would  fall  into  in  town;  better 
let  him  get  back  to  his  old  Prairie  haunts,  for  a  while, 
than  that." 

"Not  so  very  unlikely,  Sir.  He  sits  poring  over 
maps  and  charts  for  hours  together,  and  scans  the  new 
coast  surveylike  a  man  bent  on  exploring  the  scenes 
for  himself  It  is  hard  to  say  what  is  best  to  do  with 
lim." 

*T11  teil  you  what  he  must  not  be  permitted  to  do 
^  himself ;  he  must  not  leave  Ireland  —  he  must  not 
many  —  he  must  not  enter  Parliament  —  and,  for  the 
JDoment,  to  employ  his  thoughts  and  banish  ennw\  we'U 
get  up  the  house-warming  at  Tubbermore.  I  mean  to 
set  off  thither  to-morrow." 

**Without  Mr.  Cashel,  Sir?" 

"Of  course;  be  it  your  care  that  matters  are  well 
looked  to  in  my  absence,  and  as  Kennyfeck's  house  is 
safer  than  the  barracks,  he  may  dine  there  as  ofben  as 
ie  pleases.  Keep  a  watch  on  Jones  —  not  that  I  think 
hell  be  very  dangerous;  see  after  Lord  Charles,  whether 
he  may  try  to  profit  by  my  absence;  and,  above  all, 
write  me  a  bulletin  each  diay." 

Mr,  PbilHs  promised  a  striet  obedienc^  to  ox^'etÄ^ 
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and  rose  to  redre,  pleading  the  necessi^  of  hiB 
fLt  home  when  his  master  retnmed. 

"What  of  this  letter,  Sir?  Shall  I  contrive  to 
it  in  bis  pocket,  and  discoyer  it  as  he  is  andres 
He  neyer  sospeets  anything  or  anybody." 

"No,  George,  Fll  keep  it;  it  may  tum  out  i 
to  US  one  of  these  days,  there^s  no  knowing  wh 
how.  I'm  cnrioQS,  too,  to  see  how  he  will  act 
reference  to  it  —  whether  he  will  venture  on  any 
fidence  towards  me.  I  suspect  not;  he  neyer  aliud 
his  bygones.  The  only  iterror  his  mind  is  capab 
would  seem  the  fear  of  fashionable  contempt.  ] 
eyer  lose  this,  he's  lost  to  us  for  ever."  This  was 
rather  in  soliloquy  than  addressed  to  Phillis,  wh< 
not  appear  to  catch  the  meaning  of  the  remark.  ^*1 
leaye  this  note  on  his  table,  and  take  care  he  sc 
It  is  to  remind  bim  of  an  appointment  here  to-m( 
with  Hoare,  the  money-lender,  at  eleven  o'clock, 
tually." 

Phillis  took  the  note,  and  after  a  yery  resp 
leaye-taking,  withdrew. 

**Yes,'^  Said  Linton,  musing,  as  he  leaned  a^ 
the  Window;  "all  goes  fairly  so  far.  Mr.  Phillis 
live  to  see  himself  once  more  a  Merchant-Tail 
Cheapside,  and  Tom  Linton,  under  the  buckler  < 
M.  P.,  defy  duns  and  bums,  and  be  again  a  deniz 
the  only  City  worth  living  in." 

He  then  reseated  himself  in  his  easy-chair,  and 
pared  to  con  over  the  letters  to  which  he  had 
given  a  passing  attention.  The  narrative  of  Em 
füll  of  exciting  details  and  hair-breadth  ^scapes, 
however,  far  less  an  object  of  interest  to  Linton 
tbe  comideratioiL  how  fax  a  <:^ax«Ä\föt>S«Ä  'öboa  ^^ 
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ade  ose  of  for  the  pnrpose  of  threat  and  intimidation 
rer  Caeliel. 

His  reflections  ran  somewhat  thus:  The  day  maj 
Müe,  —  is,  perhaps,  even  now  nigh,  —  when  Cashel 
laU  reject  my  inflnence  and  ascendancy.  There  never 
as  been  anyäiing  which  could  even  counterfeit  friend- 
lip  between  us,  —  close  intimacy  has  been  all.  To 
laintain  that  hold  over  him  so  necessary  to  my  for- 
ines,  I  mnst  be  in  a  position  to  menace.  Koland,  him- 
Blf,  has  opened  the  way  to  this  by  his  own  reserve. 
?he  very  concealment  he  has  practised  implies  fear;  — 
therwise,  why,  —  in  all  the  openness  of  our  familiär 
atercourse,  —  never  have  mentioned  Enrique's  name, 

-  still  more,  —  nev^r  once  alluded  to  this  Maritaiia? 
t  ig  clear  enough  with  what  shame  he  looks  back  on 
be  past.  Let  mine  be  the  task  to  increase  that  feeling, 
nd  bnild  np  the  fear  of  the  wbrld's  ridicule,  tili  he 
ball  be  the  slave  of  every  whisper  that  syllables  his 
ame!  The  higher  his  path  in  society,  the  greater  the 
epth  to  which  disclosures  may  consign  him;  and  what 
isclosures  so  certainly  ruinous  as  to  connect  him  with 
le  lawless  marauders  of  the  Spanish  Main  —  the  slaver 
sd  the  pirate?  His  dear  friend,  a  felon,  taken  in  open 
^ht  by  a  British  cruiser!  Maritana,  too,  may  serve 
►;  her  name  as  mistress,  —  or,  if  need  be,  as  wife, 

-  will  effectually  oppose  any  matrimonial  specnlations 
Jre,  So  far,  tlus  letter  has  been  a  rare  piece  of  fer- 
ne! 

For  some  moments  he  walked  the  room  with  excited 
id  animated  looks,  the  altemating  shade0.of  pleasnre 
id  its  opposite  flitting  rapidly  across  his  streng  features. 
t  last  he  broke  ont  in  words:  "Ay,  Gashel^  1  wa  «ä 
Ad&aljr  emiched  as  jrourBelfj  —  but  wiüi  a  flöSteceiA 
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howerer,  puzzles  the  Ministers  and  the  Times,  and,  if 
he  were  not  a  man  perfectly  indifferent  to  place,  would 
ezpose  him  to  the  imputation  of  courting  it. 

"And  Lanra,  all  this  while!^'  said  he,  in  a  voiee 
whose  accents  trembled  with  intense  feeling;  ^^can  she 
forgiye  the  past?  Will  old  memories  revive  cid  affec- 
tions,  or  will  they  rot  into  hatred?  Well,"  cried  he, 
stomly,  "whichever  way  they  tum,  I'm  prepared." 

There  was  a  tone  of  triumphant  meaning  in  his 
last  words,  that  seemed  to  thrill  through  his  frame,  and 
as  he  threw  himself  back  upon  a  seat,  and  gazed  out 
upon  the  starry  sky,  his  features  wore  the  look  of  proud 
aäd  insolent  defiance.  ^'So  is  it,"  said  he,  after  a 
pause;  "one  must  be  alone  —  friendless,  and  alone  — 
in  life,  to  dare  the  world  so  fearlessly."  He  fiUed  a 
goblet  of  Sherry,  and,  as  he  drank  it  off,  cried, 
"Courage!  Tom  Linton  against  *the  field!'" 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

Eternal  friendship  Ict  us  swear, 

In  fraad  at  least  •—  **  nous  serons  fr^res." 

Robert  Macaire. 

Cashel  passed  a  night  of  feverish  anxiety.  Enri- 
que'g  oncertain  fate  was  never  out  of  his  thoughts,  and 
if  for  a  moment  h^  dropped  off  to  sleep,  he  immediately 
«roke  with  a  sudden  Start,  —  some  fancied  cry  for 
bdp,  —  some  heart-uttered  appeal  to  him  for  assistance, 
miking  in  upon  his  weary  slumber. 

How  ardently  did  he  wish  for  some  one  friend  to 
wfcoin  he  might  confide  his  difficulty,   and  irom  whom 
^leeetre  advice  apd  counsel.     Linton's  shrQv^dxv«^^*^  ^xl^ 
^Jiawhdge  of  life  pointed  him  out  aa  Öiö  ?it\ÄÄX.\  \j^^^ 
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how  to  reveal  to  liis  fashionable  friend  tlie  seei 
that  bnccaneering  lifo  he  had  himself  bo  lately  q 
How  expose  himself  to  the  dreaded  depreciation  i 
gentleman^^  might  visit  on  a  career  passed  amid 
and  pirates?  A  month  or  two  previous,  he  coii 
have  understood  such  scruples;  but'abeadj,  the~ 
ties  and  excesses  of  daily  habit  had  thrown  an 
savage  mdeness  over  the  memory  of  his  "v 
existence,  and  he  had  not  the  conrage  to  bra 
comments  it  might  suggest  To  this  false  shan 
Linton  bronght  him,  —  acting  on  a  naturally  s€ 
nature,  by  those  insidions  and  imperceptible  c< 
which  represent  the  world  —  meaning,  therebj 
portion  of  it,  who  are  in  the  purple  and  finc 
category  —  as  the  last  appeal  in  all  cases,  not 
of  a  man^s  breeding  and  pretensions,  but  of  his  '. 
and  independence. 

It  was  not  without  many  a  severe  stmggh 
many  a  heartfelt  repining,  Cashel  feit  himself  soi 
the  free  action  of  his  natural  independence  to  th( 
and  formal  restrictions  of  a  code  like  this.  Bu 
was  an  innate  dread  of  notoriety,  a  sensitive  shi 
from  remärk,  that  made  him  actually  timid  aboüi 
gressing  whatever  he  was  told  to  be  an  ordina 
fashion.  To  dress  in  a  particular  way  —  to  fr 
certain  places  —  to  be  known  to  certain  people 
go  out  at  certain  hours  —  and  so  on,  —  were  l 
to  his  mind  as  the  actual  requirements  of  his  f 
and  ofren  did  he  regret  the  hour  when  he  had 
with  his  imtrammelled  freedom,  to  live  a  lifo  of : 
and  monotony. 

Shrinking,  then,  from  any  confidence  in  lini 
jsext  tbought  of  Kennyfeck\  «nd^  «1^^\]^  tiq!  ^ 
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a  lii^  Tftltie  on  his  skill  and  correctness  in  such  a 
difieolty,  he  resolved,  at  all  hazards,  to  consnlt  him  on 
Ae  (xmrse  to  be  foUowed.  He  had  been  often  told 
W  gladly  Government  favours  the  possessor  of  fortone 
iod  influence.  Now,  thonght  he,  is  the  time  to  test  the 
problem.  —  **A11  of  mine  is  at  their  Service,  if  they 
bat  liberate  my  poor  comrade/' 

So  saying  to  himself ,  he  had  just  reached  the  hall, 
vlien  the  sound  of  wheels  approached  the  door.  A 
einiage  drew  up,  and  Linton,  foUowed  by  Mr.  Hoare, 
tlie  monej-lender,  descended. 

"Oh,  I  had  entirely  forgotten  this  aflFair,"  cried 
(ÜMhel,  as  he  met  them;  *^can  we  not  fix  another 
day?" 

"Impossible,  Sir,  —  I  leave  town  to-night/' 
"Another  hour  to-day,    then,"    said  Cashel,    im- 
^endy. 

"This  will  be  very  difficult,  Sir.  I  have  some  very 

'essing  engagements,  all  of  which  were  formed  subject 

jour  convenience  in  this  business/' 

"But  while  you  are  discussing  the  postponement, 

i  could  finish  the  whole  affair,''  cried  Linton,  drawing 

arm  within  CasheFs,  and  leading  him  along  towards 

library.     *'By  Jove!  it  does  give  a  mau  a  sublime 

of  wealth,  to  be  sure,"  said  he,  laughing,  **to  see 

cool  indifference  with  which  you  can  propose  to 

an  interview  that  brings  you  some  fifteen  thou- 

•pounds.     As  for  me!  —  I'd  make  the  Viceroy 

\f  play  ^ante-ohamber,*  if  little  Hoare  paid  me  a 

Vell,  be  it  so;  only  let  us  despatch,''  said  Cashel, 
am  anxious  to  catch  Kennyfeck  befolg  \i^  ^^% 
0  Court. " 
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"Well,  take  care  you  don't  wait  too  l<mg/*  s 
Hoare,  sententiously. 

.  "How  do  70a  mean?^'  said  Lintoii,  eitting  up,  8 
showing  more  aniination  than  he  had  exliibited  befoi 

"You  have  your  secret  —  I  have  mine,"  repl 
Hoare,  drily,  as  he  replaced  the  bills  in  his  pock 
book,  and  clasped  it 

"What  if  we  exchange  prisoners,  Hoare?" 

"It  would  be  like  most  of  your  compacts,  Mr.  Li 
ton,  all  the  odds  in  your  own  favour." 

"I  doubt  whether  any  man  makes  such  comp« 
with  yoM,"  replied  Linton;  "but  why  higgle  this  wa; 
^Bemember,^  as  Peacham  says,  *that  we  could  hang  a 
another;^  and  there  is  an  ugly  adage  about  what  ha 
pens  —  when  people  such  as  you  and  I  *fall  out."' 

"So  there  is;  and,  stränge  enough,  I  was  just  tbin 
ing  of  it     Come,  what  is  your  secret?," 

"^Ipl  that,''  said  Linton,  placing  Enrique's  leti 
in  his  nand,  while  he  sat  down,   directly  in  front, 
watch  the  effect  it  might  produce. 

Hoare  read  slowly  and  attentively;  some  passag 
be  re-read  three  or  four  times;  and  then,  laying  doi 
the  letter,  he  seemed  to  reflect  on  its  cont^its. 

"You  scarcely  thought  what  kind  of  comjMiny  o 
friend  used  to  keep  formerly?'^    asked  Linton,  ane 

iagly. 

"I  knew  all  about  that  tolerably  well.    I  was  raö 

puzzling  myself  a  little  about  this  Pedro  Bica;  Ü 

same  tricloof  capturing  the  slavers,   and  then  sdli 

the  slaves,  is  worthy  of  one  I  could  mention,  not 

speak  of  the  double  treachery  of  informing  againat ' 

comrades^  and  sending  the  Englisb  frigate  aft^  thei 

'14  deep  iand  he  mustbe,^^  wmaxV^öilLÄsi^kßijk^  ^o(d 
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"A  very  deep  one;  btrt  what  is  Cashel  likelj  to  do 

re?" 

*^Nothiiig;  he  has  no  clue  whatever  to  the  bnsiness; 
3  letter  itself  he  had  not  time  to  read  through,  when 

dropped  it,  and " 

"I  nnderstand  —  perfectly.  This  acconnts  for  all 
)  agitation.  Well,  I  must  say,  my  secret  is  the  better 
the  two,  and,  as  nsual,  you  have  made  a  good 
rgain." 

"Not  better  than  your  moming^s  "\rork  here,  Hoare; 
confess  that/' 

"Ah,  there  will  not  be  many  more  such  harvests  to 
ip,^*  Said  he,  sighing. 

"How  so?  his  fortune  is  scarcely  breached,  as  yet." 

"He  spends   money   fast,"    said  Hoare,    gravely; 

fen  now,  see  what  sums  he  has  sqnandered  —  think 

he  presents  he  has  lavished — diamonds — horses '* 

"As  to  the  Kennyfeck  affair,  it  was  better  than 
ng  into  a  matrimonial  scrape,  which  I  fancy  I  hare 
ed  him  from." 

Oh,  no,  nothing  of  the  kind.     Pirate  as  he  is,  he 
'n't  venture  on  that." 
Vhy  so  —  what  do  you  mean?" 
imply,  that  he  is  married  already;  at  least,  that 
of  betrothal  which  goes  for  marriage  in  his  free 
y  country." 

uried!"  exclaimed  Linton,  in  utter  amazement; 
)  never  even  hinted  in  the  most  distant  manner 

\  yet  the  Obligation  is  sufficiently  binding,  ac- 
0  Columbian  law,  to  give  his  widow  the  bene^ 
property  he  might  die  po&s^att^  ol  m  "ÖcäN» 
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"And  he  knows  this  himself?*' 

"So  well,  that  he  has  abeady  proposed  a  veiy 
large  snm  as  forfeit  to  break  the  contract'* 

"And  this  has  been  refused?" 

"Yes.  The  girFs  father  has  thought]it  better  to 
follow  your  own  plan,  and  make  *a  waiting  race,'  weU 
knowing,  that  if  Cashel  does  not  retum  to  claun  her  as 
his  wife  —  or  that,  which  is  not  improbable,  she  m«j 
marry  more  advantageously  —  he  will  always  be  ready 
to  pay  the  forfeit." 

"May  I  leam  his  name?" 

"No!" 

"Nor  his  daughter's?  —  the  Christian  name,  I 
mean." 

"To  what  end?  It  would  be  a  mere  idle  curiosity, 
—  for  I  should  exact  a  pledge  of  your  never  dirul- 
ging  it" 

"Of  course,"  said  Linton,  carelessly.  "It  was  as 
you  say,  a  mere  idle  wish.  Was  this  a  love  afiair» 
then,  for  it  has  a  most  commercial  air?" 

"I  really  don't  know  that;  I  fancy  that  they  were 
both  very  yomig,  and  very  ignorant  of  what  they  were 
pledging,  and  just  as  indifferent  to  the  consequences.^^ , 

"She  was  handsome,  this " 

"Maritana  —  is  beautiful,  they  say,"  said  Hoare, 
who  inadvertently  let  slip  the  name  he  had  reftised  to 
divulge. 

Linton^s  quick  ear  caught  it  at  once,  but  as  rapidly 
affected  not  to  notice  it,  as  he  said, 

"But  I  really  do  not  see  as  jQt  how  this  Effects 
what  we  were  just  speaking  of?" 

"It  will  do  so,  however,  —  and  ere  long.     Theae 
people,  who  were  immensAy  tyOö.  ^cthä  ^ossL^^X^sk.^  «ifi 
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w,  by  one  of  the  conynlsions  so  frequent  in  thc 
mtries,    reduced   to   absolute   poverty.      They  wi 
ibtless,  foUow  Oashel  here,  and  seek  a  fulfilment 
contract.     I  need  not  teil  you,   Mr.  Linton,  whi 
st  ensue  on  such  a  demand.     It  would  be  hard  t 
^  —  whether  acceptance,  or  refusal  would  be  worse 
a  Word,  the  father-in-law  is  a  man  of  such  a  character, 
re  is  only  one  thing  would  be  more  ruinous  than  bis 
nity,   and  that  is,   any  alliance  with  him.     I^et  him 
;  arrive  in  this  countiy,  and  every  gentleman  of  sta- 
1  and  class  will  fall  back  £rom  CasheFs  intimacy; 
l  even  those  —  111  not  mention  names,"  said  he, 
Hing  —  "who  could  gloss  over  some  of  their  pre- 
ices  with  gold-leaf,  will  soon  discover  that  a  shrewder 
)  than  CasheVs  will  be  on  them,  and  that  all  attempts 
orofit  by  his  easiness  of  temper  and  reckless  nature, 
be  met  by  one  who  has  never  yet  been  foiled  in  a 
e  of  artifice  and  deceit" 

'Then  I  perceive  we  have  a  very  short  tether," 
Linton,  gravely;  "when  may  this  worthy  genüe- 
be  looked  for?"    ^ 

U  any  moment,  —  I  believe,   early  in  spring, 
er,  will  be  the  time." 

Vell  —  that  gives  us  a  few  months;  during  which 

contrive  to  get  in  for  this  borough  of  Derra- 

—  But  hark!  is  that  a  carriage  at  the  door?  — - 

r  Jove!     The  Kennyfecks,  —  I  remember,  he 

ed  them  to-day  to  come  and  see  his  pictures. 

loare,  step  out  by  the  back  way,  —  we  must 

caught  together  here.      I'U  make  my  escape 

Is." 

dy  the  thundering  knock  of  iSbft  fco\3CSi'KQ.  t^ 
brougb  the  house,  and  ILoax^^  tio\.\!ö«cö%  «► 
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moment,  left  the  library,  and  hastened  through  the 
garden  at  the  rear  of  the  honse;  while  Linton,  uebang 
some  writing  materials,  hurried  up-stairs,  and  established 
himself  in  a  small  boudoir  off  one  of  the  drawing-roomfi, 
carefully  letting  down  the  Venetians  as  he  entered,  and 
leaving  the  Chamber  bnt  half  lighted;  this  done,  he 
drew  a  screen  in  front  of  him,  and  waited  patienäj. 

CHAPTEK  XXn. 

Ignored  the  schooU  of  Franoe  and  Spain, 

And  of  the  Netherlands  not  surer, 
He  knew  not  Cayp  from  Claude  Lorraine, 

Nor  Dow  from  Albert  Dürer. 

Bbu.'8  Imaobi. 

ScARCELT  had  the  jKennyfecks'  carriage  driven  fiom 
the  door  when  the  stately  equipages  of  the  MacFarlines 
drew  up,  which  was  soon  after  foUowed  hj  the  very 
small  pony  phaeton  of  Mrs.  Leicester  White ,  that  lady 
herseif  driving,  and  haying  for  her  companion  a  large 
high-shouldered,  spectacled  gentleman,  whose  glanoes, 
at  once  inquiring  and  critical,  pronoonced  him  as  one 
of  her  numerous  proteges  in  art,  science,  or  letters. 

This  Visit  to  the  "Cashel  Gallery,"  as  she  Boms- 
what  grandiloqnently  designated  the  collection,  had 
been  a  thing  of  her  own  planning;  first,  becanse  Mis. 
White  was  an  adept  in  that  skilfdl  diplomacj  which  so 
happily  makes  plans  for  pleasure  at  other  people^s 
houses,  —  and  oh,  what  numbers  there  are,  —  del^t- 
ful,  charming  people  as  the  world  calls  them!  whose 
giffc  goes  no  further  than  this,  that  they  keep  a  registry 
of  their  friends'  accommodation,  and  know,  'to  a  niceiy, 
the  season  to  dine  here,  to  sup  there  ^  to  pic-nic  at  one 
place,  and  to  "spend  die  iay"'''  — 'WrcW^^  «s:^i»mma. 
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mwe  horrible  fact  —  at  another.  But  Mrs.Wbite 
also  anotHer  object  in  view  on  the  present  occasion, 
ih  was,  to  introdnce  her  companion,  Mr.  Elias  Howlt, 
BT  Dublin  acquaintance. 

ür.  Elias  Howle  was  dne  of  a  peculiar  class,  which 
age,  so  fertile  in  inventions,  has  engendered,  a 
isher's  man-of-all-work,  ready  for  everything,  from 
itics  to  Satire,  and  equally  prepared  to  expound 
becy,  or  write  squibs  for  "Punch." 
^ot  that  lodgings  were  not  inhabited  in  Grub-street 
•e  our  day,  but  that  it  remained  for  the  glory  of 
Century  to  see  that  numerous  horde  of  Tourist 
)rs  held  in  leash  by  fashionable  booksellers,  and 
j  now  and  then  let  slip  over  some  country,  to 
b  plague,  pestilence,  or  famine,  had  given  a  newer 
more  terrible  interest.  In  this  novel  walk  of  litera- 
Mr.  Howle  was  one  of  the  chief  proficients ;  he 
the  Creator  of  that  new  school  of  travel  which, 
lg  expressly  for  London  readers,  refers  everything 
e  Standard  of  "town;"  and  whether  it  be  a  trait 
elandic  life,   or  some  renmant  of  old  world  exis- 

in  the  far  East,  all  must  be  brought  for  trial  to 
ar  of  "SevenDials,"  or  stand  to  plead  in  the  dock 
lU-mall  or  Piccadilly.  Whatever  errors  or  miscon- 
3ns  he  might  fall  into  respecting  his  subjects,  he 
t  none  regarding  his  readers.     He  knew  them  by 

—  their  leanings,  their  weakness,  and  their  pre- 
3S;  and  how  pleasantly  could  he  flatter  their  town- 

self-sufficiency  —  how  slily  insinuate  their  vast 
iority  over  all  other  Citizens,  insidiously  assuring 

that  the  Thames  at  Richmond  was  infinitely  finer 

the  Rhine  ot  the  Danube,    and  tiiat  «ti  \fi?^  \x^ 
9te  was  rieber  in  repayal  than  a  vmt  \ft  ^»^  ^Ä««r 
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phorus!     Ireland  was,  just  at  the  time  we  speak  of,  b 
splendid  field  for  bis  peculiar  talents.      The  miseiy« 
mongers  had  liad  their  day.    The  world  was  somewlia^ 
weary  of  Landlordism,   Pauperism,   and  Protestantismi 
and  all  the  other  *4sms^'  of  that  unhappy  conntiy. 

There  was  nothing  that  had  not  been  said  overihe 
overgrown  Church  establishment,  —  the  devouring 
Middleman,  —  Cottier  misery,  —  and  Celtic  barbarism; 
people  grew  weary  of  hearing  aboat  a  nation,  so  endowed 
with  capabilities,  and  which  yet  did  nothing,  and  rather 
than  puzzle  their  heads  any  further,  they  voted  Ireland 
a  "bore."  It  was  just  then  that  "this  inspired  Cockney" 
determined  to  try  a  new  phase  of  the  subject,  and  thi« 
was  not  to  counsel  nor  console ,  not  to  lament  over  nor 
bewail  our  varied  mass  of  errors  and  misfortunes,  but 
to  laugh  at  us.  To  bunt  out  as  many  incongruities  — 
many,  real  enough,  some,  fictitious  —  as  he  could  find» 
to  unveil  all  that  he  could  discover  of  social  anomaly; 
and ,  without  any  reference  to ,  or  any  knowledge  o^ 
the  people,  to  bring  them  up  for  judgment  before  hi» 
less  volatile  and  more  happily  circumstanced  country 
men,  certain  of  the  verdict  he  sought  for  —  a  heartf 
laugh.  His  mission  was  to  make  "Punch"  out  of  Irt" 
land,  and  none  more  capable  than  he  for  the  offic& 

A  Word  of  Mr.  Ho  wie  in  the  flesh,  and  we  have 
done.     He  was  large   and  heavily  built,   but  neither 
muscular  nor  athle^tic;  his  frame  and  all  his  gestmefl 
indicated  weakness   and    uncertainty.      His  head  was 
capacious,  but  not  remarkable  for  what  phrenologists 
call  moral  development,  while  the  sinister  expression  of 
his  eyes  —  half  submissive,  half  satirical  —  soggested 
doubts  of  his  sincerity.  There  was  nothing  honest  abont 
lum  but  bis  mouth-,  this  ^aaW^ft,  ^»Sl^  ^^^^>ä:^'<^R^  «ad 
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;  the  mouth  of  one  who  loved  to  dine  well,  and 
t  that  bis  agreeability  was  an  ample  receipt  in 

the  best  entertainment  tbat  ever  graced  Black- 

the  "Fr^res." 

8  a  heavy  infliction  that  we  story-tellers  are  com- 
ko  lay  upon  our  readers  and  ourselves,  thns  to 
>t  our  narrative  by  a.  lengthened  description  of 
cter  not  essentially  belonging  to  our  story;  we 
bher,   far  rather,  been  enabled  to  imitate  Mr& 

as  she  advanced  into  the  circle  in  the  drawing- 
aying,  "Mr.  Cashel,  allow  me  to  present  to  your 
ble  notice  my  distinguished  friend,  Mr.  Howle. 
Tanet  MacFarline,  Mr.  Howle,  —  sotto  —  the 
of  *Snooks  in  the  Holy  Land/  —  the  wittiest 
f  the  day,  —  Sir  Andrew  will  be  delighted  with 
-  has  been  all  over  the  scenes  of  the  Peninsular 

Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  Mr.  Howle." 

Howle  made  his  round  of  salutations,   and  al- 

by  his  awkwardness  tacitly  acknowledging  that 
ire  palpably  more  habituated  to  the  world's  ways 
cQself,  yet  inwardly  consoled  by  remarking  cer- 
le  traits  of  manner  and  accent  sufficiently  pro- 
to  be  treasured  up,  and  become  very  droU  in 
•  a  copper  etching. 

s  a  vara  new  pleasure,  ye  are  able  to  confer 
our  friends,  Mr.  Cashel,"  said  Sir  Andrew,  "to 
lem  so  fine  a  coUection  o'  pictures  in  Ireland, 
aethinks,  the  arts  ha  no  enjoyed  too  mickle  en- 
>ment." 

confess,"   said  Cashel,  modestly,   "I  am  Ifut  ill 
d  to  extend  the  kind  of  patronage  that  would 
iceable ,  had  I  even  the  meana*^  1  Ylb:^^  tiöX.  'öm^ 
t  pretension  to  knowledge   OT  ju^LgcckecÄ»-    "^^S^sä 
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few  I  have  purchased  have  been  as  articles  of  fumitare, 
pleascmt  to  look  at,  without  anj.  pretension  to  high  ox- 
cellence." 

^*  Just  as  Admiral  Dahyinple  paid  ten  potinds  for  i 
dunghill,  when  he  tumed  farmer,"  whispered  Mr.  Howle, 
in  Mrs.  White's  ear,  "and  then  said,  *he  had  on^ 
bought  it  becanse  some  one  said  it  was  a  good  thiflfi 
but  that,  now,  he'd  give  any  man  «twenty,'  to  teil  him 
what  to  do  with  it.'" 

Mrs.  White  burst  into  a  loud  fit  of  langhter,  ex- 
claiming, 

"Oh,  how  clever,  how  good!  Pray,  Mr.  Howle, 
Lady  Janet,  —  teil  Mr.  Cashel  that." 

*'0h,  Madam!"  cried  the  terrified  tourist,  who  W 
not  discovered  before  the  very  shallow  discriminidon 
of  his  gifted  acquaintance. 

"If  it  is  so  vara  good,"  said  Sir  Andrew,  "we  mana 
insist  on  hearin'  it.",  j 

"No,  no!  nothing  of  ^the  kind,"  interposed  Howk; 
"besides,  the  Observation  was  only  intended  for  Mä 
White's  ear." 

"Very  true,"  said  that  lady,  affecting  a  look  rf 
consciousness. 

"The  odious  woman,"  whispered  Miss  Kennyfeck 
to  her  sister;  "see  how  delighted  she  looks  to  be  com- 
promised." 

"If  we  had  Linton,"  said  Cashel,  politely  offering 
his  arm  to  Lady  Janet,  as  he  led  her  into  the  so-called 
gallery,  "he  could  explain  everything  for  us.  We  have, 
however,  a  kind  of  catalogue  here.  This  large  landscape 
is  said  to  be  by  Both." 

'^Ifsbe  be  a  coo,''  Baid  Sit  Ajiäüt«^  ^''^tsäms^^«:^^'! 
tbe  £ist  time  I  ever  seen  ane  V\'  ^^V^iA  Q^^^^Naa:^ 
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'Nonsense,''   said  Lady  Janet;  '^dont  je  perceivo 
ihe  animal  is  fore-ahortened,  and  is  represented 
ing  backwards?'' 

'I  ken  nothing  aboot  that;  she  may  be  shortened 
he  fore-parts,  an  je  say,  and  that  may  be  some 
iliar  breed,    but  what  brings  her  head  ower  her 

p?" 

Sir  Andrew  was  left  to  finish  his  criticisms  alone, 

Company  moving  on  to  a  portrait,  assigned  to  Vandyk, 

)iedrich  von  Aeyenghem,  Burgomaster  of  Antwerp. 

''A  fine  head/'  exclaimed  Mrs.  White,   authorita- 

ly;  "don't  you  think  so,  Mr.  Howle?" 

"A  yery  choice  specimen  of  the  great  master,  for 

^h,  doubtless,  you  gaye  a  large  sum." 

^'Eour  hundred,  if  I  remember  aright,"  said  Cashel. 

*I  think   he   maught   hae  a  clean   face   for   that 

ey,"  broke  in  Sir  Andrew. 

'What  do  you  mean,  Sir?"  said  Miss  Kennyfeok, 

liously,  and  delighted  at  the  misery  Lady  Janet 

ired  from  his  remarks.  ^^ 

*Don't  ye  mind  the  smut  he  has  on  ane  cheek?'*^^ 

'If  8  the  shadow  of  his  nose,  Sir  Andrew,**  broke  in 

Y  Janet,  with  a  sharpness  of  rebuke  there  was  no 

nderstanding. 

*Eh,  my  Leddy,  so  it  may,  but  ye  need  na  bite 

)  off,  for  a*  that!**    And  so  saying,  the  discomfited 

ran  feil  back  in  high  dudgeon. 

rhe   party   now   broke   into   the   two  and  threes 

riable  on  such  occasions,  and  while  Mrs.  Kennyfeck 

her  eider  daughter  paid  their  most  deyoted  atten- 

I    to    Lady   Janet,    Mrs.    White    and   the   author 

^  o£F,  leaving  Olivia  £ennyfeck  to  lübib  ^ocAwsi^^ 
wAeZ 
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"So  you'U  positively  not  teil  me  what  it  is  that 
preys  on  your  mind  this  moming?''  said  sbe,  in  the 
most  insinuating  of  soft  accents. 

Casbel  shook  bis  head  monmfally,  and  said,^ 

"Wby  shonld  I  ^tell  you  of  what  it  is  impossible 
you  could  give  me  any  counsel  in,  while  your  sympathy 
would  only  cause  uneasiness  to  yourself?" 

"But  you  forget  our  compact,"   said  she,  ardify; 
"there  was  to  be  perfect  confidence  on  both  sides,  wis     j 
tbere  not?''  j 

"Certainly.     Now,  wben  sball  we  begin?"  j 

"Have  you  not  begun  already?** 

"I  fancy  not.  Do  you  remember  two  evenings  ago, 
wben  I  came  suddenly  into  the  drawing-room  and  fbuM 
you  pencil  in  band,  and  you,  instead  of  at  once  show- 
ing  me  wbat  you  bad  been  sketcbing,  sbut  the  portfoKo 
and  carried  it  off,  despite  all  my  entreaties,  —  nay,  «H 
my  just  demands?" 

"Oh,  but,"  said  sbe,  smiling,  "confidence  ifl  one 
thing  —  confession  is  anotber." 

"Too  subtle  distinctions  for  me,"  cried  GasbeL  **I 
foolisbly  supposed  that  tbere  was  to  be  an  unresenred— * 

"  Speak  lo wer,  for  mercy  sake,  —  don*t  you  perceiT» 
Lady  Janet  trying  to  bear  everytbing  you  say?"  TW* 
was  said  in  a  soft  wbisper,  wbile  sbe  added  aloud, 
"I  think  you  said  it  was  a  Correggio,  Mr.  Casbel,''  M 
they  stood  before  a  very  ligbtly-clad  Magdalen,  who 
seemed  endeavouring  to  make  up  for  the  deficiency  (rf 
her  costume,  by  draping  across  her  bosom  the  vo- 
luptuous  masses  of  her  golden  hair. 

"I  tbink  a  Correggio,"  said  Casbel,  conftised  at  ihe 
sudden  artifice;  "but  who  has  the  catalogue?    Oh,  Sir 
^drewj  teil  us  about  imuAiet  ^1'c^-^\^qJC* 
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Tefty-eight,  fefty-eight,"  numbled  Sir  Andrew,  a 

ber  of  times  to  Mmself,  and  then,  having  found 

iumber,  he  approached  the  picture  and  surveyed  it 

tively. 

'Well,  Sir,  what  is  it  called?"  said  Olivia. 

It's  vara  Singular,"  said  Sir  Andrew,   still  gazing 

16  canvas,   "but  doubtless   Correggio  knew  weel 

he  was  aboot.  This,"  said  he,  "is  a  picture  of 
John  the  Baaptist  in  a  raiment  of  caameFs  hair." 
Jo  sense  of  propriety  was  proof  against  this 
iincement;  a  laugh,  loud  and  general,  burst  forth, 
g  which  Lady  Janet,  snatching  the  book  indignantly 
his  hands,  cried, 

You  were  looking  at  sixty-eight,  Sir  Andrew,  not 
äight,  and  you  have  made  yourself  perfectly 
dous." 

By  my  saul,  I  believe  so,"  muttered  the  old  gentle- 
in deep  anger.  "IVe  been  looking  at  *saxty-eight' 
long  already!" 

'ortunately,  this  sarcasm  was  not  heard  by  her 
st  whom  it  was  directed,  and  they  who  did  hear 
re  fain  to   repress  their  laughter  as  well  as  they 

able.     The   party   was    now   increased   by   the 
ü  of  the  Dean  and  his   "ancient,"  Mr.  Softly,  to 
nanifest  delight  of  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  who  at  once 
imed, 
Ah,  we  shall,  now,  hear  something  really  instruc* 

'he  erudite  churchman,   after  a  very  abrupt  notice 

le    Company,    started    at    speed  without  losing  a 

3nt 

Os  attention  being  caught  by  some  cunou«  laSaVfewocaL 

0  interior  of  tbe  great  Pyramid ,  lie  immeÖLVöiÄ:^ 
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commenced  an  explanation  of  the  various  figures,  ^ 
the  costumes  and  weapons,  whicb  he  said  were  al 
masonic,  showing  that  Pharaoh  wore  an  apron  exäcdj 
like  the  Duke  of  Sussex,  and  that  eveiy  emblem  d 
the  "arch"  was  to  be  found  among  the  great  of  Aneieni 
Egypt 

While   thus    employed,   Mr.  Ho  wie,    seated  m  a 
Corner,  was  busily  sketching  the  whole  party,  for  an 
Illustration  to  bis  new  book  on  Ireland,  and  once  more 
Gashcl  and  bis  companion  found  themselyes,  of  conne 
by   the  mcrest  accident,    standing  opposite  the  same 
picture  in  a  little  boudoir  off  the  large  gaJlery.    The 
subject   was  a  scene    from  Faust,    where  Maignentei 
leaning  on  her  lover's  arm,   is  Walking  in  a  garden  by 
moonlight,   and  seeking  by  a  mode  of  diyination  com- 
mon in  Germany  to  ascertain  bis  truth,  which  is  by 
plucking  one  by  one  the  petals  of  a  flower,  saying  alte^ 
nately,  "He  loves  me,  he  loves  me  not;"  and  tiien,  by 
the  result  of  the  last  plucked  leaf,   dedding  whidi  to 
is  accomplished.    Gashel  first  explained  the  meaniog  of 
the  trial,  and  then  taking  a  rose  from  one  of  the  flower 
vases,  he  said, 

''Let  me  see  if  you  can  understand  my  teadung; 
you  have  only  to  say  *Er  liebt  mich,'  and  *Ei  Habt 
mich  nicht*  * 

^'But  how  can  I?**  said  she,  with  a  look  of  beanung 
innocence,  "if  there  be  none  who  — " 

"No  matter,"  said  Cashel;  "besides,  is  it  not  p<M- 
sible  you  could  be  loved,  and  yet  nerer  know  it?  New 
for  the  ordeal." 

"Er  liebt  mich  nicht,"    said   Olivia,    with  a  liw, 
alvery  voice,   as  she  plucked  the  first  petal  off,  and 
tbrew  it  on  the  floor. 
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"Ton  begin  inaospiciotisly,  and,  1  must  say,  nnfairlj, 
too,"  Said  GasheL  "  The  first  auguiy  is  in  favour  of  love." 
"Er  liebt  mich,"  said'^she,  tremulously,  and  the 
leaf  hroke  in  her  fingers.  "Ha!"  sighed  she,  "what 
does  that  imply  ?  Is  it,that  he  only  loves  by  half  his  heart?" 
"That  cannot  be,"  said  Cashel;  "it  is  rather  that 
70a  treated  his  affection  harshly." 

"Shonld  it  not  bear  a  little?  —  onght  it  to  gire 
way  at  once?" 

"Nor  will  it,"  said  he,  more  eamestly,  "if  you  deal 
fiurly.    Come,  I  will  teach  you  a  still  more  simple, 
*öd  yet  nnerring  test" 

A  heayy  sigh  from  behind  the  Chinese  screen  made 
Wh  the  Speakers  start;  and  while  Olivia,  pale  with 
^or,  sank  into  a  chair,  Cashel  hastened  to  see  what 
^  cansed  the  alarm. 

"Linton,   npon  my  life!"  exclaimed  he,  in  a  low 
^liisper,  as,  on  tiptoe,  he  retomed  to  his  place  beside  her. 
"Oh,  Mr.  Cashel;  oh  dear,  Mr.  Cashel  — " 
"Dearest  OHvia  — " 

"Heigho!"   broke  in  Linton;    and  Eoland  and  his 

npanion  slipped  noiselessly  from  the  room,  and,  nn- 

ceived,  mixed  with  the  general  Company,  who  sat  in 

t  attention,  while  the  Dean  explained  that  Painting 

nothing  more  nor  less  than  an  optical  delusion,  a 

ry  which  seemed  to  delight  Mrs.  Keünyfeck  in  the 

Proportion  that  it  pnzzled  her.     Fortunately,  the 

incement  that  loncheon  was  on  the  table  cut  short 

issertation,   and  the  party  descended,  all  more  or 

content,   to  make  material  enjoyments  succeed  to 

*.ctual  ones. 

Vell,"  whispered  Miss  Kennyfeck  to  her  «\ftt^^  ^ä 
escended  the  stalrs,  "did  he?" 
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An  almost  inaudible  "No"  was  the  replj. 

"Your  eyes  are  very  red  for  nothing,  my  dear,* 
rejoined  the  eider. 

"I  dinna  ken,  Sir,"  said  Sir  Andrew  to  SoMy,  as 
he  made  nse  of  his  arm  for  suppart  —  "I  dinna  k«L 
how  ye  understand  your  theory  aboot  optical  delusions, 
bnt  I  maun  say,  it  scems  to  me  a  rara  stränge  way  for 
men  o'  your  cloth  to  pass  the  momin',  starin'  at  naked 
weemen  —  creatures,  too,  that  if  they  ever  leeved  at 
all,  must  ha'  led  the  maist  abondoned  Ih-es.  I  take  it, 
that  Diana  herselP  was  ne  better  than  a  cnttie;  do  ye 
mark  hoo  she  does  no  scruple  to  show  a  bra  pair  of  legs— * 

"  With  respect  to  the  Heathen  Mythology,**  broke  in 
Softly ,  in  a  voice  he  hoped  might  subdue  the  discussioH— 

"Don't  teil  me  aboot  the  Haythins,  Sir;  flesh  and 
bluid  is  a'  the  same,  whatever  Kirk  it  follows.'* 

Before  they  were  seated  at  table,  Linton  had  joined 
them,  explaining,  in  the  most  natural  way  in  the  world, 
that,  having  sat  down  to  write  in  the  boudcdr,  he  had 
fallen  fast  asleep,  and  was  only  awakened  by  Hr. 
PhiUis  having  accidentally  discovered  him.  A  loök  of 
quick  intelligence  passed  between  Cashel  and  OHria  it 
this  narrative;  the  young  lady  soon  appeared  to  falte 
recoYered  firom  her  former  embarrassment,  and  ^ 
lunchevn  proceeded  pleasantly  to  all  parties.  Hr« 
Ho  wie  enjoyed  himself  to  the  utmost,  not  only  by  tto 
reflection  that  a  hearty  luncheon  at  two  would  saya  a 
hotel  dinner  at  six,  but  that  the  Dean  and  Sir  Andrew 
were  two  Originals,  worth  five  poimd  apiece  even  for 
"Punch."  As  to  Cashel,  a  glance  at  the  author's 
note-book  would  show  how  he  impressed  ihat  gifted 
peiBonage:  "*R  C.:'  —  ä  snob  —  rieh  —  and 
gvllable,    his    pictures,    a^   \3fckfe  \iws&^\i$Asi  ^pds  ik 
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ie*s,  the  Vandyk,  late  a  sign  of  the  Marquis  of 
)y,  at  Windsor.     Mem.:    not  over  safe  to   quiz 

"But  well  see  later  on."  "Visit  him  at  hia 
y-seat,  *if  poss/" 

Nho   is   our  spectacled  friend?"    said  Linton,   as 
Irove  away  firom  the  door. 

5ome  distingnished   aaihor,  whose  name  I  bave 
ten/* 
^hrewd  looking  fellow,  —  think  Tve  seen  him  at 

What  brings  him  over  here?" 
Co  write  a  book,  I  fancy." 

ifVTiat  a  bore.  This  is  tbe  age  of  detective»,  with 
geance.  Well,  don*t  let  him  in  again,  that's  alL 
)vel  it's  easier,  now-a-days,  to  escape  the  Queen's 
i  than  the  'Illustrated  New«/" 
k  note  from  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Phillisv 
the  man  waits  for  an  answer." 
inton,  taking  up  a  book,  affeeted  to  read,  but  in 
r  placed  himself  so  as  to  watch  Cashers  featurea 

perused  the  letter,  whose  size  and  shape  pro- 
ed  to  be  something  unustiaL  Hurriedly  mumbling 
a  rather  tedious  exordium  on  the  various  views 
Titer  had  taken  of  a  subject,   Cashers  eye»  sud- 

flashed  as  he  drew  forth  a  small  printed  para- 
,  cut  from  the  column  of  a  newspitper,  and  which 
thus:  —  **it  will  be,  doubtless,  in  our  readers* 
6ction  how  a  short  thne  back  an  armed  slaveri 
y  under  the  flag  of  Columbia,  was  taken,  after  A 
severe  and  sanguinary  engagement,  by  H.  M.  brig 
t,  The  Commander,  a  young  Spaniard  of  singu-' 
handsome  exterior,  and  with  all  the  bearing  and 
rance  of  a  rank  very  different  from  \äa  xqö^  5Ä 
7ajB  carried  off  and  confined  in  St.  "K-WS^,  >^  «QlOii 
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irne  as  he  could  be  bronght  to  trial.  BepresentationB 
firom  the  Government  of  the  Eepublic  were,  however, 
made,  and  a  claim  preferred  for  indemnitjy  not  only 
for  the  loss  of  the  vessel  and  property,  but  for  the  loss 
of  Ufe  and'  other  injury  incurred  on  die  captore.  While 
this  Singular  demand  was  nnder  investigation,  the  yoong 
Spaniard  alluded  to  contrived  to  break  bis  bonds,  and 
escapc:  the  only  mode  of  doing  which  was  by  a  leap 
into  the  sea  from  the  parapet  of  the  fortress,  a  height, 
we  are  informed,  a  nigh  one  hnndred  feet  They  who 
are  acquainted  with  the  locality  assert,  that  if  he  even 
snrvived  the  desperate  leap,  he  must  inevitably  have 
fallen  a  victun  to  the  sharks  who  freqnent  the  bay  to 
catch  the  bodies  of  all  who  die  in  the  prison,  and  who, 
it  would  appear,  are  thns  nnceremoniously  disposed  of. 
This  snpposition  would  seem,  however,  in  some  respects, 
contradicted,  by  the  circumstance  that  a  Yenezuelan 
cruiser,  which  hung  about  the  shore  for  the  two  pre- 
ceding  days,  sailed  on  the  veiy  night  of  his  escape 
and,  in  all  probability,  with  him  on  board." 

"I  could  swear  he  is  safe!"   cried  Cashel,  in  a 
ecstasy  of  enthusiasm;  "he's  a  glorious  fellow." 

"Who  is  that?"  said  Linton,  looking  up;  "any  o: 
I  know?" 

"No,  indeedl"  said  Cashel.    Then  suddenly  che« 
ing  himself  in  a  speech  whose  opening  accents  w 
far  from  flattering,  he  added,   "One  you  never  e 
heard  of." 

He  once  more  addressed  himself  to  the  letter,  wl 
however,    merely    contained    some    not    very    bril 
commentaries  of  Mr.  Kennyfeck  over  the  precedinf 
tract,  and  which,  after  enumerating  a  great  many  n 
<?/ investigating  41ie  eveuli^,   cotlq\mA^^  mth.  the 


ROLAND   CASHEL.  325 

thing  like  common  sense  in  the  whole,  by  recommending 
a  strict  silence  and  secrecy  about  it  all. 
!'c'  Cashel  was  closing  the  epistle,  when  he  canght  on 
the  tum-down  the  foUowing  lines: 

"Mr.  Linton  has  written  to  me  abont  something 
Kke  a  legal  transfer  of  the  cottage  and  lands  of  Tubber- 
beg,  which^he  mentions  your  having  presented  to  him. 
What  reply  am  I  to  retum  to  this?  I  stated,  that 
you  had  already  assured  Mr.  Corrigan,  the  present  tenant, 
of  an  undisturbed  possession  of  the  teniire,  but  Mr.L.  inter- 
rapted  my  explanation  by  saying,  that  he  only  desired  an 
assignment  of  the  property,  such  as  would  give  a  Parlia- 
mentary  qualification ,  and  that  all  pledges  made  to  Mr.  C. 
lie  would  regard  as  equally  binding  on  himself." 

CasheFs  first  Impulse,   when  he  had  read  thus  far, 

was^to  show  Linton  the  paragraph,   and  frankly  ask 

him  what  he  wished  to  be  done-,  indeed,  he  had  al- 

ready  advanced  towards  him  with  that  object,  when  he 

checked  himself     "It  might  seem  ungracious  to   ask 

«ny  explanation.     There  had  been  already  a  moment 

of  awkwardness  about  that  same  cottage,   and  Linton 

had  behaved  so  well;  and,  of  course,  only  asking  him 

for  the  possession,  as  a  means  of  qualifying,    Corrigan 

Qeed  never  hear  of  it;   besides,  he  could  make  Linton 

*  present  of  much  greater  real  value  as  soon  as  the 

circumstances  of  the  estate  became  better  known."    Such 

*Dd  such  like  reasonings    passed  hastily  through  his 

hrain;  and  as  all  his  resolves  were  quickly  formed,  and 

*8  quickly  acted  on,  he  sat  down,  and  wrote: 

"Deab  Mr.  Kennyteck, 
**Many  thanks  for  the   information  of  yo\a  t\ö\ä^ 
^^ßb  has  serred  to  allay  all  my  auxiety  fox  a  -^«XwäÄl 
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reflect;  "his  income,  which  is  a  right  good  one,  is 
professional.  This,  of  course,  he'd  forfeit  by  accepting 
a  seat  in  tbe  House.  Besides,  reallj,  the  poor  man 
would  make  no  way.  No,  we  must  think  of  some  one 
eise.     Do  you  like  White?" 

"Leicester  White?  I  detest  the  man,  and  the  wife  too." 

"Well,  there's  Frobisher,  a  fellow  of  good  name 
and  family.  I'd  not  go  bail  for  bis  preferring  your 
interests  to  bis  own,  bat  as  times  go,  you  might  chanee 
upon  worse.     Will  you  have  Frobisher?" 

"I  have  no  objection,"  said  Gashel,  carelessly; 
"would  he  like  it  himself?" 

"Would  he  like  anything  that  might  help  him  to  a 
Step  in  the  regiment,  or  place  him  in  a  positipn  to  seil 
himself,  you,  and  the  borough  constituency  to  Äe  highest 
bidder?"   said  Linton,  irritated  at  Cashers  half  asseni 

"Well,  if  these  be  bis  principles,"  cried  Gashel, 
laughing,  "I  think  we'd  better  put  him  aside." 

"You're  right;  he'd  never  do,"  said  Linton,  re- 
covering  all  bis  self-possession-,  "what  you  want,  is  » 
man  sufficiently  unconnected  with  ties  of  family  of 
party,  to  see  in  you  bis  patron  and  bis  object,  and  who, 
with  clevemess  enough  to  enunciate  the  views  you 
desire  to  see  prevail,  has  also  the  strong  bond  of  per' 
sonal  regard  to  make  him  always  even  more  the  firiend 
than  the  foUower." 

"I  only  know  of  one  man  who  realises  all  this  com- 
bination ,"  said  Gashel,  smiling,  "  and  he  wouldn't  answer." 

"Who  is  he,  —  and  why?"  asked  Linton,  in  vaia 
endeavouring  to  look  easy  and  unconcemed. 

"  Tom  Linton  is  the  man,  and  bis  invincible  lannetf 
the  'why.'  —  Isn't  that  true?" 

"By  George,  CasheV,  i^  yovxlx^  ^w^Xätjöl  ^ir^il;^  fe* 
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part  of  the  assertiou,  1^11  pledge  myself  to  remedy  the 

latter.     I  own,  frankly,  it  is  a  career  for  which  I  have 

no  predilection;    if  I  had,    I  should   have   been  *m* 

many  years  ago.     I  have  all  my  life  held  very  cheap 

your  great  Political  leaders,   both  as  regards  capacity 

and  character,   and  I  baye  ever  fancied  tliat  I  sbonld 

have  Lad  some  snccess  in  the  lists;  but  I  have  always 

loved  ease,  and  that  best  of  ease,  independence.     If 

you  think,  however,  that  I  can  worthily  represent  yon 

in  Parliament,  and  that  you  could  safely  trust  to  my 

discretion  the  knotty    question  of  Political  war,    say 

the    Word,    my   boy,    and  TU  fling    my    'far   niente' 

habits  to  the  wind,   and  you  shall  have  all  the  merit 

of  developing  the  promising  member  for  —  what's  the 

name  of  it?" 

**Derraheeny." 

"Exactly,  —  the  honourable   and  leamed  —  for 
Derraheeny.     I  rather  like  the  title." 

"Well,  Linton,  if  you  are  really  serious  — " 
"Most  assuredly,  serious;  and  more,  to  prove  it,  I 
shall  ask  you  to  clench  our  bargain  at  once.     It  is  not 
enough  that  you  make  me  your  nominee,  but  you  must 
abo  render  me  eligible  to  become  so." 
"I  don't  clearly  comprehend  — " 
"ril  enlighten  you.      Our  venerable   Constitution, 
perfectly  irrespective  of  the  Tom  Lintons  of  this  world, 
—  a  race  which,  by  the  way,  never  dies  out,  probably 
Wause  they  have  avoided  intermarriage,  —  has  decided 
^at.  a  man  must  possess  something  besides  bis  wits  to 
^  qoalified  as  *  Member  of  Parliament;'  a  stränge  law, 
)>eeaTi8e  the  aforesaid  wits  are  all  that  the  Honourable 
House  has  any  reason  to  lay  claim  to.     T\n&  «.«oä 
sometblng-  wbicb  guaranteea  that   a  mau  Yiaa  a  \ei^- 
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lative  capocity,  amounts  to  some  hundr^ds  a  jear.  Don^t 
be  impatient,  and  come  out  wiih  any  piece  of  ragh 
generosity;  I  don^t  want  you  to  make  a  present  of'  an 
estate  —  ouly  to  lend  me  onel  To  be  quaUfied,  eitber 
as  a  candidate  for  the  House  or  a  Gentleman,  rider,  oii£ 
only  necds  a  friend,  —  a  well-to-do-friend,  —  who'll 
say,  'He's  all  right.'" 

"I'm  quite  ready  to  voucb  for  you,  Tom;  but  you'll 
bave  to  take  tbe  affair  into  your  own  managemeui^ 

^'Oh,  it's  easy  onough.  That  same  cottage  and  the 
farm  wbich  we  spoke  of  the  other  day,  Kennyfeck  can 
make  out  a  kind  of  conveyance,  or  whatever  the  In- 
strument is  called,  by  whicb  it  acknowledgee  me  fior 
its  o^^Tier,  vice  Eoland  Casbel,  Esquire.  This,  propeilj 
sealed,  signed,  and  so  on,  will  defy  tbe  most  searching 
Committee  tbat  ever  pried  into  any  gentlemfla'fi  private 
circumstances." 

^^Tben  cxplain  it  all  to  Kennyfeck,  and  say,  dut 
I  wisb  it  done  at  once." 

''Nay,  Casbel,  pardon  me.  My  ugliest  enemy  will 
not  call  me  pimctilious,  but  I  must  stand  upon  a  bit  of 
ceremony  bere.  Tbis  must  be  ordered  by  yourself ;  you 
are  doing  a  gracious  tbing,  —  a  devilisb  kind  thing, — 
it  must  not  be  done  by  balves.  Were  I  to  eommuni- 
cate  tbis  to  Kennyfeck,  be'U  unquestionably  obey  the 
direction,  but  most  certainly  be'd  say,  to  the  first  man 
be  met,  ^See  bow  Linton  lias  managed  to  trick  Cmshel 
out  of  a  very  considerable  slice  of  landed  property.' 
He^d  not  take  mucb  trouble  to  State  tbe  nature  of  oxa  com- 
pact; be^d  radier  blink  tbe  wbole  arrangement  altogether, 
and  make  tbe  tbing  seem  a  direct  gift.  New,  I  haffB 
tao  mnch  pride  on  your  account,  and  my  own  too,  to  ^ 
stand  this  — " 
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"WeD,  well,  it  stall  be  as  you  like;  onlj  I  trow  I 
disagree  with  you  about  old  Kennyfeck,  —  be^s  a  fine 
strai^it-bearted  fellow,  —  he's  — " 

(ß^'HJe's  an  attomey,  Casbel.  Tbese  fellows  can  no 
more  comprehend  a  transfer  of  property  witbout  a  trial 
at  bar,  or  a  suit  in  equity,  tban  an  Irisb  second  can 
imderstand  a  falling  out,  witbout  one  of  tbe  parties 
being  brougbt  bome  on  a  door.  Besides,  be  bas  ratber 
a  gmdge  against  me,  —  I  never  told  you.  Indeed, 
I  never  meant  to  teil  you,  but  I  can  bave  no  secrets 
firom  you.     You  know  tbe  youngest  girl,  Olivia?" 

"Yes,  go  on,"  said  Casbel,  red  and  pale  by  tums. 

"Well.  I  flirted  a  good  deal  last  winter  witb  ber. 
Upon  my  life,  I  did  not  intend  it  to  bave  gone  so  far 
—  I  0uppose  it  must  bave  gone  far  tbougb,  because  sbe 
became  desperately  in  love.  Sbe  is  very  pretty,  cer- 
tainly,  and  a  really  good  little  girl,  —  mais,  que 
voulez-vous?  If  I  tie  a  fly  on  my  book  I  can't  afford 
to  see  a  flounder  or  a  percb  walk  off  witb  it;  it's  tbe 
speckled  monster  of  tbe  stream  I  fisb  for!  Tbey  ougbt 
to  itave  known  tbat  tbemselves,  —  Tve  no  doubt  tbey 
dld,  too-,  but  tbey  were  determined,  as  tbey  say  bere, 
to  die  'innocent,'  and  so  one  fine  moming,  I  was  just 
going  to  join  tbe  bounds  at  Finglas,  wben  old  Kenny- 
feck, very  trimly  dressed,  and  looking  unutterable  im- 
portance,  entered  my  lodgings.  Tbere's  a  formula 
for  tbese  kind  of  explanations,  —  IVe  gone  tbrougb 
mven  of  tbese  myself,  and  I'll  swear  tbat  every  papa 
has  opened  tbe  Conference  witb  a  solemn  appeal  to 
Heaven,  'tbat  be  never  was  aware  of  tbe  attentions 
diown  bis  daogbter,  nor  tbe  State  of  bis  deor  cbild^s 
•«ffeetion  tili  laist  evening.'  Tbey  alway^  %ä«vä^  l'^^^ 
hesides,  tbat  i£  tbey  conld  give  a  iniWioTi  aiA  «>i\i"aNi  %S6» 
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dowrj',  you  are  tlie  very  man  —  the  actnal  one  indi- 
vidual  —  tlicv  would  have  selected,  so  that  on  an 
avcrafre  most  young  ladies  have  met  with  at  least  hau 
a  dozen  parties,  whom  the  father  have  pronounced  to 
he  scparately,  the  oue  most  valued.  Kennyfeck  he- 
haved.  I  must  say.  admirablj.  His  wife  would  have  ä 
Galway  cousiu  sent  tor,  and  a  duel;  some  other  kind 
frieiid  su«r<rostod  to  have  me  waylaid  and  thrashed.  He 
oahnly  hoard  me  ibr  aboiit  tcn  miuutes,  and  then  takingap 
liis  hat  and  gk^ves,  said ,  *  Take  your  mle/  and  so  it  ended. 

••I  dined  thcre  the  next  Sunday;  yes,  that's  part  of 
my  System.  I  never  permit  people  to  nourish  small 
gTudgres ,  and  go  about  abusing  me  to  my  aequaintances. 
If  they  will  do  that,  I  overwhelm  them  by  their  dupli- 
city,  as  I  am  seen  constantly  in  their  intimaey,  and  re- 
markable  tbr  always  speaking  well  of  them,  so  that  the 
World  will  certainly  give  it  against  them.  The  gist  of 
all  this  tiresome  story  is ,  that  Kennyfeck  and  the  ladies 
would,  if  occasion  served,  pay  off  the  old  debt  to  me; — 
thcrefore,  beware  if  youhear  me  canvassed  in  thatquarterf 

Linton,  like  many  other  cunning  people,  veiy  often 
lapsed  into  little  confessions  of  the  tactics  by  which  he 
played  his  game  in  the  world,  and  although  Cashel 
was  not  by  any  means  a  dangerous  confidant  to  such 
disclosures,  he  now  marked  with  feelings  not  all  akin 
to  satisfaction  this  acküowledgment  of  his  friend's  skill 

"Youd  never  have  shown  your  face  there  again, 
I'll  wager  a  hundred!"  said  Linton,  reading  in  the 
black  look  of  Eoland^s  countenance  an  expression  he 
did  not  fancy. 

''You  are  right.      I  should  have  deemed  it  un&ir 
to  impoae  on  the  young  lady  a  part  so  füll  of  awkward- 
ncss  as  evory  meeting  ■nmst  Tifecei"eÄ\\aXÄ^'' 
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"That  comes  of  your  innocence  about  women,   my 

iear  friend.     They  have  face  for  anything.     It  is  not 

hypocrisy,   it  is   not  that  they  do   not  feel,   and  feel 

deeply,  but  tbeir  sense  of  command,   their  instinct  of 

wbat  is  becoming,  is  a  thousand  times  finer  than  ours; 

and  I  am  certain,    that  when  we  take  all  manner  of 

care,  to,  what  is  called,  spare  their  feelings,  we  are  in 

reality  only  sparing  them  a  cherished   opportunity  of 

Qiercising  a  control  over  those  feelings  which  we  foolishly 

flttppose  to  be  as  ungovemable  as  our  own." 

Either  not  agreeing  with  the  sentiment,   or  unable 

te  cope  with  its  subtlety,  Cashel  sat  some  time  without 

«peaking.      From   Olivia  Kennyfeck    his  thoughts  re- 

TBrted  to  one,  in  every  respect  unlike  her  —  the  daring, 

I  Dapetuons  Maritana.  He  wondered  within  himself  whether 

i  her  bold  impassioned  nature   could  be   comprehended 

.tiÜiinLinton's  category,  and  a  secret  sense  of  rejoicing 

ättilled  through  him  as  he  replied  to  himself  in  the 

Mgative. 

"Fd  wager  a  trifle,  Roland,  from  that  easy  smile 
Jim  wear,  that  your  memory  has  called  up  one  example 
rt  least  unfavourable  to  my  theory.  Eh !  IVe  guessed 
night  Come  then,  ont  with  it,  man,  who  is  this  peer- 
lesB  paragon  of  pure  ingenuous  truth?  Who  is  she 
▼hose  nature  is  the  transparent  crystal,  where  fair 
äioQghts  are  enshrined?  No  denizen  of  our  misty  north- 
land,  m  be  swom,  but  some  fair  Mexican,  with  as 
litüe  disguise  as  drapery.  Confess ,  I  say  —  there  is  a  con- 
&8sion  I'U  be  swom —  and  so  make  a  clean  breast  of  it." 
It  Struck  Cashel,  while  Linton  was  speaking,  how 
^ectoally  Maritana  herseif,  by  one  proud  look^  oiv<^ 
hBoghty  gestaref  would  bave  silenced  auda.  ^V^^^"^ 
Ä^ferr,  and  be  could  not  help  feeling   it  a  V\xA  oi 
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treason  to  their  old  friendship  that  be  should 
it  in  patient  endurance. 

^^ Listen  to  me,  Amigo  mio/^  said  be,  in  j 
eamest  passion,  tfaat  seemed  almoBt  estranged 
nature  latterly  —  "listen  to  me,  while  I  teil 
in  those  far-away  countries,  whose  people  jo 
with  snch  contemptuous  pity,  there  are  wome 
young  girls  —  wbose  daring  spirit  would  sl 
courage  of  many  of  those  fine  genüemen  we  s 
lives  with-,  and  I,  for  one,  have  so  mnch  of  tl 
in  me,  as  to  think  that  courage  is  the  first  of 

"I  cannot  help   fancying,"   said  Linton, 
almost  imperceptible    raillety,    "that   tbere    { 
qualities  would  please  me  as  well  in  a  wife  or  a  ] 

"I  have  no  doubt  of  it,  —  and  suit  yc 
too,"  said  Cashel,  savagely;  tben  bastily  c 
bimself  for  bis  rüde  speecb,  be  added,  "II 
good  eamest,  that  you  would  as  little  sympat 
that  land  and  its  people,  as  I  do  with  tbis.  — 
you  want  a  confession,  tbere's  one  for  you.  I'r 
to  be  back  onee  more  among  the  vast  Prairi 
West;  galloping  free  after  the  darkbacked  bis 
stroUing  along  in  the  silent  forests.  The  ener 
tbis  life  wearies  and  depresses  me,  —  worse 
I  feel  that  with  a  little  more  of  it,  I  shall 
energy  and  zest  for  that  activity  of  body,  > 
men  like  myself,  supplies  the  place  of  thou^ 
little  more  of  it!  and  I  shall  sink  into  tba 
routine  wbere  dissipation  supplies  the  only  ex< 

"Tbis  is  a  mere  passing  eaprice;  a  man 
wealtb  —  " 

"There  it  is,'^  cn^i  C«^^^^  mX^troL^Tvi^  l 
tuously,  "that  ib  tbe  ötem^X Xsvä^^w  oJl^^^a 


»OLAND  CASHEL4  335 

f  wealth,  in  forestallmg  the  necjisity  for  labour,  did 
LOt,  at  the  same  time,  deprive  Bfe  of  all  the  zeal  of 
oiterprise.  When  I  haye  stepped  into  my  boat  to  board 
i  Chilian  frigate,  I  haye  had  a  pronder  throbbing  at 
ny  heart  than  ever  the  sight  of  Üiat  banker^s  cheque- 
jook  has  given  me.  There's  many  a  Gambusino  in 
ihe  Rocky  Motintains,  a  happier,  —  ay,  and  a  finer 
BbIIow,  too,  than  the  gayest  of  those  gallants  that  ever 
iquandered  the  gold  he  quarried!  But  why  go  on?  — 
ire  are  speaking  in  unknown  tongues  to  each  other/^ 

The  tone  of  irritation  into  which,  as  it  seems  un- 
eonsdonsly,  Cashel  had  fallen,  was  not  lost  on  the 
keen  perception  of  Linton,  and  he  was  not  sorry  to 
feign  a  pretext  for  closing  an  interview  whose  con- 
finuance  might  be  unpleasant. 

"I  was  thinking  of  a  hurried  trip  down  to  Tubber- 
BOfe/^  Said  he,  rising;  "we  shall  have  these  guests  of 
fwirs  in  open  rebellion,  if  we  don't  aflPect  at  least 
Mnnething  like  preparation  for  their  reception.  111  take 
(^ezystell  along  with  me,  and  we'U  see  what  can  be 
lone  to  get  the  old  honse  in  trim.'^ 

"Thanks,"  said  Cashel,  as  he  walked  up  and  down, 
bis  thoughts  seeming  engaged  on  some  other  theme. 

"TU  write  to  yon  a  report  of  the  actual  condition 
»f  the  fortress,^^  said  Linton,  assuming  all  his  habitual 
»sy  freedom  of  manner,  '*and  then,  if  you  think  of 
mything  to  suggest,  youll  let  me  hear." 

^'Yes,  ril  write,"  said  Cashel,  still  musing  on  his 
rwn  thoughts. 

"I  see   pretty  plainly,"    cried  Linton,    laughing, 
tfaere  is  no  earthly  use  in  asking  you  questions  just  now^ 
eurhramhem^'oiberwiseoccupied,  and  so,  gooöi-Vjr 
"aood-bjr  —  good-hy,''  said  Cashel,  eiidea:vQivx3t\si^> 


336  ROLAND    CASHEL. 

but  not  witli  a  very  good  grace,  to  shake  off  bis  preoc- 
cnpation,  while  he  shook  hands  with  him;  and  Linton 
descended  the  stairs,  humming  an  opera  air,  with  all 
the  seeming  light-hoartedness  of  a  very  careless  natare. 
Gashel,  meanwhile,  sat  down,  and,  with  his  head 
resting  on  his  hand ,  pondered  over  their  late  interview. 
There  were  two  circumstances  which  both  pnzzled  and 
distressed  him.  How  came  it  that  Linton  should  haye 
written  this  note  to  Kennyfeck  on  a  subject  which  011I7 
seemed  to  have  actually  suggested  itself  in  the  coime 
of  this,  their  very  last  conversation?  Had  he  abeadj 
planned  the  whole  campaign  respecting  the  seat  inPa^ 
liamont  and  the  qualiiication,  and  was  his  apparenüy 
Chance  allusion  to  these  topics  a  thing  studied  and  de- 
vised  beforehand?  This,  if  true,  would  argne  very  ill 
for  his  friend's  candour  and  fair  dealing;  and  yet,  how 
explain  it  otherwise?  Was  there  any  other  seat  open 
to  him  for  which  to  need  a  qualification?  K  so,  he  had 
never  spoken  of  it.  It  was  the  first  time  in  his  life  that 
Gashel  had  conceived  a  suspicion  of  one  whom  he  had 
regarded  in  the  light  of  friend,  and  only  they  who  have 
iindergono  a  similar  trial  can  nnderstand  the  poignant 
suffering  of  the  feeling-,  and  yet,  palpable  as  the  cause 
for  such  a  doubt  was,  he  had  never  entertained  it,  had 
not  Linton  spoken  disparagingly  of  the  Kennyfecks! 
This  is  a  curious  trait  of  human  nature,  but  one  worth 
consideration ;  and  while  leaving  it  to  the  eladdation 
the  Penetration  of  each  reader  may  suggest,  we  only 
reiterate  the  fact,  that  while  Gashel  could,  without  an 
effort,  have  forgiven  the  duplicity  practised  on  himsel^ 
the  levity  Linton  employed  respecting  Olivia,  engendered 
doubts  of  his  honour,  too  grave  to  be  easily  combated. 
As  for  Linton,  scaieeiVy  \i«A\i^  o^VAadCajiihel,  than 
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3  hasteueä  to  call  on  Kennyfeck;  he  had  written  the 
)te,  alreadj  alluded  to,  to  leave  at  the  house,  should 
e  solicitor  be  from  home;  but  havmg  left  it,  by  ac- 
ient,  OD.  his  writing- table,  his  servant,  discovering  it 
be  sealed  and  addressed,  had,  without  further  ques- 
m,  left  it  at  Kennyfeck's  house.  As  Linton  went 
mg,  he  searched  his  pockets  for  the  epistle,  but  con- 
ledhimself  by  remembering  how  he  had  left  it  athome. 

A  few  moments  later  found  him  at  Kennyfeck's 
or.  The  attomey  was  at  home,  and,  without  any 
Qouncement,   Linton  entcred  the  study  where  he  sat: 

"I  was  this  instant  writing'to  you,  Sir,"  said  Kenny- 
k,  rising,  and  placing  a  seat  for  him;  "Mr.  Cashel, 
being  informed  of  the  wish  expressed  in  your  note — " 

"Of  what  note?"  said  Linton,  in  a  voiee  of,  for  him, 
ry  unusual  agitation. 

"This  note  —  here,  Sir  —  dated  —  no,  by-the-by, 
8  not  dated,  but  brought  by  your  servant  two  hours  ago." 

Linton  took  the  paper,  glanced  his  eye  over  it,  and 
in,  in  mingled  chagrin  and  forgetfulness ,  tore  it,  and 
ew  the  fragments  into  the  fire. 

"  There  is  some  mistake  about  this,"  said  he  slowly, 
1  giving  himself  time  to  consider  what  tum  he  should 
id  it. 

"This  is  Mr.  CasheFs  reply,  Sir,"  said  Kennyfeck, 
er  pausing  some  moments,  but  in  vain,  for  the  ex- 
tnation. 

Linton  eagerly  caught  the  letter,  and  read  it 
ough,  and  whatever  scruples  or  fear  he  might  have 
iceived  from  any  other  man's,  it  seemed  as  if  he  had 
le  dread  of  CasheFs  penetration,  for  his  assured  and 
ly  smile  at  once  showed  that  he  had  regained  bis 
nted  tranquiUitjr. 

t/aad  Cashef.  A  ^^SL 
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"You  will  then  take  tlie  necessary  Steps,  witho 
delay,  Kennyfeck,"  said  he.     "The  elections  cannot  t>^ 
very  distant,   and  it  is  better  to  be  prepared."     As  ki.< 
spoke,  he  threw  the  letter  back  upon  the  table,  but  in 
a    moment   afterwards,    while    taking^  oflF  his   gloveß, 
managed  to  seize  it  and  convey  it  to  his  pocket  "Yon^ 
know  far  better  than  I  do,  Kennyfeck,"  resumed  he, 
"liow   sharp  the  lawyers  can  be  in  picking  out  any 
flaw  respecting  title  and  so  forth;   for  this  reason,  be 
careful    that   this    document   shall  be   as  regulär  and 
binding  as  need  be/' 

"It  shall  be  submitted  for  counsePs  opinion,  thiß 
evening,  Sir  — " 

"Not  to  Jones,  then-,  I  don't  fancy  that  gentleman, 
although  I  know  he  häs  some  of  your  confidence;  send 
it  to  Hammond." 

"As  you  please,  Sir." 

"Another  point.  Youll  not  insert  any  clause  re- 
specting the  tenant  in  possession;  it  would  only  be 
hampering  us  with  another  defence  against  some  legal 
subtlety  or  other." 

"Mr.  Cashel  does  not  desire  this,  Sir." 

"Of  course  not,  —  you  understand  what  the  whole 
thing  means.  Well,  I  must  say,  good-by;  you'll  have 
all  ready  by  the  time  I  retum  to  town.  My  respects 
to  the  drawing-room.  —  Adieu." 

"That  was  a  bad  blunder  about  the  note,"  muttered 
Linton,  as  he  walked  along  towards  home,  "and  might 
have  lost  the  game,  if  the  antagonist  had  any  skill 
whatever." 

END  OP  VOL.  I. 
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CHAPTBE  L      ~ 

Lef •  tee  the  fleld,  aad  mark  it  well«* 
For,  her«,  will  be  tbe  iMittte« 

OiTOOAm. 

ES  this  path  lead  to  the  honse,  finend?*^  said  « 
an,  whose  dress  bespoke  recent  travel,  to  äie 
,  discontented  %tire  of  a  man,  who,  seated  on 

beside  a  low  and  broken  wicket,  waa  laoly 
bis   pipe,    and   occasionallj  throwing  steaUhy 
at  the  stranger.     A  short  nod  of  the  head  was 
j.     ^^  You  belong  to  the  place,  I  sappoae?^ 
lybe,  I  do;  and  what  then?" 
Qply  that,  as  I  am  dedrons  of  going  thiiher,  I 
)e  glad  of  your  showing  me  the  waj.** 
oth,  an^  there's  litüe  to  see  when  70a  get  iheret'* 

the  other,  sarcastically.     "What  are  701t  hj 
^  it'&  not  displeasin'  to  70?" 
lat^s  the  very  question  I  was  abont  to  aak  7011,'' 
iton,  for  it  was  himself;  "70a  appear  to  have  a 
37  mode  of  lifo,  whatever  it  be,  sinoe  70a  are 
"erent  about  eaming  half-a-crown." 
1  Ke&ne  arose  £rom  Ms  seat,'  anil  tnaAft  fs^ 
I  attempt  at  aalutingy  as  he  saäd^ 
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u)r 


'Tis  the  dusk  o'  the  evening  prevented  me  seeiiL^ 
yer  Honer,  or  I  wouldn't  be  so  bowld.  This  is  thL< 
way  to  tho  Hall,  sure  enough." 

"Tliis  place  has  been  greatly  neglected  of  late^*" 
said  Linton,  as  they  walked  along  side  by  side,  ante 
endeavouring,  by  a  tone  of  familiarity,  to  set  bis  coro, 
panion  at  ease. 

"Troth,  it  is  neglected,  and  always  was  as  long  as 
I  remember.  I  was  reared  in  it,  and  I  never  knew  it 
other;  thistles  and  docks  as  big  as  your  leg,  every- 
where,  and  tbe  grasa  chokediip  with  moss." 

"How  came  it  to  be  so  completely  left  to  ruin?" 

"Anan!"  muttered  he,  as  if  not  well  comprehending 
the  question,  but,  in  reality,  a  mere  device  employed 
to  give  him  more  time  to  scan  the  stranger,  and  gaoss 
at  bis  probable  object. 

"I  was  asking,"  said  Linton,  "how  it  happened  tW 
a  fine  old  place  like  this  was  suffered  to  go  to  wreck 
and  ruin?" 

"Faix,  it's  ould  enough,  anyhow,"  said  the  odwr, 
with  a  coarse  laugh. 

"And  large,  too." 

"Yer  Honer  was  here  afore?"  said  Tom,  stealthily 
glancing  at  him  under  bis  brows.  "Tm  thinkiag  I 
remember  yer  Honer's-  faytures.  You  wonldn't  be  the 
gentleman  that  came  down  with  Mr.  DuflPy?" 

"No;  this  is  my  first  visit  to  these  parts;  now, 
where  does  this  little  road  lead?  Ihseems  to  be  better 
cared  for  than  the  rest,  and  the  gate,  too,  is  netiäf 
kept" 

"That  goes  down  to  the  cottagiB,  sir,   —  Tubbe^    j 
heg,  a»  tJiey  call  it.     Yer  Honer  isn't  Mr.  Cashel  hii»"    « 
seif?"  said  Tom,  reyexe^utiaXVy  \8^5il^%  ^^  \ä&  tfitterecl 
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Itftt,  and  attempting  an  air  of  coiirtesy,  wliicli  sat  mar- 
veDouslj  ill  upon  him. 

"I  have  not  that  good  luck,  my  friend." 
"'Tis  good  luck  ye  may  call  it,"   sighed  Tom,  — 
"a  good  luck  that  doesn^t  fall  to  many,  but,   maybe, 
je  don't  want  it;  maybe,  yer  Honer  — " 

"And  who  lives  in  the   cottage   of  Tubber-beg?" 
^i  Linton,  intermpting. 

'^One  Corrigan,   Sir;   an  onld  man  and  bis  grand- 
iinghter." 

"Good  kind  of  people,  are  tbey?" 
"Ayeh!  there*8  worse,  and  there's  betther!   TheyVe 
^  proud  as  Lncifer,  and  poor  as  Naygurs." 

"And  this  is  the  Hall  itself?"  exclaimed  Linton,  as 
^^  stopped  directly  in  front  of  the  old  dilapidated 
*^^ding,  whose  deformities  were  only  exaggerated  by 
^*Xe  patchy  effect  of  a  faint  moonlight. 

"Ay,  there  it  is,"  grinned  Tom,  "and  no  beauty 
^ither;  and  ngly  as  it  looks  without,  it's  worse  withini 
^here's  cracks  in  the  walls  ye  could  put  your  band 
^trough,  and  the  Windows  is  rotten,  where  they  stand." 
"It  is  not  very  tempting,  certainly,  as  a  residence," 
^€dd  Linton,  smilhig. 

"Ah,  but  if  ye  heerd  the  cats,  the  way  they  do  be 
^«cin^  and  hunting  each  other  at  night,  and  the  wind 
liellowsin'  down  the  chimbleys,  such  screechin'  and 
Delling  as  it  keeps,  and  then,  the  slates  rattling,  tili 
^^'3  think  the  ould  roof  was  comin'  off  altogether  — 
l^e  my  soul,  there's  many  a  man  wouldn't  take  the 
J>roperty,  and  sleep  a  night  in  that  house." 

"One  would  do  a  great  deal,  notwithstanding^  for  a 
fiie  efftaie  like  tbis,"  said  Linton,  drily. 

Tbew  was  somethingy  either  in  the  -wotÖlä  ot  XSkä 
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accent,  tliat  touched  Tonr  Keane's  sympathy  for  tho 
Speaker;  some  stränge  suspicion,  perhaps,  that  he  was 
one,  whose  fortune,  like  bis  own,  was  not  beyond  the 
casualties  and  chances  of  life,  and  it  was  with  a  species 
of  coarse  j&dendship  that  he  said,  "Ah,  if  we  had  it 
between  us,  we'd  do  well." 

"Right  well,  —  no  need  to  ask  for  better,"  said 
Linton,  with  a  heartiness  of  assent  that  made  the  other 
perfectly  at  ease;  "I'm  curious  to  have  a  look  at  the 
inside  of  the  place;   I  suppose  there  is  no  hindrance?" 

"None  in  life!  I  live  below,  and,  faix,  there^s  no 
living  anywhere  eise,  for  most  of  the  stairs  is  bnmed, 
and,  as  I  towld  ye,  the  rats  has  npstairs  all  to  them- 
selves.  Nancy,  give  us  a  light,"  cried.he,  passing  into 
the  dark  and  spacious  hall,  "Tm  going  to  show  ft 
gentleman  the  curiosities.  I  ax  your  Honer^s  pardon, 
the  place  isn't  so  clean  as  it  might  be." 

Linton  gave  one  peep  into  the  long  and  gloomy 
Chamber,  where  the  whole  family  were  huddled  together 
in  all  the  wretchedness  and  disorder  of  a  cabin,  and  at 
once  drew  back. 

"The  cows  is  on  the  pther  side,"  said  the  man, 
"and,  beyond,  there's  four  rooms  was  never  plaistered; 
and  there,  where  you  see  the  straw,  that^s  the  billiard- 
room,  and  inside  of  it  again  there's  a  place  for  play 
actin\  and,  more  by  token,  there^s  a  quare  thing 
there." 

"Whafs  that?"  asked  Linton,  whose  curiosiiy  ^nw 
excited  by  the  remark. 

"Come,  and  I'll  show  yer  Honer." 

So  saying,   he  led  on  through  a  narrow  corridor, 

and,  passing  through  two  or  three  dilapidated,  rained 

Chambers,  they  entereä.  ^  W^^  ^xA  ^^^^^d^^^  a^iartmM 
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wliose  sloping  floor  at  once  showed  Linton  that  they 
Trere  standing  on  the  stage  of  a  theatre. 

Tom  Keane  held  up  the  flickering  light,  that  the 
other  might  see  the  torn  and  tattered  remnants  of  the 
decorations,  and  the  fragments  of  scenes,  as  they  flapped 
to  and  fro.  "It's  a  dhroll  place,  anyhow/'  said  he, 
"and  there's  scarce  a  bit  of  it  hasn't  a  trap-door,  or 
some  other  contrivance  of  the  like;  but  here's  one 
stranger  than  all;  this  is  what  I  towld  yer  Honer 
about"  He  walked,  as  he  spoke,  to  the  back  wall  of 
the  buildmg,  where,  on  the  surface  of  the  plaster,  a 
rade  seene,  representing  a  wood,  was  painted,  at  one 
side  orwhich  a  massive  pile  of  rock,  overgrown  with 
creepers,  stood.  "Now,  ye'd  never  guess  what  was 
there,"  said  Tom,  holding  the  candle  in  different 
sitnations  to  exhibit  the  scene;  ''and,  indeed,  I  found 
it  by  chance  myself;  see  this,''  —  and  he  pressed  a 
small  but  scarcely  perceptible  knob  of  brass  in  the 
wall,  and  at  once,  what  appeared  to  be  the  surface  of 
the  rock,  slid  back\  discovering  a  dark  space  behind. 
'Come  on,  now,'  after  me,"  continued  he.  Linton 
Ebllowed,  and  they  ascended  a  narrow  stair  construed 
in  the  substance  of  the  wall,  and  barely  sufficient  to 
atdmit  one  person. 

Arriving  at  the  top,  after  a  few  seconds'  delay, 
Tom  opened  a  small  door,  and  they  stood  in  a  large 
Euid -■  well-proportioned  room,  where  some  wormeaten 
bed  ftimiture  yet  remained.  The  door  had  been  once, 
as  a  small  fragment  of  glass  showed,  the  frame  of  a 
large  mirror,  and  must  haye  been  quite  beyond  the 
reach  of  ordinary  powers  of  detection. 

"That  was  a  cunning  way  to  steal  dcrwü  «BiWi% 
ihe plajr  acthers,"  said  Keane,  grinmng,  ^T^^Va/lia*«^' 
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with  the  greatest  attention,  remarked  the  position  of 
the  door  and  its  secret  fastening. 

'*I  suppose  no  one  bat  yodreelf  knows  of  this  stair?'* 
Said  Linton. 

^'Sorra  one,  Sir,  except,  maybe,  some  of  the  smng- 
glers  that  used  to  come  here  long  ago,  £rom  the  month 
of  the  Shannon.     This  was  one  of  their  hiding-places." 

'*Well,  if  this  old  mansion  comes  ever  to  be  inhar 
bited,  one  might  have  rare  foi  hy  means  of  that  pas^ 
sage:  so,  be  sure  you  keep  the  secret  welL  Let  that 
be  a  padlock  on  yonr  lips."  And,  so  saying,  he  took 
a  sovereign  firom  bis  purse,  and  gave  it  hisL  ^*Your 
name  is  — " 

'*Tom,  yer  Honer,  Tom  Keane,  and,  by  this  and 
by  that,  Fm  ready  to  do  7er  Honer^s  bidding  from  this 
honr  ont  — ** 

"Well,  we  shall  be  good  friends,  I  see,"  interrapted 
Linton.  ''You  maj  perhaps  be  nsefol  to  me,  and  I 
can  also  be  able  to  serve  jon.  Now,  wbich  is  Ibe 
regnlar  entrance  to  this  Chamber  ?^^ 

"There,  Sir;  ifs  the  last  door  as  je  see  in  the  long 
passage.  Them  is  all  bedrooms  along  there,  but  ifs 
not  safe  to  walk  down,  for  the  floor  is  rotten.''  '-^ 

Linton  noted  down  in  a  memorj  £«r  firom  defective 
the  circnmstances  of  the  Chamber,  and  then  foUowed 
bis  guide  through  the  remainder  of  the  honse,  which 
in  every  qnarter  presented  the  same  pictore  of  min  and 
decay. 

"The  bit  of  candle  is  near  out,"  said  Tom,  "but 

sure  there  isn't  much  more  to  be  seen;  there's  roomfl 

there  was  never  opened,  and  more,  on  the  other  side, 

the  ßame,     The  place  is  as  big  as  a  barraek,  and  here 

we  are  once  more  on  the  grani  äXäm?  \i?^^ 
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For  once,  the  name  was  not  ill  applied;  as,   con- 

structed  of  Portland  stone,    and  railed  with  massive 

bsnisteFS  of  iron,   it  presented  features  of  solidity  and 

endnrance,  in  marked  contrast  to  the  otlier  portions  of 

the  edifice.     Linton  cast  one  more  glance  around  the 

gloomy   entrance,   and  sallied  forth  into  the  free  air. 

"111  see  you  to-morrow,  Tom,"   said  he,  "and  well 

We  some  talk  together.  —  Good  night.'^ 

"Good  night,  and  good  luck  to  yer  Honer;  *but 
von't  you  let  me  see  your  Honer  out  of  the  grounds, 
■^  as  far  as  the  big  gate,  at  least?" 

**Thanks;  I  know  the  road  perfectly  already,  and 
-f  rather  like  a  lonely  stroU  of  a  fine  night  like  this." 

Tom,  accordingly,  reiterated  his  good  wishes,  and 
-Clinton  was  suffered  to  pursue  his  way,  unaccompanied. 
-tticpeasing  his  speed,  as  he  arrived  at  a  tum  of  the 
^ad,  he  took  the  path  which  led  off  the  main  approach, 
^nd  led  down  by  the  river  side  to  the  cottage  of  Tub- 
l>er-beg.  There  was  a  feeling  of  strong  interest  which 
{irompted  him  to  see  this  cottage,  which  now  he  might 
^5all  his  own;  and  as  he  went,  he  regarded  the  little 
Plumps  of  omamental  planting,  the  well-kept  walks, 
the  neat  palings,  the  quaint  benches  beneath  the  trees, 
'with  very  different  feefings  from  those  he  had  bestowed 
«n  the  last  visited  scene.  Nor  was  he  insensible  to  the 
landscape  beauty  which  certain  vistas  opened,  and, 
Seen  even  by  the  faint  light  of  a  new  moon,  were  still 
lieh  promises  oi  picturesque  Situation. 

Suddenly,  and  without  any  anticipation,   he  found 
himself,  on  tuming  a  little  copse  of  evergreens,  in  front 
"Inf  &e  cottagey   and  almost  beneath  tti^  ft^aöio^   c/l  Vi» 
deep  porch.      Whafever  bis  previoua   tee\ms^   oi  ^^- 
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interest  in  every  detail  around,  they  were  speedilj 
routed  by  the  scene  before  bim. 

In  a  large  and  weU-fnmisbed  drawing-room,  wber< 
a  Single  lamp  was  sbining,  sat  an  old  man  in  an  easy 
cbair,  bis  featores,  bis  attitude,  and  bis  wbole  bearin^ 
indicating  tbe  traces  of  recent  illness.  Beside  bim,  loi 
a  low  stool,  almost  at  bis  feet,  was  a  young  girl  o 
Singular  beauty,  —  tbe  plastic  grace  of  ber  fignre,  tbt 
easy  motion  of  the  bead,  as  from  time  to  time  sk 
raised  it,  to  tbrow  upwards  a  look  of  affectionate  re 
yerence,  and  tbe  long,  loose  masses  of  ber  bair,  wbidi 
accidentally  unfastened,  feil  on  eitber  sboulder,  makin| 
ratber  one  of  tbose  ideals  wbicb  a  Rapbael  can  conceiy< 
tban  a  mere  creature  of  every-day  existence.  Altbongl 
late  autnmn,  tbe  Windows  lay  open  to  tbe  gronnd,  foi 
as  yet,  no  toucb  of  Coming  winter  bad  visited  tbi 
secluded  and  favonred  spot.  In  tbe  still  qniet  of  tb« 
nigbt,  her  voice,  for  sbe  alone  spoke,  could  be  beaid 
at  first,  tbe  mere  murmnr  of  tbe  accents  reacbed  Linton' 
ears,  but  even,  from  tbem,  be  could  gatber  tbe  tone  o 
cbeering  and  encouragement  in  wbicb  sbe  spoke.  A 
lengtb  be  beard  ber  say,  in  a  voice  of  almost  tremuloui 
entbusiasm,  ^^It  was  so  like  you,  dear  papa,  not  to  tel 
tbis  Mr.  Casbel  tbat  you  bad  yourself  a  claim,  and,  Bi 
many  tbink,  a  rigbtÄil  one,  to  tbis  same  estate,  and 
tbus,  not  trouble  tbe  stream  of  bis  munificence." 

"Nay,  cbild,  it  bad  been  as  impolitic  as  unworöq^ 
to  do  so,"  Said  tbe  old  man;  "he  wbo  stoops  to  receiv« 
a  favour  sbould  detract  nothing  from  tbe  generous  sen- 
timent  of  tbe  granter." 

"For  my  part,  I  would  teil  bim,"  said  sbe,  eagerly, 
*'tbat  bis  noble  conduct  bas  for  ever  barred  my  prose- 
cuting  such  a  claim,  anä  &a\.  \i^  lois^i^xt^^  ^  tbe  fairest 
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)fs  of  my  riglit  should  reach  me,  I'd  throw  them  in 

fire." 

"To  get  credit  for  such  self-sacrifice,  Mary,   one 

t  be  independent  of  all  hypothesis;   one  must  do, 

not  merely  promise.  Now,  it  would  be  hard  to 
ect  Mr.  Cashel  to  feel  the  same  conviction  I  do,  that 

confiscation  was  repealed  by  letters  under  the  band 
iiajesty  itself.  The  Brownes,  tbrough  whom  Cashel 
irits,  were  the  Stewards  of  my  ancestors,  entrusted 
1  all  their.  secret  affairs ,  and  cognisant  of  all  their 
ily  matters.  From  the  humble  position  of  depend- 
i,  they  suddenly  sprang  into  wealth  and  fortune, 
.  ended  by  piirchasing  the  very  estate  they  once 
\i  on  as  day  labourers  —  sold  as  it  was,  like  all 
fiscated  estates,  for  a  mere  fraction  of  its  value." 

"Oh,  base  ingratitude!" 

"Worse  still;  it  is  said,  and  with  great  reason  to 
ieve  it  true,  that  Hammond  Browne,  who  was  sent 
ir  to  London  by  my  great  grandfather  to  negotiate 
h  the  Government,  actually  received  the  free  pardon 
1  the  release  of  the  confiscation,  but  concealed  and 
de  away  with  both;  and,  to  prevent  my  grandfather 
ng  driven  to  ftirther  pursuit,  gave  him  the  lease  of 
8  cottage  on  the  low  terms  we  continne  to  hold  it." 

A  low,  faint  cough  from  the  old  man  wamed  bis 
mddaughter  of  the  dangers  of  the  night  air,  and  she 
)8e  and  closed  the  windows.  They  still  continued 
äir  conversation,  but  Linton,  unable  to  hear  more, 
toied  to  his  inn,  deeply  reflecting  over  the  stränge 
Hilosures  he  had  overheard. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

How  oold  is  tfeacheiy ! 

*'Who  can  Mr.  Linton  be,  my  dear?"  bi 
Corrigan,  as  he  sat  at  breakfast  the  next 
pondered  over  the  card  \yhich,  with  a  pol 
for  an  interview,  the  servant  had  just  deli 
cannot  remember  the  name  if  I  ever  heard 
but  should  we  not  invite  him  to  join  us  at  \ 

"Where  is  he,  Simon?"  asked  Miss  Leic 

"At  the  door,  Miss,  and  a  very  nice-lo 
tleman  as  ever  I  saw." 

"  Say  that  I  have  been  ill,  Simon,  and  a 
to  the  door,  and  beg  hell  be  kind  enough 
to  breakfast." 

With  a  manner,  where  ease  and  defei 
admirably  blended,  Linton  entered  the  r 
apologising  for  his  intrusion,  said,  "I  have  i 
here,  Sir,  on  a  little  business  matter  for 
Roland  Cashel,  and  I  could  not  think  of  r 
town  without  making  the  acquaintance  o 
whom  my  firiend  has  already  conceived  th 
feelings  of  interest  and  regard.  It  will  be  the 
tion  I  shall  hear  when  I  get  back,  *Well,  ^ 
Corrigan,  änd  how  is  he?'" 

While  making  this  speech,  which  he  deli 
tone  of  perfect  frankness,  he  seemed  nev( 
noticed  the  presence  of  Miss  Leicester,  who  '. 
a  little  as  he  entered  the  room,  and  now,  on  \ 
duced  to  her,  made  his  acknowledgments  wi 
courteay. 

"And  so  cur  yo\mg  X^nöXot^  \^  ^ÖKij^\s\: 
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np  Ins  residence  amongst  xiß?^^  said  Corrigan,  asLinton 
assnmed  his  place  at  the  breakfast-table. 

"For  a  few  weeks  he  pnrposes  to  do  so,  but  I 
qnefltion  greatly  if  the  tranquil  pleasnres  and  homely 
dnties  of  a  countiy  life  will  continue  long  to  attract 
Imn;  he  is  yerj  yonng,  and  the  world  so  new  to  him, 
äutt^e  will  scarcely  settle  down  anywhere,  or  to  any- 
diing,  fbr  some  time  to  come." 

*'Experience  is  a  capital  thing,  no  donbt,  Mr.  Lin- 
ton,  bat  rd  rather  trust  the  generous  Impulses  of  a 
good-hearted  yonth  in  a  conntiy  like  this,  long  neglected 
i^  its  gentrj.     Let  him  once  take  an  interest  in  the 

tlace  and  the  people,   and  I'll  vouch  for  the  rest.     Is 
e  a  sportsman?'' 

"He  was,  when  in  Mexico;  but  buffalo  and  ante- 
lope  hunting  are  very  different  from  what  this  countiy 


**Does  he  read?  —  Is  he  studious?"  said  Mary. 
"Not  even  a  newspaper,  Miss  Leicester.     He  is  a 
ine,  high-spirited,  dashing  fellow,  and  if  good  nature 
nd  honourable  intentions  could  compensate  for  defec- 
ve  education  and  training,  he  would  be  perfect." 
"They'll  go  very  far,   depend  on  it,  Mr.  Linton. 
these  days,   a  man  of  wealth  can  buy  almost  any- 
Qg-.     Good  sense,  judgment,    skiU,   all  are  in  the 
*ket;  but  a  generous  nature  and  a  warm  heart  are 
Ts   gifts,    and    can    neither   be    grafted  nor  trans- 
ited." 

*Youll  like  him,  I'm  certain,  Mr.  Corrigan?" 
^I  know  I  shall.     I  have  reason  for  the  anticipa- 
Tiemay  told  me  the  handsome  words  he  used 
according  me  a  favour,  —  and  licre  wtöft»  ^^ 
r  hiznself.''    As  he  spoke,  Dr.  Tiemay   co\«t^^ 


\ 


12  ROLAND  CASHEL. 

the  room,  Lis  flusbed  face  and  hnrried  breathing 
bespeaking  a  hasty  walk.  ^*6ood  morrow,  Tiemaj. 
Mr.  Linton,  let  me  present  onr  doctor;  not  the  least 
among  our  local  advantages,  as  70U  can  teil  yonr 
friend  Mr.  Cashel." 

''WeVe  met  before,  Sir/'  said  Tiemay,  scanning, 
with  a  steadj  gaze,  the  coontenance  which,  wreathed 
in  smiles,  seemed  to  inyite  rather  than  dread  recog- 
nition. 

"I  am  happy  to  be  remembered,  Dr.  Tiemay,''  said 
Linton,  ''although  I  fancy  onr  meeting  was  too  hrief 
for  much  acqnaintance ;  but  we'll  know  each  other 
better,  I  tmst,  hereafter." 

"Xo  need,  Sir,"  whispered  Tiemay,  as  he  passed 
close  to  his  side;  "I  believe  we  read  each  other  p«?- 
fectly  already." 

Linton  smiied,  and  bowed,  as  though  accepting  the 
Speech  in  some  complimentary  sense,  and  tnnied 
towards  Miss  Leicester,  who  was  busily  arranging  somd 
dried  plants  in  a  volume. 

"These  are  not  specimens  of  this  neighbonrhood?" 
said  Linton,  taking  up  some  heaths,  ^^  which  are  seldom 
f  ound  save  in  Alpine  regions." 

"Yes,  Sir,"  interrupted  Tiemay,  "yon'll  be  sof 
prised  to  find  here  productions  which  would  seem  native 
to  these  wilds." 

"If  you  take  an  interest  in  such  things,"  said  old 
Corrigan,  "you  can't  have  a  better  guido  than  mj 
granddaughter  and  Tiemay;  they  know  every  crag  and 
glen  for  twenty  miles  round;  all  I  bargain  for  is,  don't 
be  late  back  for  dinner.  Youll  give  us  your  companji 
I  bopOj  Sir,  at  six?" 

Linton  assented,  -wifti  «1  «st^^  ^^^Msosftk  <kak  de- 
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«d  bis  inviter;  and  Mary,  so  happy  to  see  the 
fied  expression  of  her  grandfather's  face,  looked 
ifuUy  at  the  sfcranger  for  his  polite  compliance. 
*A  Word  with  you,  Sir,"  whispered  Tiemay  in 
on's  ear;  and  he  passed  out  into  the  little  flower- 
en,  saying,  as  he  went,  "I'll  show  Mr.  Linton  the 
nds,  Miss  Mary;  and  you  shall  not  have  to  neglect 
•  household  cares." 

Linton  foUowed  him  with  out  speaking,  nor  was  a 
l  interchanged  between  them  tili  they  had  left  the 
Ige  a  considerable  distance  behind  them.  "Well, 
^  Said  Linton,  Coming  to  a  halt,  and  speaking  in  a 
e  of  cold  and  steadfast  purpose,  "how  far  do  you 
»ose  that  I  am  to  bear  you  Company?" 
*Only  tili  we  are  beyond  the  danger  of  being  over* 
d,"  Said  Tiemay,  tuming  round.  "Here  will  do 
öctly.  You  will  doubtless  say,  Sir,  that  in  asking 
for  an  explanation  of  why  I  see  you  in  this  cottage, 
I  am  exceeding  the  bounds  of  what  right  and  duty 
e  impose." 

'*You  anticipate  me,  precisely,"  said  Linton,  sar- 
ically ,  "  and  to  save  you  the  embarrassment  of  so 
ously  impertinent  a  proceeding,  I  heg  to  say  that 
lall  neither  afford  you  the  slightest  satisfaction  on 
or  any  other  subject  of  inquiry.  Now,  Sir,  what 
t?" 
"Do  you  forget  the  occasion  of  our  first  meeting?" 

the  Doctor,  who  actually  was  abashed  beneath  the 
itised  eflfrontery  of  his  adversary. 
"Not  in  the  least,  Sir.     You  permitted  yourself  on 

occasion  to  take  a  liberty,  which  firom  your  age 
other  circumstances  I  consented  to  pa&«  Tixmo^<(^^ 
lall  not  aiw&ya   vouch  for  the   Barne   ^a\.\^xil  «f^-- 
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(lurance  on  iny  pari-,  and  so  pray  be  cautions  how  yoa 
provoke  it." 

^'It  was  at  Üiat  nieeting/'  said  the  Doctor,  with 
passionate  camestness,  '^that  I  heard  yon  endeavour 
to  dissuade  your  friend  from  a  favourable  consideration 
of  tliat  mau's  claim,  wliose  bospitality  you  now  accept 
of.  It  was  with  an  insolent  sneer  at  Mr.  Cashers  sim- 
plicity  —  " 

"Pray  stop,  Sir  —  not  too  far,  I  beseech  yon. 
The  whole  affair,  into  which  by  some  extraordinazj 
self-delusion  you  consider  yonrself  privileged  to  ob- 
trude,  is  very  simple.  This  cottage  and  the  groundß 
appertaining  to  it  are  mine.  This  old  gentleman,  for  g 
whom  I  entertain  the  highest  respect,  is  my  teoaiii 
The  legal  proots  of  what  I  say,  I  promise  to  submit  to 
you  within  the  week;  and  it  was  to  rescue  Mr.  Cashd 
from  the  inconsistency  of  pledging  himself  to  what  wM 
beyond  bis  powers  of  Performance  that  I  inteiferei 
Your  very  ill-advised  zeal  prevented  this;  and  raihff 
than  increase  the  awkwardness  of  a  painful  sitaation',  I 
endured  a  very  unprovoked  and  impertinent  Tomaik. 
Now,  Sir,  you  have  the  füll  explanation  of  my  cofr 
duct,  and  my  opinion  of  yours;  and  I  see  no  reason  to 
continue  the  interview."  So  saying,  Linton  tonched  Ml 
hat  and  tumed  back  towards  the  cottage. 

CHAPTER  m. 

Ay ,  Sir,  the  knave  is  a  deep  one. 

Ou>PliAT* 

To  save  our   reader  the  tedious  task  of  folloiriB|[ 

Mr.  Linton's  movements,  however  necessary  to  cur  fifKßtf 

some  insight  into  ihem  may  \iö^  ^^  Xaka  tbA  shortOi 
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erefore  pleasanter  course,  of  submitting  one  of 
n  brief  notes  to  Eoland  Cashel,  wiittaa  some 
lajs  after  bis  arrival  at  Tubbermore. 

all  bere,  mj  dear  Casbel,  still  in  tbis  Tipperary 
,  wbere  owc  devotion  to  your  Service  bas  called 
U  retains  us  —  and  wbat  difficulties  and  dangers 
een  ours!  Wbat  a  land!  —  and  wbat  a  peoplel 
Titb,  I  no  longer  envy  the  rieb  landed  proprietor 
in  my  ignorance,  I  used  to  do  some  weeks  back, 
fin.  Your  Cbäteau  de  Tubbermore,  wbicb  seems 
between  a  gaol  and  a  county  bospital  witbout, 
a  downrigbt  ruin  witbin,  Stands  in  a  park  of 
and  docks,  wbose  luxuriant  growtb  are  a  con- 
>us  reflexion  upon  your  trees,  wbicb  positively 
prow  at  all.  So  ingeniously  placed  is  tbis  desi- 
esidence,  tbat  altbougb  tbe  country,  tbe  riyer, 
e  mountains,  ofiPer  some  fine  landscape  effects, 
vestige  of  any  of  tbem  can  be  seen  from  your 
»'S.  Your  dining-room,  late  a  nursery  for  an 
ing  family  of  small  pigs,  does  look  out  upon 
bles,  picturesque  as  tbey  are  in  fissured  walls 
nbling  rafters;  and  one  of  tbe  drawing-rooms  — 
ill  it  tbe  blue  room  —  a  tint  so  likely  to  be 
up  by  tbe  spectators  —  opens  upon  a  garden 
wbat  a  garden!  Fruit-trees  tbere  are  none  — 
',  I  am  unjust,  two  bave  been  left  standing  to 
pport  to  a  clotbes-line,  wbere  tbe  amiable  bouse- 
your  care- taker,  Mr.  Cane,  are  pictorially  re- 
ad by  various  garments,  crescendo  from  the  tonic 
jsr  years  to  tbe  fuU-grown  *toga.'  But  wby 
Bte  small  details?  Let  me  ratber  de&l  m  TL<^%t^ 
ind  teil  you  tbere  la  not  a  wliole  paxi<&  oi  ^"wä 
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"Have  I  told  you  everything?  I  scarcely  know, 
my  head  is  so  füll  of  roof-trees,  rafters,  joists,  gables, 
and  parapets  —  Halt!  I  was  forgetting  a  pretty  — 
that  is  not  the  word  —  a  handsome  girl,  daughter,  or 
grand-daoghter,  of  our  tenant  Mr.  Corrigan,  one  of 
those  saintly,  virginal  heads  Kaphael  painted,  with  finely 
pencilled  eyebrows,  delicate  beyond  expression  above; 
.  severe,  in  the  cold,  iinimpassioned  character  of  the 
mouth  and  lips;  clever,  too,  —  or  what  comes  to  nearly 
the  same,  —  odd  and  eccentric,  being  educated  by  an 
old  St  Omer  priest,  who  taught  her  Latin,  French, 
Italian,  with  a  dash  of  Theology,  and,  better  than  all, 
to  sing  Proven^al  songs  to  her  own  accompaniment  on 
the  piano.  You^U  say,  with  sach  companionship,  Siberia 
is  not  so  bad  after  all,  nor  would  it,  perhaps,  if  we 
had  nothing  eise  to  think  of.  Besides,  she  is  as  proud 
as  an  Anstrian  Archduchess  —  has  the  blood  of,  God 
knows  how  many,  Kings  —  Irish,  of  course  —  in  her 
veins,  and  looks  upon  me  —  Saxon  that  I  am  —  as  a 
mountain-ash  might  do  on  a  mushroom.'' 

There  was  no  erasure  but  one,  and  that  very  sligiity 
and  seeming  nnimportant:  he  had  written  Tubber-beg 
at  the  top  of  the  letter,  and,  perceiving  it,  had  changed 
it  to  Tubbermore,  the  fact  being,  that  he  had  alreadj 
established  himself  as  an  inmate  of  the  "Cottage,"  bdA 
a  guest  of  Mr.  Corrigan.  We  need  not  dweU  on  the 
arts  by  which  Linton  accomplished  this  object,  to 
which,  indeed,  Mr.  Corrigan's  hospitable  habits  con- 
tributed  no  difficulty.  The  "Doctor"  alone  conld  have 
interposed  any  obstacle,  and  he,  knowing  the  extent 
of  Linton'B  power,  did  not  dare  to  do  so,  contentiDlf 
himself  to  watch   naxro-wVy    Ä\.  \aÄ  ^^T^^^KK^Eüd)^^  and 
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^am  Iiis  friend,  wlienever  waming  could  no  longer  be 
ielayed. 

Without  enjoying  the  advantages  of  a  care^  edu- 
^tion,  Linton^s  natural  quickness  counterfeited  know- 
iedge  80  well,  that  few,  in  every-day  intercourse,  could 
ietect  the  imposition.  He  never  read  a  book  through, 
but  he  skimmed  some  thousands,  and  was  thoroughly 
Tamiliar  with  that  process  so  populär  in  our  Universities, 
sind  technically  termed  "cramming"  an  author.  In 
this  way,  there  were  few  subjects  on  which  he  could 
not  speak  fairly,  a  faculty,  to  which  considerable  fluency 
and  an  easy  play  of  fancy  lent  great  assistance.  Hf« 
^eat  craft,  however,  was  —  and  whatever  may  be 
Said  on  the  subject,  it  would  seem  the  peculiar  gift  of 
ciertain  organisations  —  that  he  was  able,  and  in  an 
inconceiyably  short  time,  to  worm  himself  into  the  con- 
fidence  of  almost  all  with  whom  he  came  in  contact 
EBs  natural  good  sense,  his  singularly  clear  views,  his 
ever  ready  sympathy,  but,  more  than  all,  the  dexterity 
with  which  he  could  affect  aequaintance  with  topics  he 
was  all  but  totally  ignorant  of,  pointed  him  out  as  the 
7ery  person  to  hear  the  secrets  of  a  family. 

Mj.  Corrigan  was  not  one  to  exact  any  great  efforts 
of  Linton's  tact  in  this  walk;  his  long  isolation  from 
th'e  World,  joined  to  a  character  naturally  frank,  made 
him  communicative  and  open;  and  before  Linton  had 
passed  a  week  under  his  roof,  he  had  heard  all  the 
circumstances  of  the  old  forfeiture,  and  the  traditionary 
belief  of  the  family,  that  it  had  been  withdrawn  under 
a  special  order  of  the  King  in  Council. 

"You  are  quite  right,"  said  Linton,   one  night,   as 
this  iheme  had  been  discussed  for  some  houTÄ^  ^^tüks^x 
fco  hare  alluded  to  this  in  any  corresponier^e,^  "^nSJa. 
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Cashel.  His  hasty  and  excitable  temper  would  have 
constmed  the  whole  into  a  threat  —  aud  ihere  is  no 
saying  how  he  miglit  have  resented  it" 

"I  did  not  speak  of  it  —  for  a  very  different 
reason,"  said  old  Comgan,  proudly;  "I  had  just  ac- 
cepted  a  favoiir  —  and  a  great  one  —  at  his  hands, 
and  I  woiild  not  tamish  the  lustre  of  his  noble  con- 
duct  by  even  the  possibility  of  self-interest." 

Linton  was  silent  —  a  stmggle  of  some  kind  seemed 
working  within  him,  bnt  he  did  not  speak,  and  at  last 
sauntered  from  the  room,  and  passed  out  into  the  littfe 
garden  in  front. 

He  had  not  gone  far,  when  he  heard  a  light  foot- 
step  on  the-  gravel  behind  him.  He  tumed,  and  saw 
Mary  Leicester. 

"I  have  followed  you,  Mr.  Linton,"  said  she,  in  a 
voice  whose  agitation  was  perceptible,  ^'because  I  thought 
it  possible  that  some  time  or  other,  in  your  xslose  inti- 
macy  with  Mr.  Cashel,  you  might  allude  to  this  topie, 
and  I  know  what  distress  such  a  communication  would 
occasion  to  my  grandfather.  Our  claim  —  if  the  word 
be  not  inapplicable  —  can  never  be  revived;  for  my 
seif,  there  is  no  condition  of  privation  I  would  not 
rather  meet,  than  encounter  the  harassing  vidssitades 
of  a  struggle  which  should  embitter  my  poor  dear  grand- 
father s  few  years  on  earth.  The  very  mention  of  the 
theme  is  sure  to  render  him  irritable  and  unhappy. 
Promise  me,  then,  to  avoid  the  subject  as  much  as  pos- 
sible, here,  and  never  to  advert  to  it,  elsewhere." 

"Should  I  not  be  doing  you  a  gross  ii\|ustiee  by 
such  a  pledge?"  said  Linton,  mildly. 

"I  can  endure  that;  I  cannot  support  the  altemAthre. 
Make  me  this  promise'' 
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I  make  it,   truly  and  solemnly;  would  it  were  in 

►ower  to  pledge  myself  to  anght  of  real  Service  to 

Leicester." 

There  is  one  such,"  said  Mary,  after  a  pause,  "and 

'.  am  ashamed  to  ask  it  —  ashamed  of  the  pre- 

tion  it  would  imply  —  and  yet  I  feel  acquitted  to 

>wn  heart." 

What  is  it?  —  only  teil  me  how  I  can  serre  you,'* 

Linton,  passionately, 

I  have  scarce  courage  for  the  avowal,"  said  she, 

low,  faint  voice.     "It  is  not  that  my  self-love  can , 

ounded  by  any  judgment  that  may  be  pronounced, 

is  rather  that  I  dread  failure  for  itself.  In  a  word, 
jinton,  certain  circumstances  of  fortune  have  pressed 

my  grandfathers  resources^  some  of  which  I  am 
e  of,  —  of  others  Ignorant.  So  much,  however, 
know,  that  the  comforts,  so  necessary  to  his  age 
babits,  have  diminished  one  by  one  —  each  year 
g  some  new  privations,  where  increasing  infirmity 
d  demand  more  ease.  In  this  emergency,  I  have 
rht  of  an  effort,  —  you  will  smile  at  the  folly, 
ips,  but  be  lenient  for  the  motive;  —  I  have 
avoured  to  make  some  of  the  many  reminiscenees 
s  own  early  years  contribute  to  his  old  age,   and 

written  certain  short  sketches  of  the  time,  when, 

youth,  he  served  as  a  soldier  of  the  body-guard 
ouis  XVI.  I  know  how  utterly  valueless  Üi&y  are 
literary  point  of  view  —  but  I  have  thought  that, 
ue  pictures  öf  a  time  now  probably  passed  away 
r  to  retum,  they  might  have  their  interest.  Such 
f  secret.  My  entreaty  is,  to  ask  of  you  to  look 
em,  and,  if  not  utterly  unworthy,  to  8A«a\.  ibä 
og  tbeir  pnblicaüonJ*^ 


2  BOLASD  CASHEL. 

"I  n'jt  önlv  promise  this,  —  bat  I  can  pledge  my- 
ielf  to  the  success."  said  Linton:  **8ach  recitals  of  .life 
and  manners,  as  I  have  listened  to  from  Mr.  CSorrigan, 
would  be  iuvaluable :  we  know  so  little  in  England  — ^' 

"  Xay ,  let  me  stop  von :  they  are  wiitten  in  FrencL 
My  hope  is  to  procure  their  insertion  in  some  EVench 
Journal,  as  is  the  custom  uow-a-days.  Here  they  are,"* 
Said  she,  handing  him  a  packet  with  a  trembling  band. 
^'I  have  but  to  say,  that  if  they  be  all  I  fear  them, 
you  will  be  too  true  a  friend  to  peril  me  by  a  rejec- 
tion/'  And  without  waiting  for  a  reply,  she  huiried 
back  to  the  house. 

Many  minutes  had  not  elapsed  ere  Linton  fonnd 
himself  in  bis  room,  with  the  open  manuscript  before 
him.     It  was  quite  true,  he  had  not  in  anticipation  con- 
ceived  a  very  high  idea  of  Miss  Leicester's  efforts,  be- 
cause  bis  habit,   like  that  of  a  great  number  of  shrewd 
people,  was  to  regard  all  amateur  Performances  as  veiy 
inferior,  and  that  only  they  who  give  themselves  whoUy 
up  to  any  pursuit,  attain  eren  mediocrity.   He  had  not 
however,  read  many  pages,   tili  he  was  Struck  by  th 
evidence  of  high  ability.     The  style   was  everywhej 
simple,   chaste,   and  elegant;  the  illustrations  natur 
and  graceful;  and  the  dialogue,  when  occurring,  mark 
by  all  the  epigrammatic  smartness  which  characteiir 
the  era. 

The  Sketches  also  had  the  merit  of  life-pictures. 
real  characters  of  the  day,  being  drawn  with  a  vi 
that  only  actual  knowledge  could  impart.     All  ' 
excellences  Linton  could  perceive,   and  estimate 
there  were  many  very  far  above  bis  power  of  / 
ciation.     Ab  it  was,  be  xead.  on^  C^&emated  by  f 
^arart  the  scenes  inspired^  uox  cßa'e.^'^^cÄL'^'iiX» 
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was  completed,  when,  throwing  himself  on  liis  bed,  he 
feil  soon  asleep,  and  dreamed  of  Mary  Leicester. 

His  very  first  care,  on  waking,  was  to  resume  the 
manuacript,  and  see  how  far  the  Impression,  first  made 
might  be  corroborated  by  after  thought.  It  was  while 
reading,  that  tbe  post  had  just  arrived,  bringing,  among 
other  letters,  one  in  Phillis's  band,  which  was,  though 
brief,  dgnificant: 


"Sir,  —  Tbere  is  no  time  to  be  lost.  Tbe  K.'s 
are  bere  every  day,  and  Lord  C —  spends  every  mom- 
ing  bere  tili  tbree  or  four  O'C.  Mr.  Meek  bas  written 
to  ask  for  Mr.  C/s  sinterest  in  tbe  borougb,  —  wbat 
answer  given,  not  known.  Mr.  C.  would  seem  to  be 
again  pressed  for  money.  He  was  bere  twice  yester- 
day.  Tbe  rumour  is,  tbat  Mr.  G.  will  marry  Miss  0.  K. 
immediately.  Pearse  overbeard  Mr.  K.  waming  Mr.  C. 
against  Mr.  Linton  as  a  very  dangerous  intimate.  Ld. 
C.F.  Said,  "when  sitting  bere  yesterday,  *I  bave  known 
master  Tom  some  years,  and  never  knew  tbe  man  be 
did  not  belp  to  ruin,  witb  wbom  be  bad  any  influence.* 
Mr.  C.  Said  sometbing  about  being  on  bis  guard,  and 
*8U8pecting'  —  but  tbe  exaet  words  were  not  beard. 
Lord  K.  and  Lady  breakfasted  witb  Mr.  C.  to-day,  and 
stayed  tili  two.  Lady  K.  swept  down  witb  ber  dress 
a  Sivxes  jar  in  tbe  boudoir,  —  beard  Mr.  C.  say,  tbat 
he  would  not  give  tbe  Fragments  for  tbe  most  precious 
vase  in  the  Tuileries.  Lord  EL  asked  wbat  be  said, 
and  ber  Ladyship  replied,  that  Mr.  C.'s  vase  was  un-' 
happily  the  fellow  of  one  in  the  Tuileries,  and  looked 
con^sed  at  the  accident.  Mr.  Linton.  is  ^axtk!^^  \i(5\^<«^ 
HO  dme,  as  Mr.  C.  is  hourly  falling  dfte^ci  Vsää  ^'ÖBÄt 
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iuflueuccs,  —  aud  eveiy  day  something  occura  to  injure 
Mr.  L/s  interest.  —  Honoured  Sir,  in  duty  youis, 

"P. 

"N.B.  —  The  yacht  came  into  harbonr  from  Cowes, 
last  night/' 

The  same  day  which  bronght  this  secret  desp«tch 
saw  one  from  Linton  to  Cashel,  saying,  that  by  the  aid 
of  four  huiidred  workmen  in  various  crafls,  unceasing 
toll,  and  unwearied  zeal,  Tnbbermore  would  be  ready 
to  receive  bis  guests  by  the  foUowing  Wednesdaj. 
A  steamer,  hired  specially,  had  bronght  over  from  Lon- 
don neai'ly  everything  which  constitutes  the  internal 
arrangement  of  a  house,  and  as  money  had  been  spent 
without  control,  difficulties  melted  away  into  mere  mo- 
mentary  embarrassments  —  impossibilities  there  were 
jione.  The  letter  contained  a  long  list  of  commissiona 
for  Cashel  to  execute,  given,  however,  with  no  other 
object  than  to  occupy  bis  time  for  the  remaining  few 
days  in  town  as  mnch  as  possible.  This,  written  and 
sent  off,  Linton  addressed  himself  to  bis  task  of  pie- 
paration,  with  an  energy  few  could  surpass,  and  while 
the  tradespeople  were  stimulated  by  increased  pay  to 
greater  efforts,  and  the  work  was  carried  on  througli 
the  night  by  torchlight,  the  whole  demesne  swaimed 
with  labourers,  by  whom  roads  wei*e  cut,  paths  grarelled} 
fences  levelled,  flower-plots  devised,  even  the  garden  — 
that  labyrinth  of  giant  weeds  —  was  reduced  to  order, 
tili  in  the  hourly  changing  aspect  of  the  place,  it  wae 
hard  not  to  recognise  the  wand  of  enchantment  It  was, 
indeed,  like  magic  to  see  how  fountains  sprang  up,  and 
tbrew  their  sprayey  showers  over  the  new-planted  ahrabs; 
new patha  led  away  into  deua^  gto^^^  ^iXx^fta^^wsaÄss^v 
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I     80  late  lialf  walled  up,  now  opened  upou  smooth,  shaven 

'     toif,  or  disclosed  a  reach  of  swelling  landscapo;   and 

Chambers,  that  a  few  days  back  were  tbe  gloomy  abode 

of  the  bat  and  the  night-owl,  became  of  a  sudden  cheer- 

fol  and  lightsome. 

Staccoed  ceilings,  mirror-panelled  Windows,  gilded 

comices,  and  carved  architraves  —  all  of  which  would 

imply  time  and  long  labour  —  were  there,   at   once, 

ajji  on  the  moment,  for  the  Grood  Fairy,  who  did  these 

thuigs,  knows  not  failnre  —  the  Banker's  Check-book. 

I^m  the  great  hall  to  the  uppermost  Chamber,  the 

^pect  of  all  bespoke  comfort     The  elegances  of  life, 

Linton  well  knew,   are  like  all  other  refinements,  not 

capable  of  being  "improvised,"   but  the  daily  comforts 

•  «le.     The  meaner  objects  which  make  up  the  sum  of 

tourly  want  —  the  lazy  ottoman,  the  downy-pillowed 

fiinteoils,  the  little  squabs  that  sit  in  Windows  to  pro- 

Voke  flirtations  and  inspire  confidences;   the  tempting 

little  writing-tables  that  suggest  pen  and  ink ;  the  bil- 

Hard-table,   opening  on  the  flower-garden,   so  redolent 

<>f  iweet  odonrs,  that  you  feel  exonerated  for  the  shame 

of  an  in-door  oecupation;  the  pianos,  and  gnitars,  and 

Wps  scattered  about  in  various  places,  as  though  to  be 

^er  ready  to  the  touch;  the  books,  and  prints,  and 

portfoUos,  that  give  excuse  to  the  lounging  mood,  and 

text  for  that  indolent  chit-chat,  so  pleasant  of  a  mom- 

ifig  —  all  these,   and  a  thousand  other  things,   seen 

throQgh  the  long  perspective  of  a  handsome   suite  of 

looDui,  do  make  up  that  sum,  for  which  our  own  dear 

^thet,  "comfort,"  has  no  foreign  equivalent 

-        We  have  been  often  compiBlled,  in  this  veracious 

I   lufltoty,  to  reflect  with  harshness  on  eertaixi  \xq^\;&  q^ 

P  Ife  lantona  morality,     Lei  us  make  Taim  tYie  «lasiä^ 
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aineiide  in  onr  power  tö  say,  that  in  bis  presei 
tions  he  was  unsurpassable  —  and  here,  for  the  n 
we  leave  him. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

They  alle  agrede ,  to  ditagree, 
A  moste  anited  Familie! 

Great  was  the  excitement  and  bastle  in  the 
feck  familj  on  the  arrival  of  a  brief  note  from 
Cashel,  setting  forth  that  the  house  at  Tubberm« 
at  length  in  a  State  to  receive  bis  guests,  who  s 
vited  for  the  foUowing  Wednesday. 

Although  this  visit  had  rarely  been  alludec 
CasheFs  presence,  it  was  a  very  frequent  topic 
family  in  secret  committee,  and  many  were  tt 
inspired  by  long  postponement  that  the  event 
never  come  off.  Each,  indeed,  looked  forwai 
with  very  different  feelings.  Independent  of  a 
purely  personal  views,  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  specnli 
the  immense  increase  of  importance  she  should 
socially,  in  the  fact  of  being  domesticated  in  tl 
house  with  a  Commander  of  the  Forces  and  hii 
not  to  speak  of  Secretaries,  Aides-de-camp,  and 
knows  what  other  Ainctionaries.  The  young  lad 
prospective  visions  of  another  order,  and  poor 
feck  fanded  himself  a  kind  of  agricultnral  Mel 
who  was  abont,  at  the  mere  Suggestion  of  bis 
lay  down  new  territorial  limits  on  the  estate, 
and  carve  the  boundaries  at  bis  pleasure. 

Atmt  Fanny,  alone,  was  not  warmed  by 
tbusdäßm  around  hfft\  &»t  ^^  «ä.>  ^^^  ^v» 
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invitation  had  eyer  been  accorded  to  her;  and  although 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck  stoutly  averred  "she  was  as  good  as 
asked,"  the  eider  daughter  plainlj  hinted  at  the  pos- 
sible  awkwardness  of  such  a  step,  Olivia  preserving 
between  the  two  a  docile  neutrality. 

'Tm  sorry  for  your  sake,  my  dear,"  said  Miss 
O^Hara  to  Olivia,  with  an  accent  almost  tart,  "because 
I  thought  I  might  be  useful." 

"It  is  very  provoking  for  all  onr  sakes,"  said  Miss 
Kennyfeck,  as  though  quietly  suffering  the  judgment 
to  be  pronounced;  "we  should  have  been  so  happy  all 
together." 

"K  your  father  was  any  good,  he'd  manage  it  at 
once,"  said  Mrs.  K.  with  a  resentful  glance  towards 
poor  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  who,  with  spectacles  on  his  fore- 
liead,  and  the  newspaper  on  his  knee,  fancied  he  was 
thinking. 

"We  should  have  some  very  impertinent  remark 
npon  it,  Tm  certain,"  said  Miss  K,  who,  for  reasons 
we  must  leave  to  the  reader's  own  acuteness,  was  greatly 
averse  to  her  aunt  accompanying  them,  "so  many  of 
one  family!  I  know  how  Linton  will  speak  of  it." 

"Let  him,  if  he  dare;  I  wonder  whose  exertions 
placed  Cashel  himself  in  the  position  he  enjoys,"  said 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  angrily,  and  darting  a  look  of  pro- 
found  contempt  at  her  husband,  recognising,  doubtless, 
the  axiom  of  the  ignoble  means  through  which  Pro- 
vidence  occasionally  effects  our  destinies. 

"I  can  remain  here,  Mamma,  for  that  matter,"  seid 
Olivia,  in  a  voice  of  angelic  innocence. 

"Sweet  —  artless   creature,"   whispered  her   sister^ 
"not  to  know  how  all  our  devicea  ai^  cxät^'ssäÄl  ^qi 
her/' 
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'*It'9  really  too  provoking,  Fanny,"  said  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck;  "you  wore  just  beginning  to  acquire  that 
kind  of  infiuence  over  him  wbich  would  be  so  serviceable, 
and  once  in  tlie  country,  where  so  many  opporttinities 
for  joining  bim  in  bis  walks  would  oceur,  I  caleolsted 
immensely  on  your  assistance." 

"Well,  my  dear,  it  can't  be  helped,"  sighed  Aunt 
Fanny. 

"  Couldn't  we  allude  to  it  to-day,  wben  Casbel  calls, 
and  say  sometbing  about  your  going  away  to  the 
country  and  our  regrets  at  parting,  and  so  on.  Olivia, 
you  migbt  do  tbat  yery  easily." 

"It  wouldn't  do  for  Olivia,"  said  Aunt  Fanny,  t«»? 
sententiously. 

"Quite  rigbt,  aunt,"  cbimed  in  Miss  Kennyfeck; 
"tbat  would  be  like  old  Admiral  Martin,  wbo  ßhot 
away  all  bis  ammunition  firing  salutes." 

"Mr.  Kennyfeck!''  said  bis  spouse,  with  a  voice  rf 
command;  "I  vow  be  is  deafer  every  day  —  Mr.  Kenny- 
feck, you  must  call  on  Mr.  Casbel  tbis  moming,  and 
say,  tbat  we  really  cannot  tbink  of  inflicting  bim  wilii 
an  entire  family;  tbat  you  and  I  alone  —  or  you  and 
Olivia  — " 

"No  —  no,  Mr.  Kennyfeck  and  Caroline,"  inte^ 
posed  Aunt  Fanny,  "say  tbat." 

"Tbanks  for  tbe  preference,"  said  Miss  Kennyfeck, 
witb  a  sbort  nod;  "I  am  to  play  ligbtning-condactor; 
isn  t  it  so?" 

"Or  sball  I  propose  going  alone?"  interpoted  Mr. 
Kennyfeck^  in  aU  the  »otemnity  of  «elf-importaneä  * 
^'Isn't  be  too  bad?''  exdavm^^V^  V^Sa^  \5SBRssMi,>Ä 
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* 

Üie  others;V'did  you  ever  conceive  there  could  be  any- 
thing  as  dull  as  that  man?  We  cannot  trugt  you  with 
aay  part  of  the  tranBaction." 

"Here  comes  Mr.  Cashel  himself,"  said  Miss  Kenny- 
feck,  as  a  phaeton  drove  rapidly  ta  the  door,  and 
Cashel,  aecompanied  by  a  firiend,  descended. 

"Not  a  Word  of  what  we  were  speaking,  Mr.  Kenny- 
feck!"  Said  his  wife,  stemly,  for  she  reposed  slight  re- 
liance  on  his  tact. 

"Who  is  with  him?"  whispered  Olivia  to  her  sister; 
tut  not  heeding  the  question,  Miss  Kennyfeck  said: 

"  Take  my  advice,  Livy,  and  get  rid  of  your  Duenna. 
Tou'll  play  your  own  game  better." 

Before  liiere  was  time  for  rejoinder,  Lord  Charles 
iVobisher  and  Cashel  entered  the  drawing-room. 

"You  received  my  note,  I  hope,  Mrs.  Kennyfeck," 
Said  Roland,  as  he  accepted  her  cordially-offered  band. 
**!  only  this  moming  got  Linton*s  last  bulletin,  and  im- 
mediately  wrote  off  to  teil  you." 

"That  is  significant,"  whispered  Miss  Kennyfeck  to 
Olivia.     "To  give  ua  the  earliest  intelligence." 

"I  trost  the  announcement  is  not  too  abrupt.^' 

"Of  course  not,  —  our  only  scruple  is,  ihe  largeness 
•f  our  party.  We  are  really  shocked  at  the  notion  of 
aflicting  an  entire  family  upon  you." 

"Beware  the  Bear,"  whispered  Lord  C,  in  a  very 
droit  under-tone,  —  "don't  invite  the  Aunt." 

"My  poor  house  will  only  be  the  more  honoured," 
aid  Cashel,  bowing,  and  sorely  puzzled  how  to  act. 

"You'U  have  a  very  numerous  muster,  Cashel,  I 
mcy,"  said  Lord  Charles,  aloud-,  "not  to  ft^e^k  q^xIdä 
\yiteä,  hat  tboae  'Umbrsd '  as  tlie  Komaxi^  ecfSi«^  ^^"cql 
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who  follow  in  tbe  suite  of  such  fascinating  people  at 
Mra.  White;* 

"Not  one  too  many,  if  there  be  but  room  for  themj 
my  great  anxietj  is,  tbat  my  personal  Mends  should 
not  be  worst  off,  and  I  have  come  to  beg,  if  not  ineon* 
venient,  tbat  you  would  start  from  this  on  Tuesday." 

"Do  you  contract  to  bring  us  all  down?"  said  Fro- 
bisber.  "I  really  tbink  you  ougbt;  tbe  geography  of 
tbat  district  is  not  very  familiär  to  most  of  us.  What 
says  Miss  Kennyfeck?" 

"I  like  everytbing  tbat  promises  pleasure  and 
amusement;* 

"Wbat  says  ber  sister?"  wbispered  Casbel  to  Olivia. 

"How  do  you  mean  to  travel,  Mr.  Casbel?"  said 
sbe,  in  a  tone  wbicb  migbt  be  construed  into  perfect 
artlessness,  or  tbe  most  intense  interest. 

"Witb  you,  —  if  you  permit,"  said  Casbel,  in  a 
low  voice.  "I  bave  been  tbinking  of  asking  Mä 
Kennyfeck  if  sbe  would  like  to  go  down  by  sea,  and 
sail  up  tbe  Sbannon.     My  yacbt  bas  just  arrived.*^ 

"Mamma  cannot  bear  tbe  water,  or  it  would  |be 
deligbtfal,"  said  Olivia. 

"Cannot  we  manage  a  Lady  Patroness,  tben?"  said 
Casbel;  "would  Miss  O'Hara  kindly  consent?" 

"Aunt  Fanny,  Mr.  Casbel  wisbes  to  speak  to  you." 

"Gare  ma  Tante!"  said  Frobisber,  between  Ms 
teetb. 

"We  were  speaking  —  or  ratber,  I  was  expressing 

a  bope,"  said  Casbel,  diffidently,  "tbat  a  yacbt  exciur- 

sion  round  tbe  Soutbem  Coast,  and  so  up  tbe  Sbannon, 

migbt  not  be  an  inappiopxial^  ^«^  o»^  x^^J3aaM|g^TQ3bhe^ 
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ttore.      Would  Miss  O'Hara  feel  any  objection  to  be 
)fthepart7?" 

"With  Caroline  and  me,"  said  Olivia,  innocently. 

Miss  O^Hara   smiled,  and  shook  her  head  doubtr 

Mly. 

"It  is  very  tempting,  Mr.  Cashel  —  too  tempting, 
indeed;  but  it  requires  consideration.  May  I  speak  a 
Word  with  you?"  And  so  saying,  she  withdrew  with 
Cashel  into  a  window  recess. 

The  interview  was  brief;  but  as  they  retumed  to 
the  circle,  Cashel  was  heard  to  say, 

"I  am  really  the  worst  man  in  the  world  to  solve 
such  difficulties;  for  in  my  ignorance  of  all  forms,  I  in- 
cur  the  risk  of  undervaluing  them ;  but  if  you  thought 
V  my  inviting  Lord  and  Lady  KLilgofF  — " 

"Oh,  by  no  means.  My  sister  would  never  consent 
to  that.    But  I  will  just  confer  with  her  for  an  instant." 

"If  the  Kilgoffs  are  asked,  it  spoils  all/*  said  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck,  in  reply  to  a  whispered  communication  of 
der  sister. 

"rU  manage  that,"  said  Aunt  Fanny;  "I  half  hinted 
7on  didn't  like  the  companionship  for  the  girls." 

"He'll  invite  Mrs.  Leicester  White,  or  Lady  Janet, 
lerhaps.** 

"He  shan't.     I'U  take  the  whole  upon  myself." 

"Ton  have  done  it,  I  see,"  said  Frobisher,  Coming 
lose  to  Cashel,  and  affecting  to  examine  his  watch- 
uard,  "and  I  wamed  you,  notwithstanding.'* 

"What  could  I  do?"  said  Cashel,  hopelessly. 
"What  you  must  do  later  ou,"  said  Loxd.  C3a5Ä\sÄ 
DoJIr;  "cut  the  whole  conceru  altoget\iföt?^ 
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"Have  you  invited  the  Dean,  Mr.  Caghel?"  inte^ 
posed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck. 

"I  really  cannot  inform  you,  Madam.  There  has 
Been  so  mach  con^sion  —  Linton  promising  to  do 
everything,  and  ask  everybody;  but  the  Omission  —  if 
such  — " 

"Should  be  left  where  it  is,"  muttered  Frobisher. 

"How  long  should  we  probably  be  on  the  voyagc, 
Mr.  Cashel?"  asked  Miss  O'Hara. 

"Three  —  four  —  or  five  days  —  perhaps  more." 

"I'll  give  you  a  month's  sail  —  and  back  *Time' 
after  all/'  said  Lord  Charles. 

."Oh,  that  is  out  of  the  question  —  we  couldn't 
think  of  such  an  excursion/'  said  Aunt  Fanny. 

Olivia  cast  a  most  imploring  look  on  her  aunt,  and 
was  silent. 

"Another  point,  Mr.  Cashel,"  said  Miss  O'Hara, 
speaking  in  a  very  low  whisper;  "my  sister,  who  la  M 
particular  about  her  girls  —  you  know  how  they  hvft 
been  brought  up ,  so  rigidly,  and  so  carefiüly  —  ahe  is 
afraid  of  that  kind  of  intimacy  that  might  poasibly 
grow  up  between  them  and  —  and  — "  Here  she 
came  to  a  füll  stop.  "Didn't  I  hear  you  speak  of 
Lady  Kilgoff?" 

"Yes;  I  thought  her  exactly  the  kind  of  person 
you'd  like  to  have." 

"Oh,  she  is  charming  —  most  delightful;  but  she  is 
a  woman  of  the  world,  Mr.  Cashel,"  said  Aunt  Fanny, 
shaking  her  head. 

''Indeed!''  mutteied  Rolande  not  in  the  leMt  gaeas- 
iDff  tbe  drift  of  the  remaiV. 
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"No,  no,  Mr.  Cashel,  that  would  never  do.  These 
weet  children  Lave  no  knowledge  of  such  people, 
urther  than  the  common  intercourse  of  society.  Lady 
Salgoff  and  Mrs.  White " 

"Is  she  another?" 

"She  is  another,  Mr.  Cashel,"  said  Aunt  Fanny, 
oraculously. 

"Then  I  see  nothing  for  it,  but  limiting  the  party 
to  myself  and  my  yacht  Commander  —  Lieutenant 
Sickleton  of  the  Navy  —  and  I  believe  we  have  as 
little  of  the  world  about  us  as  any  one  could  desire." 

It  was  fall  a  minute  or  two  before  Miss  O'Hara 
could  satisfy  herseif  that  this  speech  was  not  uttered 
ironically;  but  the  good-natured  and  frank  look  of  the 
Speaker  at  last  dispelled  the  fear,  and  she  said, 

*' Well,  if  you  really  ask  my  opinion,  I'd  say,  you 
are  right.  For  our  parts  —  that  is,  for  the  girls  and 
myself,  I  mean  —  we  should  like  it  all  the  better,  and 
if  you  wouldn't  find  us  too  tiresome  companions " 

Miss  O'Hara  was  intemipted  here  by  Mrs.  Kenny- 
feck,  who,  with  considerable  agitation  in  her  manner, 
laid,  "I  must  heg  pardon  for  disturbing  your  agreeable 
ete-ä'tete^  Mr.  Cashel;  but  I  wish  to  say  one  word  to 
ay  sister." 

As  they  retired  together,  Frobisher  came  up,  and, 
rawing  his  arm  within  Roland's,  led  him  to  a  window: 
I  say,  old  fellow,  you  are  going  too  fast  here;  hold  in 
bit,  I  advise  you." 

"How  do  you  mean?  —  what  have  I  done?" 

"Ifs  no  affair  of  mine,  you  know,  and  you  may 
ay  Tm  devilish  impertinent  to  mix  myself  up  in  it, 
u\  I  don't  like  to  see  a  fellow  *8old,'  uo^m^JöfiXasA- 

loland  Cashel.  II,  % 
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"Pray  be  explicit  and  frank  —  what  iß  it?" 

"WeU,  if  youll  not  take  it  m?" 

"I  promise,  I  shall  not,  —  go  on." 

"Do  you  mean  to  marry  that  litüe  girl  yonder, 
with  the  blue  flower  in  her  hair?" 

"I  cannot  say  that  I  do,  or  that  I  do  not,"  said 
Roland,  getting  very  red. 

"Then,  you're  making  a  very  bad  book,  thafs  alL'* 

"Oh,  you're  qnite  mistaken;  I  don't  suspect  her  of 
the  slightest  feeling  towards  me " 

"What  has  that  to  say  to  it,  my  dear  fellow?"  in- 
terrupted  Frobisher.  "I  didn't  imply  that  she  was  in 
love  with  you!  I  wanted  to  warn  you  about  the  mess 
you're  getting  into  —  the  family  &acas  —  the  expla- 
nation  asking  —  the  sermonising  —  the  letter-writing 
—  the  tears,  reproaches,  distractious  —  ay,  and  the 
damages ,  too !  —  devilish  heavy  they'd  be  against  one 
like  you,  with  plenty  of  *ready.'  Hush!  they'ie 
comihg." 

Miss  O'Hara  advanced  toward  Cashel,  and  Frobishw 
retired;  her  mien  and  carriage  were,  however,  stateKer 
and  more  imposing,  with  less  of  cordiality  than  before. 
"We  cannot  agree  upon  the  details  of  Üds  excorsion,  ' 
I  find,  Sir;  my  sister's  scruples  —  Mr.  Kennyfeck*8 
doubts  —  the  difficulties,  in  short,  of  every  kind,  aie 
such,  that  I  fear  we  must  relinquish  it" 

Cashel  bowed  deeply,  without  uttering  a  word;  the 
insinuations  of  Frobisher  were  added  in  bis  mind  to  the 
suspicion  that  some  secret  game  was  being  played 
against  him,  and  bis  manly  nature  was  insulted  by  the 
doubt. 

Äunt  Fanny,  peiba]^^^  -^«t^i^Ysr^^  ^'^  \i3Äii  ^one  too 
fär,   for,  reassuming  "hex  £oxtEÄx  «ccSä^  ^^  ^swä.^"^"^^ 
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that  we  despair  of  one  day  or  other  taking  a  pleasure- 
trip  in  your  beautifiil  vessel." 

"Tou  do  me  too  much  honour  by  expressing  such 
a  hope,"  Said  Cashel,  gravely;  and  then  tuming  to 
Frobisher,  added,  "Will  you  drive  me  down  to  Kings- 
town?     I  want  to  go  on  board  for  a  few  minutes." 

''^We  see  you  at  seven  o'clock,  I  hope?"  said  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck,  in  a  wbisper. 

"I  regret  to  have  made  an  engagement  for  to-day, 
Madam,"  replied  Cashel,  stiffly.  "Good  moming,  la- 
dies.  Very  sorry,  Miss  O'Hara,  our  sea  intentions  have 
been  a  failure.  Let  me  hope  for  better  luck  on  land." 
"Will  you  not  be  here  this  evening?"  said  Olivia, 
as  he  passed  close  to  her;  and  there  was  in  the  swim- 
ming  eye,  and  tremulous  voice,  enough  to  have  melted 
a  harder  heart  than  Roland's;  but  this  time  he  was 
proof  against  all  blandishments,  and  with  a  very  cold 
negative,  he  departed. 

"There  is  hope  for  you  yet,  old  fellow,"  ^Baid  Lord 
Charles,  as  he  walked  down  stairs  beside  himj  "you 
did  that  extremely  well." 

Nöw,  although  Roland  was  far  firom  knowing  what 
he  had  done,  or  how  to  merit  the  praises,  he  was  too 
well  pleased  with  the  momentary  repose  the  flattery 
a£Porded,  to  question  further.  Meanwhile,  a  very  ex- 
cited  scene  took  place  in  the  house  they  had  just  quitted, 
and  to  which,  for  a  brief  space,  we  must  retum. 

On   a  sofa  in  one  comer  of  the  room  sat  Olivia 

Kennyfeck,  pale  and  trembling,  her  eyes  tearful,  and 

her  whole  air  bespeaking  grief  and  agitation.     At  the 

window  close  by  stood  Miss  Kennyfeck,  the  calm  com- 

poswe  of  her  face,   the  ease  of  her  attitad^ ,  ^"^  n«c^ 

t^jfes  of  internal  quiet    Sbe  looked  OUt,  up  V\v^  ^C^^Mä^ 


36  ROLAND  CASHEL. 

and  playing  on  the  woodwork  of  tbe  window  an  imagi^ 
nary  pianoforte  air,  —  while  in  the  back  drawing-room 
sat  Mrs.  Kennyfcck  and  Miss  O^Hara,  side  by  side  on 
a  sofa,  tboir  excited  looks  and  beigbtened  complexions 
attosting  tbe  animation  of  tbe  controversy,  —  for  such 
in  reality  it  was. 

*'I  tiiougbt  you  would  go  too  far,  —  I  knewyou 
would,"  Said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  witb  an  angry  gestore 
of  tbe  band. 

"  Wbat  do  you  mean  by  too  far?"  rejoined  ber  sister. 
"Is  it  in  tbe  face  of  a  letter  like  tbis,  tbat  you  would 
permit  bim  to  continuo  bis  attentions,  and  worse  ßtffl» 
let  tbe  girls  go  off  for  an  excursion  of  maybe  a  veek 
or  two?  —  Read  tbat." 

"Tbe  letter  is  anonymous,  and  may  be  untrue  froffi 
end  to  end." 

"Tben  wby  not  let  me  test  its  trutb,  by  some  aUu- 
sion  to  its  Contents?" 

"And  banisb  bim  from  tbe  bouse,  ever  after,"  ^ 
joincd  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  bitterly.  "No,  no,  Fanny»  jo^ 
mistake  bim  very  mucb;  be  isn't  like  one  of  your  oW 
County  Cläre  ainirers,  tbat  can  be  buffed  to-day,  9sA 
asked  to  dinner  to-morrow  —  ,not  tbat  indeed  you 
sbowed  mucb  judgment  in  your  management  even  of 
tbem." 

Tbis  allusion  to  Aunt  Fanny's  spinsterbood  was  too 
palpable  to  pass  unnoticed,  and  sbe  arose  from  tbe  sofft 
witb  a  face  of  outraged  temper. 

"It  migbt  be  a  question,  my  dear,  between  u6» 
wbicb  bad  tbe  least  success  —  I,  wbo  never  got  * 
busband  —  or  you,  wbo.married  tbat  one." 

If  Mr.  Kennyfeck  bad  intended  by  a  tableau  to  hav© 
pointed  tbe  moral  o£  ikds  ^^oäioii^  V<^  «^'d.d  itot  liav0 
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Bticceeded  better,  as  be  sat  bolt  uprigbt  in  bis  cbair, 
endeavouring  tbrougb  tbe  inurky  cloud  of  bis  cmde 
ideas,  to  catcb  one  ray  of  ligbt  upon  all  be  witnessed, 
—  be  looked  tbe  very  ideal  of  bopclcss  stupidity.  Miss 
O'Hara,  like  a  skilfiil  general,  left  tbe  field  under  tbe 
smoke  of  ber  last  fire,  and  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  sat  alone, 
witb  wbat  Homer  would  call  **a  bcart-consuming  rage," 
to  meditate  on  tbe  past. 


CHAPTER  V. 

The  mariner*«  Chart 

Ho  knew  by  heart. 
And  every  current,  rock,  and  shore, 

From  the  drifting  sand, 

Oflf  Newfoundland, 
To  the  8un-8plit  cliffs  of  Singapore* 

GaptainPiks. 

Lord  Charles  Frobisher  was  never  a  very  talka- 
tive  companion,  and  as  CasbeFs  present  mood  was  not 
communicative,  tbey  drove  along,  scarcely  interebanging 
*  sentence ,  tili  tbe  barbour  of  Kingstown  came  in  sigbt, 
*öd  witb  it  tbe  gay  pennons  tbat  fluttered  from  tbe  mast 
öf  Roland's  scbooner. 

*^I  suppose  tbat  is  your  yacbt  —  tbe  large  craft 
yonder?" 

**Ibope  so,"  Said  Casbel,  entbusiastically ;  "sbesits 
^e  water  like'a  duck,  and  bas  a  fine  rakisb  look  abont 
her." 

"So,  tben,  you  never  saw  ber  before?" 
**Never.     I  purcbased  ber  from  description,  taking 
uer  crew,   Commander,  and  all,  just  as  sbe  saüed  into 
Southampton  from  Zante,  a  montb  ago.   TV«^  ^^t&.\sä 
^  ärawing  of  berj    her   measuremenl^   \öTaka.^^%   «2kä-^ 
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draugbt  of  water,  as  also  the  log  of  her  run  in  the 
Mediterraneau;  —  yes,  that's  her,  I  can  reöognise  the 
water-line  from  the  sketch." 

"Is  your  visit  on  board  going  to  be  a  long  one?" 
drawled  out  Lord  Charles,  languidlj,  "for  I  own  I  am 
not  the  least  aqnatic,  and  were  it  not  for  lobsters  and 
white-bait  l'd  vote  the  sea  a  hnmbug." 

"Then  TU  say  good-by,"  said  Cashel;  "that  blue 
water,  that  curling  ripple,  and  the  fluttering  of  that 
bunting,  have  sent  me  a  thinking  about  a  hundred 
things." 

*'You'll  dine  with  ns  at  seven,  won't  you?" 

"No,  ril  dine  on  board,  or  not  dine  at  all,"  said 
he,  as  he  sprang  from  the  carriage,  and,  waving  bis 
band  in  adieu,  made  bis  way  to  the  harbour.  Taking 
the  first  boat  that  offered,  Cashel  rowed  out  to  the 
yacht,  just  in  time  to  catch  Lieutenant  Sickleton,  who, 
in  füll  yacht  costume,  was  about  to  wait  on  bis  princi- 
pal.  He  was  a  bluiÖP,  good-natured,  blunt  fellow,  who, 
having  neither  patronage  nor  interest  in  the  Service,  had 
left  the  wardroom  for  the  easier,  but  less  ambitiouß, 
life  of  a  yacht  Commander;  a  thorpughly  good  Seaman, 
and  brave  as  a  lion,  he  saw  himself  reduced  to  a  posi- 
tion  almost  menial  from  hard  and  galling  necessity.  He 
had  twice  been  to  Alexandria  with  toui'ing  Lords,  who, 
while  treating  him  well  in  all  essentials,  yet  mingledso 
much  of  condescension  in  their  courtesy,  as  to  be  all 
but  unendurable.  He  had  gone  to  America  with  a 
young  Oxford  man,  the  son  of  a  great  London  brewer, 
whose  overbearing  insolence  he  had  been  obliged  to 
repel  by  a  threat  of  personal  consequences.  He  had 
taken  an  invalid  family  to  Madeira,  and  a  ruined  Puke 
to  Greece,   and  was  now,  m\3tL  \3iaft  ^^säoX  «sä.^  eoia- 
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transferred  to  Cashers  Lands,  not  knowing  — 

caring  —  with  whom  or  where,  bis  fiitare  desti* 
^ere  to  be  cast 

[le  Freemasonry  of  the  sea  has  a  stronger  tie  than 
ere  use  of  technicals.  Cashel  was  not  ten  minutes 
ard,  ere  Sickleton  and  he  were  like  old  acquaint- 
The  Lucdola  was,  in  Sickleton's  ideas,  the  best 
that  ever  ran  on  a  keel.  There  was  nothing  she 
i't  do  —  fair  weather  or  foul.  She  could  out-sail 
ikee  smack  in  a  gale  off  the  coast  of  Labrador  — 
at  a  felucca  in  the  light  winds  off  the  Gulf  of 
i,  If  these  tidings  were  delightfiil  to  Cashers 
—  the  most  exciting  and  heart-stirring  he  had 
id  to  for  many  a  day  —  the  gratification  was  no 
3  Sickleton,  that  he  was  about  to  sail  with  one 
•eally  loved  the  sea,  and  thoroughly  understood, 
ould  value,  the  qualities  of  bis  noble  craft. 
:om  the  vessel,  they  tumed  the  conversation  to 
lossible  places  the  world^s  map  afforded  for  a 
Sickleton's  experiences  were  chiefly  eastem  — 
aew  the  Mediterranean  as  well  as  he  did  the 
s  —  while  CasheFs  could  vie  with  him  in  both 
of  the  great  Spanish  Peninsula,  and  all  the 
is  Channels  of  the  West  India  Islands.  For  hours 
sat  discussing  soundings,   and  trade  winds,   and 

currents,  with  all  the  bearings  of  land  points, 
,   and  lighthouses.     In  talk,  they  visited  half  the 

—  now  staggering  under  a  half-reefed  topsail  in 
Jay  of  Biscay  —  now  swimming  along,  with 
td  and  stretching  sails,  under  the  blue  cliffs  of 

['m  sure  I  don't  know  how  you  e\et  covjXjÄl  Va&u  ^ 
life/'  Said  Sickleton,  as  Cashel  ÖL^^Äcnb^ft^  ^«»rSö. 
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warm    enthusiasm    some  passages  of  liis  royer's  exis- 
tence. 

"Nor  do  I  undcrstaiid  how  I  have  bome  it  so 
long,"  Said  Casliel;  *'its  dissipations  weary  —  its 
dccüits  provoke  me.  I  have  lost  —  if  not  all  —  great 
part  of  that  buojancy  which  mingled  peril  and  pleasure 
create,  and  I  suppose,  in  a  montb  or  two  more,  I 
should  be  about  as  apathetic  —  as  indolent ,  and  as 
selfisb  —  as  any  fino  gentleman  ougbt  to  be.  Ah,  if 
wo  had  a  war!" 

"That*s  it  —  that's  what  I  say  every  day  and  every 
night  —  if  we  had  a  war,  tlie  world  would  be  worth 
living  in  or  dying  for.  Fellows  like  myself,  for  in- 
stancCy  are  nover  thought  of  in  a  peace,  but  they  *look 
US  all  out'  —  just  as  they  do  a  storm-jib,  when  it  comes 
on  to  blow  —  no  laughing  a  man  out  of  position,  then 
—  no,  faith!" 

"How  do  you  mean?"  said  Cashel,  who  saw  in  the 
intense  expression  of  the  Speaker,  how  much  the  word« 
covered. 

"Just  what  happened  to  myself  —  that's  all,"  said 
Sickleton;  "but  if  you  like  to  hear  how  —  the  stoiy 
isn't  long,  or  any  way  remarkable  —  but  we*ll  have  a 
bit  of  luncheon  here,  and  TU  teil  it  to  you." 

Cashel  willingly  assented,  and  veiy  quickly  a  most 
appetising  mcal  made  its  appearance  in  the  cabin,  to 
which  Sickleton  did  the  honours  most  creditably. 

"I'm  impatient  for  that  anecdote  you  promised  me^" 
said  Cashel,  as  the  dessert  made  its  appearance,  aa^ 
they  sat  in  all  the  pleasant  enjoyment  of  social  ease. 

"Tou  shall  hear  it  —  though,  as  I  said  before,  if^ 
not  mach  of  a  story  e\tSiet\  uot  ÄvwsJÄL^xiäÄL^Si^^tfl 
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see  that  you  feel  a  sort  of  interest  about  myself 
lappily,  its  hero. 

11  not  weary  you  by  telling  you  the  story  that 
ads  can  repeat,  of  a  service  without  patronage,  - 
Qer  afloat  than  paid  off  again,  and  no  cbance  of 
rment,  save  in  a  ten-gun  brig  off  the  coast  of 
L,  and  I  suppose  you  know  wbat  tbat  is?" 
shel  nodded,  and  Sickleton  went  on. 
^ell,  I  passed  as  lieutenant,  and  went  through 
llow  fever  in  the  Niger  very  creditably.  I  was 
ly  one  of  a  ship's  Company  in  the  gun-room  on 
ly  back  to  England,  after  a  two  years*  cruise;  I 
e  because  life  was  less  an  object  to  me  than  the 
ellows,  who  had  mothers,  and  sisters,  and  so  on. 
was,  I  brought  the  old  Ämphion  safe  into  dock, 
as  passed  off  to  wander  about  the  world,  with 
ling  under  forty  pounds  in  my  pocket,  and  a 
Service  letter'  from  the  Admiralty  —  a  document 
)sts  a  man  some  trouble  to  gain,  but  that  would 
t  you  a  third-class  place  in  the  rail  to  Croydon, 
you  have  it.  What  was  I  to  do?  —  I  had  no 
t  for  the  Coast- Guard.  I  tried  to  become  keeper 
^hthouse,  but  failed.  It  was  no  use  to  try  and 
clerk  —  there  were  plenty  of  f ellows,  better 
3d  than  myself,  Walking  the  streets  supperless. 
et  myself  a  thinking  if  I  couldn't  do  something 
le  Service'  that  might  get  me  into  notice,  and 
the  'Lords*  take  me  up.  There  was  one  chap 
bis  fortune  by  'round  stems,'  though  they  were 
.  in  the  Dutch  Navy  for  two  centuries.  There 
lother  invented  a  life-boat;  a  third,  a  new  float- 
oy  —  and  so  on.  Now  Tm  suxe  1  ^äsä^^  \xi«a^ 
iless  night  thinking  of  somethmg  läaaA,  m\^c&»  «^ 
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me;   at  one  time  it  was  a  new  mode  of  reefing  topsaik 
in  a  gale  —  at  another  it  was  a  change  in  signalifdng 
the  distant  sbips  of  a  squadron  —  now  an  anchor  for 
rocky   bottoms   —  now    a    contrivance    for    lowering 
quarter-boats  in  a  heavy  sea,  —  tili  at  last,  bj  dint  of 
downright  bard  thougbt  and  perseverance,   I  did  fall 
upon  a  lucky  notion.     I  invented  a  new  band-piunp^ 
applicable    for    launcbes    and    gun-boats    —    a  thiiig 
greatly  wanted  —  very  simple  of  contrivance,  and  easy 
to  work.     It  was  a  blessed  moment  to  be  sure  when 
my  mind,   instead   of  wandering  over  everythihg  from 
tbe  round  top  to  the  taf  rail,   at  last  settled  down  on 
this  same  pump! 

"It  was  not  mere  labour  and  study,  this  inventioa 
caused  me.  No !  it  swallowed  up  nearly  every  Shilling  of 
my  little  hoard.  I  was  obliged  to  make  a  model,  anä 
what  with  lead  and  zinc,  and  sawder  and  leather,  aiul 
caoutchouc  and  copper,  I  was  very  soon  left  without 
*tin;*  but  I  had  hope,  and  hope  makes  up  for  half 
rations!  At  last,  my  pump  was  perfect;  the  next  thing 
was  to  make  it  known.  There  was  no  use  in  trying 
this  through  any  unprofessional  Channels.  Landsmen 
think  that  as  they  pay  for  the  Navy,  they  need  not 
bother  their  heads  about  it  fiirther.  'My  Lorda,*  I 
knew  well,  wouldn*t  mind  me,  because  my  father  wasn't 
in  Parliament,  and  so  I  thought  of  one  of  those  Mag»- 
zines  that  devote  themselves  to  the  interests  of  the  two 
Services,  and  I  wrote  a  paper  accordingly,  and  ac- 
companied  it  by  a  kind  of  diagram  of  my  pump.  I 
waited  for  a  month  —  two  —  three  months  —  W 
heard  nothing  —  saw  nothing  of  my  invention.  I 
wrote,  but  could  get  uo  an^^et.  \  <!a^^\^  \s^  ^nld 
oee  no  Editor:    aai  at  last  ^aa  \xÄ^\a&ö^  vsoä  ^ 
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yengeance,  when  I  received  a  note.  It  was  then 
af^r  Midsammer,  few  people  in  town,  and  the 
.zines  were  printing  anything  —  as  one  reads  them 
e  dog-dajs  —  stating  that  if  Lieutenant  Sickleton 
i  procure  a  woodcut  of  his  pump,  that  the  paper 
iptive  of  it  sliould  appear  in  the  next  nnmber. 
was  a  civil  way  of  asking  me  for  five  pounds; 
lelp  there  was  none,  and  so  I  complied. 

At  length  I  read  in  the  list  of  the  Contents, 
[tenant  Sickleton^s  New  Hand-Pump,  with  an 
ration'  —  and  my  heart  bounded  at  the  words. 
as  the  nineteenth  article  —  near  the  end  of  the 
)er.  I  forget  what  the  others  were  —  something 
urse  about  Waterloo,  aud  Albuera,  and  the  Albert 
),  and  such  like  stuff.  My  pump,  I  knew,  put  it 
e  they  would,  was  the  paper  of  the  month.  This 
lg  was  a  little  abated  on  finding  that,  as  I  walked 
i  Fleet-street  on  the  day  of  publication,  I  didn't 
dve  any  sign  of  public  notice  or  recognition;  no 
jaid  as  I  passed,  'Thafs  Sickleton,  the  fellow  who 
ited  the  new  pump.*  I  remembered,  however,  that 
Y  pump  was  known,  /  was  not  as  yet,  and  that 
^h  the  Portrait  of  my  invention  had  become  fame, 
)wn  was  still  in  obscurity. 

I  betook  myself  to  the  office  of  the  Journal,  ex- 
ng  there  at  least  to  find  that  enthusiastic  reception 
mowledge  of  my  merits  must  secure,  but  hang  me, 
le  of  the  Clerks  —  as  to  the  Editor,  there  was  no 
g  him  —  took  the  slightest  trouble  about  ine.  I 
him,  with,  I  trust,  a  pardonable  ffwelling  of  the 
m,  that  I  was  'Sickleton.'  I  didn't  say  \5aa  ivMcaavja 
Jton,  and  I  thonght  I  was  modest  in  t\ie  OT(»ÄÄö\i\ 
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but  he  wasn*t  in  the  least  Struck  by  the  annoimceineiit, 
and  I  quittcd  tlie  place  in  disgust. 

"Worse  tlian  all,  wlien  I  came  to  read  over  my 
papcr,  I  found,  by  the   errors  of  the  press,   that  the 
whole  diagram  was  spoiled.    The  letters  had  been  mis- 
placed,  and  the  Fiend  himself,  if  he  wanted  it,  couldn't 
work  my  pump.     You  see  that  C  D  represented  the 
angular  crank,  F  was  the  stop-cock,  and  T  the  trigger, 
that  closed  the  piston,  —  hang  me,  if  they  didn't  make 
F  the  trigger,   and  instead   of  B  being  tiie  cistem,  it 
was  made  the  jet,  so  that  when  you  began  to  work,  all 
the  water  squirted  tlurough  the  sluices  at  O  P  Q  over 
the  Operator.     I  went  nearly  mad.     I  wrote  a  forious 
letter  to  the  Editor,  —  I  wrote  another  to  the  Times^ 
I  wrote  to  the  Globe  —  the  Post  —  and  the  HaralcL 
I  explained  —  I  elucidated  —  I  asked  for  the  Eng- 
lishman^s  birthi-ight,  as  they  call  it  —  *  Justice*  —  but 
no  use!   In  fact,  my  reclamations  could  only  be  inserted 
as  advertisements ,  and  would  cost  me  about  a  hondred 
pounds  to  publish.     80  I  sat  down  to  grieve  ovier  my 
invention,  and  curse  the  hour  I  ever  thought  of  serving 
my  country. 

"It  was  about  six  months  after  this  —  I  had  been 
living  on  some  relations,  nearly  as  poor  as  myself  — 
when  I  one  day  received  an  order  to  'wait  at  the 
Admiralty  the  next  mgruing/  I  went,  but  wÜhout 
hope  or  interest.  I  couldn't  guess  why  I  was  sent  for, 
but  no  touch  of  expectancy  made  me  anxious  for  the 
result. 

"I  waited  from  eleven  tili  four  in  the  ante-room; 

and  at  last,  after  some  ^fty  had  had  audiences,  Lieute- 

nant  Sicklcton    was  eallcid.     The  time  was  I  wovlÜ 

bave  trembled   at  audi  asi  mVfötsv^^  x»  ^^  ^^Qr|  ^s» 
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row  of  mj  bones.  DIsappointment,  however,  had 
nerved  me,  now,  and  I  stood  as  much  at  ease  and 
composed  as  I  sit  here. 

"*You  are  Mr.  Sickleton?'  said  the  First  Lord, 
who  was  a  'Tartai\' 

"  '  Yes,'  my  Lord.* 

"  'You  invented  a  kind  of  pump  —  a  hand-pump, 
for  launches  and  small  craft,  I  Üiink?' 

" '  Yes,  my  Lord." 

"  'You  have  a  modcl  of  the  invention,  too?' 

"  *Yes,  my  Lord.* 

"  *  Can  you  describe  the  principle  of  your  discovery 
—  is  there  anything  which,  for  its  novelty,  demands 
the  peculiar  attention  of  the  Admiralty?* 

"'Yes  —  at  least,  I  think  so,  my  Lord,*  said  I, 
ibe  last  embers  of  hope  beginning  to  flicker  into  a  faint 
flame  within.  'The  whole  is  so  simple  that  I  can, 
with  your  permission,  make  it  perfectly  intelligible, 
even  here.     There  is  a  small  double- acting  piston  — * 

"  *  Confound  the  fellow !  don*t  let  him  bore  us,  now,* 
Said  Admiral  M — ,  in  a  whisper  quite  loud  enough 
for  me  to  overhear  it.  *If  it  amuse  his  Majesty,  that*s 
enough.     Teil  him  what*s  wanted,  and  Ict  him  go.* 

"  *0h,  very  well,*  said  the  First  Lord,  who  seemed 
terribly  a&aid  of  his  coUeague.  *It  is  the  King*s  wish, 
Mr.  Sickleton,  that  your  invention  should  be  tested 
linder  his  Majesty's  personal  inspection,  and  you  are 
therefore  commanded  to  present  yourself  at  Windsor 
Monday  next,  with  your  model,  at  eleven  o*clock.  It 
18  not  very  cumbrous,  I  suppose?* 

"  *No ,  my  Lord.  It  only  weighs  four  and  a  half 
hundredweight.* 

"  ^Frettjr  well  for  a  model:  but  hexe  la  »el  ox^"et  iont 
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a  Waggon.  You'll  present  this  at  WoolwicL'  He 
bowed,  and  tumed  bis  back,  and  I  retreated. 

"Sharp  to  tbe  bour  of  eleven  I  found  myself  at 
Windsor  on  tbe  foUowing  Monday.  It  was  past  two, 
bowever,  bcfore  bis  Majesty  could  see  me.  Tbere  were 
audiences  and  foreign  Ambassadors,  papers  to  read, 
commissions  to  sign  —  in  fact,  wben  two  o'clock  came, 
tbe  King  bad  only  got  tbrougb  a  part  of  bis  day's 
work,  and  tben  it  was  luncbeontime.  Tbis  was  over 
about  tbree;  and  at  last,  bis  Majesty,  witb  tbe  First 
Lord,  two  Admirals,  and  an  old  Post-Captain,  wbo,  by 
tbe  way,  bad  once  put  me  in  irons,  for  not  saluting  bis 
Majesty's  guard  wben  Coming  up  to  tbe  watcb  at  mid- 
nigbt,  appeared  on  tbe  terrace. 

"Tbe  place  selected  for  tbe  trial  was  a  neat  litüe 
parterre  outside  one  of  tbe  small  drawing-rooms.  Tbere 
was  a  fountain  supplied  by  two  running  streams,  and 
tbis  I  was  to  experiment  upon  witb  my  new  pump. 
It  was  ncrvous  enougb  to  stand  tbere  before  such  a 
presence;  but  tbe  uppermost  tbougbt  in  my  mind  was 
about  my  invention,  and  I  almost  forgot  tbe  exalted 
rank  of  my  audience. 

"After  due  presentation  to  bis  Majesty,  and  a  few 
common-place  questions  about  wbere  I  bad  served,  and 
bow  long,  and  so  on,  tbe  King  said,  *Come  now,  Sir. 
Let  US  see  tbe  pump  at  work,  for  we  baven't  mnch 
time  to  lose." 

"I  inmiediately  adjusted  tbe  apparatus,  and  wben 
all  was  ready,  I  looked  about  in  some  dismay,  for  I 
saw  no  one  to  assist  tbe  working.  Tbere  were  present 
besides  tbe  King  and  tbe  tbree  naval  officers  only  two 
fellows  in  fiiU  dresa  Uveries,  a  devilisb  sigbt  more 
j?oiHpous-lookiiig  tliaa  Öi^  "Ratj^  ot  *ößÄ  "^^asä^k  Loti 
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What  was  to  be  done?  It  was  a  dilemma  I  liad  never 
anticipated;  and,  in  mj  dire  distress,  I  stepped  back 
and  whispered  a  word  to  old  Admiral  Beaufort,  who 
was  the  kindest-looking  of  the  party. 

"  'What  is  he  saying  —  what  does  he  want?'  said 
the  King,  who  partly  overheard  the  whisper. 

"'Mr.  Sickleton  reinarks,  your  Majesty,  that  he  will 
need  assistance  to  exhibit  his  invention  —  that  he 
reqnires  some  one  to  work  the  pump.' 

"'Then  why  didn't  he  bring  hands  with  him?' 
said  the  King,  testily.  *I  suppose  the  machine  is  not 
self-acting,  and  that  he  knew  that  before  he  came 
here.' 

"I  thonght  I'd  have  fainted  at  this  rebuke  firom  the 
lips  of  Royalty  itself,  and  so  I  stammered  out  some 
miserable  excuse  about  not  knowing  if  I  were  em- 
powered  to  have  brought  aid  —  my  ignorance  of  Court 
etiquette  —  in  fact,  I  blundered  —  and  so  far,  that 
the  King  cut  me  short,  by  saying,  'Take  those  people 
there,  Sir,  and  don't  delay  us;'  pointing  to  the  two 
gentlemen  in  cocked  hats,  bags,  and  swords,  that 
looked  as  if  they  could  have  danced  on  my  grave  with 
delight. 

"In  a  flurry  —  compared  to  which  a  fever  was 
composure  —  I  instructed  my  two  new  assistants  in 
the  duty,  and  stationing  myself  with  the  hose  to  direct 
the  Operation  of  the  jet,  I  gave  the  word  to  begin. 
Well!  instead  of  a  great  dash  of  water  spurting  out 
some  fifty  feet  in  height,  and  fizzing  through  the  air 
like  a  rocket,  there  came  a  trickling,  miserable  dribble, 
that  pnddled  at  my  very  feet!  I  thought  the  sucker 
was  clogged  —  the  piston  stopped  —  the  ^aVr^^  \sar 
peded  —  twenty  tbiags  did  I  fancy  —  Wt  \5ci^  ä^^x 
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tnitli  was,  tlicsc  gilded  rascals  wouldn^t  do  more  than 
toucli  the  crank  with  tlie  tips  of  their  fingers,  and 
barely  put  sufficicnt  forco  in  tlie  pressure  to  move  the 
arm  up  and  down.  'Work  it  harder  —  put  more 
strenfi^li  to  it,'  I  wliispercd,  in  mortal  fear  to  be  ovei> 
lieard,  but  tboy  never  minded  mo  in  the  least  Indeed, 
I  almost  think  one  fellow  winked  his  eye  ironicallj 
whcn  I  addresscd  liim. 

"*Eh  —  what!'  said  the  King,  after  ten  minutes  of 
an  exldbition  tliat  wcre  to  mc  ten  ycars  at  the  galleys, 
'thcsc  pumps  do  noxt  to  nothing.  They  make  noise 
cnough,  but  doii't  bring  up  any  water  at  all.' 

"The  First  I^ord  shook  his  head  in  assent.  Old 
]3eauclerk  made  me  a  sign  to  give  up  the  trial,  and  the 
Post-Captain  bliui:cd  out,  in  a  half-whispor,  something 
about  a  'blundcring  son  of  a  dog's  wife,'  that  nearly 
drove  me  mad. 

"  *I  say,  Sickleton/  said  the  King,  'your  inven- 
tion's  not  worth  tlie  sawdcr  it  cost  you.  You  coiddn't 
sprinklc  the  "Geraniums"  yonder  in  throe  weeks 
with  it.' 

"*It's  all  the  fault  of  these  d— d  bufFers,  please 
your  Majcsty,'  said  I,  drivcn  clean  out  of  my  senses  by 
failure  and  disgracc  —  and,  to  be  sure,  ps  hearty  » 
roar  of  laughter  foUowed  as  ever  I  listened  to  in  my  S 
life  —  'if  thcy'd  only  bear  a  band  and  work  the  crank 
as  I  showcd  them  — '  As  I  spoke,  I  leaned  over,  and 
took  hold  of  the  crank  myself ,  letting  the  hose  rest  <m 
my  Shoulder. 

"With  two  vigorous  pulls  I  filled  the  pistons  füll, 

and,  at  the  third,  rush  went  the  stream  with  the  force  | 

o£  a  Congrevc  —  not,  indeed,  over  the  trees,  as  I  ez-  1 

pectody  but  füll  m  tliö  i^^c^Ok  qI 'öcÄTYP«M>aBd^  scarcelf  1 
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was  bis  cry  uttered ,  when  a  fourth  dash  laid  him  Ml 
upon  bis  back,  drencbed  firom  bead  to  foot,  and  nearly 
senseless  £rom  tbe  sbock.  Tbe  King  screamed  witb 
langbing  —  tbe  Admiral  sbouted  —  tbe  old  Post-Cap- 
tain  swore  — 'and  I,  not  knowing  one  word  of  all  tbat 
was  happening  behind  my  back,  worked  away  for  the 
bare  life,  tili  tbe  two  footmen,  at  a  Signal  from  tbe 
Admiral,  laid  bold  of  me  by  main  force,  and  dragged 
me  away,  tbe  Perspiration  dripping  from  my  forebead, 
and  my  uniform  all  in  rags  by  tbe  exertion. 

"'Gtet  away  as  fast  as  you  can,  Sir,'  wbispered  old 
B.,  *and  tbank  God  if  your  day's  work  only  puts  you 
at  tbe  end  of  tbe  list'  I  followed  tbe  counsel  —  I 
don't  know  bow  —  I  nevcr  could  recollect  one  event 
from  tbat  moment  —  tili  I  awoke  tbe  next  moming  at 
my  aunt's  cottage  at  Blackwall,  and  saw  my  coat  in 
tatters,  and  tbe  one  epaulette  banging  by  a  tbread; 
then  I  remembered  my  blessed  invention,  and  I  tbink 
I  sbowed  good  pluck  by  not  going  clean  out  of  my  mind." 

Tbere  was  an  eamestness  in  poor  Sickleton's  man- 
ner tbat  effectually  repressed  any  mirtb  on  CasbeFs 
part  —  indeed,  bis  sense  of  tbe  lüdicrous  gave  way 
before  bis  feeling  of  sorrow  for  tbe  bard  fortune  of  tbe 
man  witbout  a  friend.  In  tbe  partial  civilisation  of  tbe 
Far  West,  personal  prowess  and  energy  were  always 
enougb  to  secure  any  man's  success  —  but,  bere,  eacb 
day's  experience  taugbt  bim  bow  mucb  was  to  be  laid 
to  tbe  score  of  family  —  of  fortune  —  name  —  ad- 
dress —  and  tbe  tbousand  otber  accessories  of .  fortune. 
He  bad  just  begun  to  express  bis  wonder  tbat  Sickle- 
ton  bad  never  tried  life  in  tbe  New  World,  wben  tbe 
mate  appeared  ät  tbe  cabin-door,  to  say  tbat  a  «ii\Q»x.^ 
boat  was  rowin^  out  to  the  yaebt 

ßo/aad  Cashel.  IL  ^ 
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A  mevement  of  impatience  broke  from  Sickleton. 
"More  of  'cm,  I  suppose,"  cried  he;  "weVe  had  such 
a  lot  of  sight-seers  this  moming,  since  we  dropped 
anchor!  Most  of  them  affecting  to  be  intimate  Mends 
of  yours,  and  all  so  well  acquainted  with  your  habits 
of  life,  that  I  should  have  become  perfectly  informed 
on  every  particular  of  your  private  history,  only  by 
listening." 

"The  chances  are,"  broke  in  Cashel,  "I  did  not 
personally  know  a  man  amongst  them." 

"I  half  suspect  as  much.  They  spoke  fax  too  con- 
fidently  to  be  ahithentic.  One  would  have  it  you  were 
half  ruined  already,  and  had  got  the  yacht  over  to 
clear  away,  and  be  off.  Another,  that  you  were  going 
to  be  married  to  a  lady  with  an  immense  fortune  —  a 
rumour  contradicted  by  a  third  saying  it  was  an  at- 
tomey's  daughter  without  a  Shilling." 

"There^s  a  lady,  I  see,  Sir,  Coming  on  board,"  said 
tbe  mate,  putting  in  bis  head  once  more. 

"rd  swear  there  was,"  growled  Sickleton. 

"You  give  them  luncheon,  I  hope?"  said  Gashel, 
smiling  at  the  other's  impatience. 

"Yes,  —  weVe  had  something  like  an  ordinary 
here,  to-day,  and  as  I  heard  that  to-morrow  would  be 
busier  still,  I  have  had  my  boat  going  backwards  and 
forwards  all  the  moming  to  prepare." 

"I  am  desired  to  show  you  this  card,  Sir,"  said  the 
mate,  handing  one  to  Sickleton,  who  passed  it  to 
Cashel. 

"Lord  Kilgoff  —  indeed!"  said  he,  surprised,  and 
at  once  hastened  to  the  deck. 

"Mr.  Cashel,  himself,  here!"  exclaimed  my  Lady, 
£'om  tbe  stem  of  a  BmaJi\)ov^\.  ^V^xLi^vd^*.^  «ai  after  an 
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interchange  of  friendly  recognition,  the  party  ascended 
the  gangway. 

"This  was  a  pleasure  we  scarcely  looked  for,  to 
meet  you  here,"  said  his  Lordship,  blandly.  "We  had 
just  taken  our  drive  down  to  the  harbour,  when  acci- 
dentally  hearing  your  yacht  had  arrived,  Lady  Kilgoff 
grew  desirous  to  see  it." 

"A  yacht  in  harbour,  is  a  horse  in  stable,"  said 
Cashel.    "Will  you  permit  me  to  give  you  a  cruise?" 

"I  should  like  nothing  in  the  world  so  well." 

"It  is  late,  —  almost  six  o'clock,"  said  Lord  Kil« 
goff,  looking  at  his  watch. 

"And  if  it  be,"  said  my  Lady,  coaxingly,  "you 
know  Dr.  Grover  recommended  you  the  sea  air  and 
sea  excursions.  I  declare  you  look  better  already; 
don't  you  think  so,  Mr.  Cashel?" 

"I  protest  I  do,"  said  Cashel,  thus  appealed  to; 
"and  if  you  will  only  pardon  the  deficiencies  of  a  floate 
ing  cuisine,  and  dine  here  — " 

"How  delightful!"  broke  in  my  Lady,  not  suffering 
even  time  for  an  apology. 

"It  appeared  to  me  there  was  a  haunch  of  venison 
hanging  over  the  stem  when  we  came  on  board?"  said 
my  Lord,  with  his  glass  to  his  eye. 

"Yes,  my  Lord,"  said  Sickleton,  touching  his  hat  in 
salutation;  "IVe  had  it  there  for  two  hours  every  day 
since  Tuesday  week." 

"And  is  the  wind,  and  the  tide,  and  everything 
eise  as  it  should  be,  Mr.  Cashel?"  said  Lady  KilgoflF. 

"Everything,  —  when  you  have  only  uttered  your 
consent,"  said  he,  gallantly. 

"What  jß  ÜiiBj  Sir?"  said  my  LoiÖL,  aa^  \x«Ta^ 

4.* 
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rcqnested  Homething  to  drink,  Sickleton  ponred  bim  out 
n  large  glasaful  of  scarcely  frothiDg  liquid. 

"  Dry  Champagne,  my  Lord.     Moet's." 

"And  very  exccllcnt,  too.  Heally,  Laura,  I  am 
very  eorry  it  sliould  be  so  late,  and  ve  were  to  liave 
dined  with  Meek  at  sevea  — " 

"But,  only  alonc.  No  party,  remember  that,"  sud 
ahe,  persuasively;  "how  eaay  to  send  tbe  carriage  back 
with  an  apology." 

Cashci  looked  hia  thankn,  but  witliout  speaking. 

"Take  tlioae  red  partridgea  ont  of  ice,"  aaid  SckI»-  . 
ton,   from  the  cook's   g-alley,    "and   kt  üb  have  f 
Osten  d  oystsra  to-day," 

"I  yield,"  said  my  Lord.     "Mr.  Ca-iäiol  must  tate-l 
all  tbe  couBeqnences  of  my  breach  oi'  faith  ap^Hi  t' 
Beif." 

"I  promiae  to  Jo  so,  my 

"A  pen  and  ink,  and 
her  Ladysbip. 

"Will  you  permit  me 
bo,    banding  her  di 


and  elegant 

"How  beautifui! 
really  do  envy  you 
You  don't  know 

"Tbere  «re  I 
with  80  mueli  p 
with    a    Btranfi^e 
colour    and    he  ig] 
features. 

"Tbere!    i 
Aa»tL/y-WTitt6P 
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However  mucli  of  course  the  words  were  tu  themsclves, 
her  eyes  met  Caslicl's  as  bIio  s|)oko  tliom,  and  as  sn<l- 
denly  feil;  wliile  he,  takiD|;  the  lctl«r,  left  the  cabiu 
without  spoaking  —  a  woild  of  curious  co^jecturs 
warring  in  hia  heart. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


[  Jt  may  havo  oasily  eacaped  our  reader's  memory, 
^  OQ  Eoland  Cashel'B  hasty  departuro  from  5Ii'.  Kenny- 


äeeds  loi 
1  that  respi 
|ly  persuaded 

girle  as  remolntL 
a  moBt  Inndubj 
Pauny  "liad 
odlous  ii 
>ilig1ite§t 


Bchism   had  1 

Mrs.  Kejinyfeck  bcing 

lord  Lad  ffroKsly  mia- 

ij;  proprielor; 
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'her,  repeating  from  time  to  time  the  ominous  words, 
"We  shall  see  —  we  shall  see;"  a  species  of  propbetic 
waming  that,  come  what  may,  can  always  assert  its 
accomplishment. 

Witb  such  Clements  of  discord  and  discontent,  the 
breakfast  proceeded  gradually,  and  the  broken  attempts 
to  talk  bad  subsided  into  a  sullen  silence,  wben  the 
butler  entered  to  say,  that  Mr.  Pbillis  begged  to  speak 
a  few  words  witb  Mr.  Kennyfeck. 

"Let  bim  come  in  here,"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  as 
her  husband  was  rising  to  leave  the  room.  "I  tbink, 
if  there  are  to  be  no  more  blunders ,  we  bad  better  be 
present  at  the  Conference." 

*'Sbow  bim  in,  Pearse,"  said  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  in  a 
meek  voice;  and  the  gentleman's  gentleman  entered,  in 
all  that  easy  self-sufficiency  so  peculiar  to  bis  class.. 

"Wbat  is  it,  Mr.  Pbillis?"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  in 
a  commanding  tone,  meant  to  convey  the  information 
of  "wbere  the  Court  sat,"  and  to  whom  be  sbould  ad- 
dress bis  pleading. 

"It's  a  little  matter  on  which  I  wanted  adyice, 
Ma^am,  for  I  am  really  puzzled  how  to  act  You  know, 
Ma^am,  that  we  are  expecting  large  Company  at  our 
place  in  the  country  —  Tubb  —  sometbing — " 

"Tubbermore,"  interposed  Mr.  Kennyfeck. 

"Yes,  Sir,  Tubbermore.  Well!  there  have  been  at 
least  twenty  messages  this  moming  from  different  £i- 
milies,  wbo  want  to  know  the  best  way  of  going,  and 
wben  Mr.  Casbel  means  to  go  himself,  and  wbere  post- 
borses  are  to  be  bad,  and  how  they  are  to  get  forward 
wbere  tbere  are  none,  and  so  cro.." 
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to   these    queries?"    said   Mrs.  Kennyfeck,    with   her 
jgrandest  air. 

"Of  course,  Ma^am,  but  he  is  not  here." 

"Where  is  he,  then?"   asked  she,  eagerly. 

"He's  gone,  Ma'am;  he  went  last  night." 

"Gone!  —  where?"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  with  an 
eagemess  no  artifice  could  cover. 

"It*s  hard  to  say,  Ma'am;  but  he  went  down  to 
Kingstown  last  night,  and  sailed  in  the  yacht;  and 
from.  the  preparations  and  sea  störe  taken  from  the 
hotel,  it  wonld  seem  like  a  long  cruise." 

"And  did  he  not  mention  anything  of  his  Intention 
to  yoM,  Mr.  Phillis?"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  with  a 
flattering  emphasis  on  the  pronoun. 

"A  few  lines  in  pencil,   Ma'am,    dated  from  the    - 
harbour,  was  all  I  received.     Here  they  are."    And  he 
handed  a  piece  of  note-paper  across  the  table. 

The  Contents  ran  thus: 

"Phillis,  send  word  to  Sir  Harvey  Upton*s  that  T 
shan^t  dine  there  to-morrow.  Give"the  bearer  of  this 
my  dressing-case,  and  clothes  för  some  days,  and  have 
the  fourgon  ready  packed  to  Start  for  Tubbermore,  on 
receiving  my  next  Orders. 

"E.  C.  —  Kingstown  Harbour." 

"And  who  brought  this  note?"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck, 
who  fancied  she  was  conducting  the  inquiry  in  true  ju- 
dicial  form. 

"  One  of  the  yacht  sailors ,  Ma'&m ;  he  came  up  on 
Lord  Ealgoffs  carriage." 

"  On  Lord  KilgoflTs  carriage  —  how  dil^ü^X.^VK^^^Ts!^'^ 

"JÄö  carriage  came  into   town,  "NLiaTB.^  \ö  \srvs^ 
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some  things  my  Lady  sent  for;  at  least,  so  the  sailor 
told  me." 

**And  were  Lord  and  Lady  Elilgoff  on  board  the 
yacht?" 

"Yes,  Ma^am;  they  both  sailed  in  her  last  night." 

As  though  drawn  by  some  irresistible  influence, 
every  eye  was  now  turned  to  Aunt  Fanny,  wbo,  up  to 
this,  had  listened  to  Mr.  Phillis  with  a  breathless  at- 
tention, and  if  looks  could  be  translated,  every  glance 
thus  thrown,  said  plainly,  "This  is  yoiir  doing." 

"Are  you  certain  that  the  yacht  has  not  retumed  to 
Kingstown?"  said  Miss  O'Hara. 

"Perfectly,  Ma^am.  It  blew  a  storm  last  night,  and 
the  sailors  about  the  harbour  told  me  it  was  a  great 
chance  that  any  small  vessel  could  outlive  the  gale." 

Olivia  Kennyfeck  became  deadly  pale  at  these  words, 
and  whispered  something  in  her  sister's  ear. 

"Of  course,"  replied  the  other  aloud;  then  tuming 
to  Phillis,  said,  "Had  they  a  Bi'lot  with  them?" 

"I  believe  so,  Miss,  but  there  are  so  many  contra- 
dictory  reports,  one  don't  know  what  to  credit;  some 
say  that  Lord  Kilgoff  was  greatly  opposed  to  the  croise, 
but  that  her  Ladyship  insisted,  and  that  in  fact  they 
got  under  weigh  at  last  without  my  Lord^s  knowing, 
and  while  they  were  at  dinner." 

"It  was  a  fearful  night!"  said  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  whose 
mind  was  entirely  engrossed  by  the  one  idea. 

"Take  him  into  the  next  room,  and  TU  join  yöu 
presently,"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  to  her  husband,  for 
that  keen-sighted  lady  had  remai'ked  the  intense  in- 
terest  with  which  Mr.  Phillis  listened  to  eveiy  remark 
made  around  him. 

"H.eie's  a  pxetty  i^\ecö  o^  \i\3ÄcassÄV''   ^^  ^&a.,  «b 
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the  door  closed  after  her  husband  and  the  valet;  ^^and 
certainly,  I  must  say,  weVe  no  one  to  thank  for  it  but 
you,  Fanny!'' 

"Unquestionably  not,"  echoed  Miss  Kennyfeck. 
"Aunt  Fanny  has  Üie  entire  merit  of  this  catastrophe." 

"It  is  most  cruel,"  sighed  Olivia,  as  she  wiped  the 
tears  from  her  eyes,  and  bent  upon  her  stem  relative  a 
glance  of  most  reproachful  sadness. 

*'Are  you  all  mad?"  said  the  assailed  individual, 
her  courage  and  her  colour  rising  together.  "How  can 
you  pretend  to  connect  me  with  this  disgraceful  pro- 
ceeding?  Here's  a  case  as  clearly  prearranged  as  ever 
was  heard  of." 

"Lnpossible!"  cried  Mrs.  Kennyfeck;  "didn't  he  in- 
vite  US  only  yesterday  to  go  down  to  Tubbermore  by 
sea?" 

"And  didn't  you  yourself  offer  the  only  impedi- 
ment?"  said  Miss  Kennyfeck. 

"You  are  very  cruel,  aunt,"  sobbed  Olivia. 

"You'll  drive  me  out  of  my  senses,"  said  Miss 
O'Hara;  and  certainly  her  look  did  not  belle  her  words. 
"I  endeavour  to  rescue  you  from  the  snares  of  a  young 
debauchee,  who,  as  you  well  know,  has  a  wife  still 
living  — " 

"There,  I  hope  you  are  content  now,"  said  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck,  as  Olivia  feil  fainting  into  her  arms;  and 
the  window  was  thrown  open,  and  all  were  busied  in 
employing  the  wonted  restoratives  for  such  attacks. 
Meanwhile,  hostilities  were  continued,  but  in  a  less 
rigorous  fashion.  '*You  know  youVe  ruined  everything 
—  you  know  well  how  your  officious  meddling  has 
destroyed  this  poor  child's  fortune*,  —  x\x\i  \ifix  Xföox:^^'©»«» 
Carr." 
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"I  know  that  he  is  a  dissipated,  abondoned  wretch, 
that  would  desert  her  to-morrow  as  he  has  done'that 
unhappy  — " 

"Hush,  she  is  Coming  to.     You  want  to  kill  her." 

"Humph!"  mutteredAxmt  Fanny,  "this  scene  might 
be  very  effective  with  the  young  gentleman,  but  is 
quite  thrown  away  upon  me." 

"Aunt!  aunt!"  cried  Miss  Kennyfeck,  reprovingly. 

"If  we  had  just  foUowed  onr  own  counsels,  we 
sbould  have  this  very  hour  been  on  the  way  to  Ttlbbe^ 
more,  perhaps  never  to  leave  it!" 

Aunt  Fanny  shook  her  head. 

"Yes.  You  may  affect  to  doubt  and  hesitate,  and 
all  that,  but  where  is  the  wonderful  condescension  in  a 
Mr.  Cashel  proposing  for  the  grand  niece  of  Eoger 
Miles  O'Hara  of  Balmurray  O'Hara  of  Mayo ,  the  second 
Cousin  of  Lawrence  O'Hara  Kelly,  that  ought  to  be 
Lord  Bally  Kelly?" 

"Fairly  enough,  if  that  was  all,"  slipped  in  Mis8 
O'Hara,  hoping  to  escape  from  all  danger,  by  climbing 
up  the  genealogical  tree  whereon  her  sister  was 
perched. 

"If  that  was  all!''  repeated  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  in- 
dignantly,  catching  at  the  last  words,  "and  what  more 
is  wanting?  I'd  be  glad  to  ask.  But  to  be  sure,  it 
was  rather  a  mistake  to  call  to  our  counsels,  in  such  a 
case,  one  that  never  could  succeed  in  her  own." 

This  terrible  taunt  at  Miss  O'Hara's  celibacy  didnt 
go  unpunished,  for,  throwing  all  attempts  at  concilia' 
tion  behind  her,  she  rose,  with  flashing  eyes  and 
trembling  lips.  ^ 

''So,  it  is  you  ftiat  l^W  tjv^  1\»ä  "  »aid  A»  —  "yow, 
that  dare  to  sneer  at  iwj  \>ftm^  x^mblsbcüä^  —  T*'^>  ^^^ 
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fere  fain  to  take  up  with  a  Dublin  attomey  —  poor 
rom  Kennyfeck  —  the  hack  of  tbe  quarter  sessions, 
»erving  latitats  and  tithe  notices  over  the  country  in  his 
old  gig  —  Indeed,  girls,  Im  sorry  to  speak  that  way 
of  your  father,  but  it's  well  known  — " 

A  loud  shriek  interrupted  the  speech,  and  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck,  in  streng  hysterics,  took  her  place  beside 
Olivia. 

"It  will  do  her  good,  my  dear,"  said  Aunt  Fanny 
to  her  niece,  as  she  chafed  the  hands  and  bathed  the 
temples  of  her  mother.  "I  was  only  telling  the  truth; 
she'd  never  have  man-ied  your  father  if  Major  Kennedy 
hadn't  jilted  her;  and  good  luck  it  was  he  did,  for  he 
had  two  other  wives  living  at  the  time  —  just  as  your 
friend,  Mr.  Cashel,  wanted  to  do  with  your  sister." 

"Aunt  —  aunt  —  I  entreat  you  to  have  done. 
Haven't  you  made  mischief  enough?" 

"Baten  up  with  vanity  and  self-conceit,"  resumed 
the  old  lady,  not  heeding  the  interruption.  "A  French 
Cook  and  a  coach-and-four  —  nothing  less!     Let  her 

ßcream,   child  —  sure  I  know  ifs  good  for  her it 

Stretches  the  luhgs." 

"Leave  me  —  leave  the  room!"  cried  Miss  Kenny- 
feck, whose  efforts  at  calmness  were  rendered  fruitless 
by  the  torrent  of  her  aunt's  eloquence. 

"Indeed  I  will,  my  dear;  TU  leave  the  house,  too. 
Sorry  I  am  that  I  ever  set  foot  in  it.  What  with  the 
noise  and  the  racket  night  and  day,  ifs  more  like  a 
Innatic  asylum  than  a  respectable  residence." 

"  Send  her  away  —  send  her  away ! "  screamed  Mrs, 
Kennyfeck,  with  a  cry  of  horror. 

"Do,  aunt  —  do  leave  the  room." 

'Tm  going  —  Tm  going,   young  lady\  \i\3Ä.\  «Q^^- 
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pr/se  I  maj  drink  mj  cnp  of  tea  liist  —  it's  the 
111  eT«*  taste  in  the  aame  honse:*'  and  she  res« 
herseif  at  the  table  with  a  most  proToking  compos 
"I  came  here,"  resiuned  she,  *'tar  no  advanta^  of  m 
I  leave  yöu  withoat  regret,  becanse  I  see  hoir  j 
poor  fool  of  a  father,  and  jonr  Tain,  conceited  mother 

^'Aimt,  jou.  are  reallv  too  had.  Haye  you  no  i 
ing." 

"^  That's  just  what  comes  of  it,*"  said  she,  stining 
tea  tranquillj.  ^'Yon  sei  np  for  people  of  fashion, 
yon  don't  know  that  people  of  fashion  are  twice 
shrewd  and  'cnte  as  yonrself.  Faith,  ipy  dear,  the 
bny  and  seil  von,  eveiy  one.  What^are  they  ät 
day,  but  rognery  and  schemes  of  one  kmd  or  ot[ 
and  then  aftcr  ^doing'  yon,  home  they  go,  and  lai 
at  your  mothers  vulgarity!" 

A  fresb  torrent  of  cries  from  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  seei 
to  show  that  unconsciousness  was  not  among  her  syi 
toms,  and  ^liss  Kennyfeck:  now  hastened  from  the  ro 
to  summon  her  father  to  her  aid. 

"Well,  youVe  come  to  tum  me  out,  I  suppo0( 
said  Aunt  Fanny,  as  the  old  gentleman  entered  ii 
State  of  perplexity  that  might  have  evoked  the  c( 
passion  of  a  less  determined  enemy. 

"My  dear  Miss  Fanny  — " 

"None  of  your  Four  Courts'  blamey  with  me,  i 
I*m  ready  to  go  —  IUI  leave  by  the  coach  to-nig 
I  conclude  you'll  have  the  decency  to  pay  for  my  pla 
and  my  dinner,  too,  for  I'U  go  to  Dawson's  Hotd  i 
minute.  Teil  your  mother,  and  that  poor  dawdle  th< 
your  sister,  that  thoy'd  be  thankftil  they'd  have  follo? 
mjr  ftdvico.  The  lat^  ^ow-'x^  ^xing,  old  gentlem 
might  Oven  frigliteii  yo\x.    TVi^t^^is^wfe^^stekVsk^ 
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itchen  than  in  Lord  Clondooney-s.  As  for  yourself, 
aroline,  you're  the  best  of  the  lot;  but  your  tongue, 
Etrlingl  —  your  tongue!"  And  bere  sbe  made  a 
BStore  of  far  more  expressive  force  tban  any  mere 
ordfl  would  give. 

"Is  sbe  gone?"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  as  a  sligbt 
lU  succeeded. 

"Yes,  Mamma )^'  whispered  Miss  Kennyfeck;  "but 
peak  low,  for  Mr.  Phillis  is  in  tbe  ball." 

"m  never  see  ber  again  —  111  never  set  eyes  on 
er,"  muttered  Mrs.  Kennyfeck. 

"I  sbouldn^t  wonder,  Mamma,  if  tbat  anonymous 
Btter  was  written  by  berself,"  said  Caroline.  "Sbe 
«Ter  forgave  Mr.  Casbel  for  not  specially  inviting  ber; 
•nd  ^s,  I^m  almost  sure,  was  tbe  way  sbe  took  to 
evenge  berself." 

"So  it  was,"  cried  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  eagerly  seizing 
i  the  notion.     "  Husb ,  take  care  Livy  doesn't  bear  you." 

"As  for  tbe  yacbt  expedition,  it  was  just  tbe  kind 
f  thing  Lady  Kilgoff  was  ready  for.  Sbe  is  dying  to 
►e  talked  of." 

"And  tbat  poor,  weak  Creature,  Casbel,  will  be  so 
!attered  by  tbe  soft  words  of  a  Peeress,  be'U  be  in- 
olerable  erer  after." 

"Aunt Fanny  —  Aunt  Fanny!"  sigbed  Miss  Kenny- 
)ck,  witb  a  moumful  cadence. 

"If  I  only  was  sure  —  tbat  is,  perfectly  certain 
lat  sbe  wrote  tbat  letter  about  Casbel  —  But  here 
omes  your  fatber  —  take  Olivia,  and  leave  me  alone." 

Miss  Kennyfeck  assisted  ber  sister  from  tbe  sofa, 
od  led  ber  in  silence  from  tbe  room,  wbile  Mr.  Kenny- 
)ck  sat  down,  witb  folded  bands  and  bent-do'^Tk. \3ä»Äl^ 
perfectj>icte2T0  of  dismay  and  bewildeimcÄt. 
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"Well,"  Said  liis  wife,  after  a  reasonable  interval 
of  patient  expcctation  that  he  would  speak  —  "well, 
what  have  you  to  say  for  yourself,  now,  Sir?" 

The  pQor  solicitor,  who  never  suspected  that  he  was 
under  any  indictment,  looked  up  with  an  expression  of 
almost^comic  innocence. 

"Did  you  hear  me,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  or  is  it  that  you 
want  to  pass  off  your  dulness  for  deafness?  Did  you 
hear  me,  I  say?" 

"Yes,  I  heard  —  but  I  really  do  not  know  —  that 
is,  I  am  unaware  how  —  I  cannot  see  — " 

"Oh,  the  old  story,"  sighed  she  —  "injured  inno- 
cence! Well,  Sir,  I  was  asking  you  if  you  feit  grati- 
iied  with  our  present  prospects?  Linton's  intimacy  was 
bad  enough  —  but  the  Kilgoff  friendship  is  absolijte  — 
utterruin.  That  crafty,  old,  undermining  Peer,  asproud 
as  poor,  will  soon  ensnare  him,  and  my  Lady,  with  her 
new  airs  of  a  Viscountess,  only  anxious  to  qualify  for 
London  by  losing  her  character  before  she  appeais 
there!" 

"As  to  the  agency!" 

"The  agency!"  echoed  she,  indignantly,  "do  your 
thoughts  never  by  any  chance,  Sir,  take  a  higher  flight 
than  five  per  cent.?  —  are  you  always  dreaming  of 
your-little  petty  gains  at  rent-day?  I  told  you,  Sir, 
how  the  patron  might  be  converted  into  a  son-in-law 
—  did  I  not?" 

"You  did,  indeed,  and  I'm  certain  I  never  threw 
any  impediment  in  the  way  of  it" 

"You  never  threw  any  impediment  in  the  way  of 
your  child's  succeeding  to  a  fortune  of  «ixteen  thonsand 
a  jear!    You  really  are  an  exemplary  father." 

"I'd  have  forwaiieä.  \\.^  Si\  otJ^^  \si<snr  bow." 
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'ow  good  of  you.  I  suppose  you'd  have  drawn 
Settlements  if  ordered.  But  so  it  is  —  all  my 
throngli  life  have  been  thwarted  by  you!  I 
aboured  and  toiled  day  and  night  to  place  my 
II  in  the  sphere  that  their  birth,  on  one  side  at 
rould  entitle  them  to,  and  you  know  it." 
w  this  Mr.  Kennyfeck  really  did  not  know.  In 
11  fatuity  he  always  imagined  that  he  was  the 
^atherer  of  the  domestic  hive,  and  that  Mrs. 
Peck  had  in  her  own  person  monopolised  the 
3  of  Queen  Bee  and  Wasp  together. 
our  low,  pettifogging  ambition  never  soared 
a  Softly  or  a  Cläre  Jones  for  your  daughters, 
'.  was  planning  alliances  that  would  have  placed 
imong  the  best  in  the  land  —  and  how  have  I 
ewarded!  Indifference,  coolness,  perhaps  con- 
'  Here  a  flood  of  tears,  that  had  remained 
d  up  since  the  last  torrent,  burst  forth  in  convul- 
bs.  "Ungrateful  man,  who  ought  never  to  have 
m  the  sacrifice  I  made  in  marrying  him  —  the 
with  every  member  of  my  family  —  the 
ce  of  every  tic  that  united  me  to  my  own." 
j  ceased,  and  here,  be  it  remembered,  Mrs. 
ieck  scemed  to  address  herseif  to  some  invisible 
npanelled  to  try  Mr.   Kennyfeck  on  a  serioos 

e  came  like  a  serpent  into  the  bosom  of  our 
1  circle,  and  with  the  arts  that  his  crafty  calling 
well  supplied,  sedueed  my  young  affections." 
Kennyfeck  started.  It  had  never  before 
d  to  him  that  Don  Juan  was  among  his  ränge 
h 
.Ise  and  unfeeling  both,"  resnmeÖL  Ää.    '''''LwxvöJ^ 
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witli  proniises  never  iutended  for  Performance,  you  took 
me  fi-om  a  homc,  the  very  sanctuary  of  peace!'* 

Mr.  Keimyfeck  wiped  bis  forehead  in  perplexity; 
liis  recoUcction  of  the  home  in  question  was  different 
Sanctnary,  it  might  hare  been,  but  it  was  against  the 
ofiiccrs  of  the  law  and  the  sheriff,  and  so  far  as  a  well 
fastcned  hall  door  and  barricaded  Windows  went,  the 
epithet  did  not  seem  quite  unsuitable. 

'*Ah!"  siglied  she  —  for  it  is  right  to  remark  that 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck  was  a  mistress  of  that  domestic  har- 
mony,  wliich  consists  in  every  modulation,  fiom  the 
grand  adagio  of  indignant  accnsation,  to  the  rattling 
andante  of  open  abuse  —  "had  I  listened  to  those 
older  and  wiser  than  me,  and  who  foretold  the  destiny 
that  awaited  me,  I  had  never  seen  this  unhappy  dayl 
No,  Sir!  I  had  not  lived  to  see  myself  ontraged  and 
insnlted,  and  my  only  sister  tumed  out  of  the  honse 
like  a  discarded  menial." 

Had  Mr.  Kennyfeck  been  informed  that  for  com- 
teously  making  way  for  a  Bencher  in  the  Hall,  that  he 
was  stripped  of  bis  gown  and  degraded  firom  bis  pro- 
fessional rank,  he  could  not  have  been  more  thoroughly 
amazcd  and  thunderstruck.  He  actually  gasped  with 
oxccss  of  astonishment,  and,  if  breath  had  been  left 
bim,  would  have  spoken;  but  so  it  was,  the  very  force 
of  the  Charge  stunned  bim ,  and  he  could  not  utter  a 
Word. 

Meanwhile,  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  who  in  the  ardoar  of 
combat  had  imitated  certain  Spanish  sailors,  who  in  the 
entbusiasm  of  a  sea-fight  loaded  their  cannons  with 
whatever  came  next  to  band,  was  actually  shocked  by 
the  effect  of  her  own  fire.  For  the  grandenr  of  « 
peroration  she  liad  takeu  ^  ^yss!^  \ft^^  over  all  truth, 
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and  wonld  gladlj  have  been  safe  back  again  at  the 
other  side  of  the  fence. 

For  an  instant  not  a  word  dropped  from  either  side, 
and  it  was  clear  that  he  who  spoke  first  had  gained  the 
victory.     This  was  the  lady. 

"Go,  Sir'*  —  and  she  wiped  her  eyes  with'that 
cahn  dignity  by  which  a  scolding  wife  seems  to  call 
np  all  Christian  forgireness  of  herseif,  and  stand 
acqnitted  before  her  own  conscience  —  "go,  Sir,  and 
find  ont  what  these  people'that  Cashel  has  iavited 
mean  to  do;  and  if  it  be  their  intention  to  repair  to 
Tabbermore,  let  us  lose  no  time  in  setting  out;  and 
if  we  are  to  go,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  let  us  do  so  as  be- 
eoines  us." 

Mr.  Kennyfeck  stifled  a  rising  sigh  —  for  he  knew 
what  the  words  denoted  —  and  departed;  while  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck,  with  her  heart  lightened  of  a  heavy  load, 
rose  to  join  her  daughters,  and  discuss  dress  and 
''toilette,''  the  great  commissariat  of  the  approaching 
campaign. 

OHAPTER  Vn. 

Tut,  never  mind  the  swell ,  love,. 

The  sails  may  sweep  the  brine ; 
Bnt  the  craft  will  steer  as  well,  love, 

With  yoar  soft  band  in  mine. 

The  Cruibe. 

It  was  upon  a  delicious  evening,  a  little  before 
sunset,  that  a  yacht  worked  out  of  the  harbour  of 
Kingstown,  all  her  canvas  spread  to  catch  the  light  air 
of  wind,  which  scarcely  ruffled  the  glassy  surface  of 
the  Bajr,  The  craft  with  her  snow-wlaite  ÄaÖÄ^\i«et  XaJ^. 
and  taper  spars,   her  gay  bunting  ficom  g«Ä  «eA  ^^^^ 
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Qt  aboard  of  her  in  :he  liarbour;  points  whicb,  in 

i  abscnoe  of  all  real  kcowleJ^.  admitted  of  a  most 

dmated  «lebate.     Mean-^uile.   an   olJ   weather-beaten 

dlor,   in  a  piloc  coat.   continaed  to  gaze  altemately 

:om  the  »kv  i>?  the  sea.   and  back  again,   and  at  last 

nnnnured  to  himself: 

^'  Thev'll  catch  it  betöre  midnight,  if  they  don't  hanl 
their  wind,  and  get  into  sbelter." 

Some  drit'ting  clouds,  dropping  slight  rain  as  they 
passed,  soon  atter  cleared  the  pier  of  its  loiterers,  and 
night  feil,  dark  and  starless.  while  the  wind  freshened, 
and  the  sea  fretted  and  chafed  npon  the  rocks,  and 
even  sent  its  spray  high  against  the  strong  lighthoiue. 

Lei  US  now  quit  the  shore,  and  bear  Company  with 
the  party  on  board,  who,   having  dined  sumptnonsly, 
sat  sipping   their  coffee  on  deck,  while  the  swift  craft 
skimmed  the  calm  waters  of  the  Bay,  and  unfolded  in      J 
her  course  the  beautiful  panorama  of  the  shore,  —  the 
bold    stecp    bluff  of  Brayhead,    the  eunred  Strand  of 
Killiney,    the    two   *'Sugar  Loaves"    rising   firom   the 
bosom  of  dark  woods,  and,  in  the  distance,  the  higher       * 
chain  of  the  Wicklow  mountains,  while  on  the  opposite 
side  Howtli    seemed   like  a  blue  island  stndding  the       | 
clear  surface  of  the  Bay.    Lord  Kilgoff  and  Mr.  Bickle-       i 
ton  paid  but  passing  attention  to  the  bright  pictnre 
around.       A    leamed    discussion     on    naval    matters, 
wherein  my  Lord  took  the  opportunity  of  storing  his 
mind  with  a  goodly  stock  of  technicals,  to  be  used  at 
Bomo  future  occasion,  occupied  them  altogether,  leaving 
her  Ladyship   and  Kolaud  Cashel  to   the  nndisturbed 
enjoymeut  of  the  scene  and  its  associations. 

Thoy  paid  the  highest  tribute  the  pictnresqne  can 
"•'     —   they   sat  in  BÄencft  ^^\^\xv!^  \ksÄ  ohanging 
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tints,  which  from  red  faded  to  violet,  then  grey,  and  s 
last   grew    dark  with  closing  night,    while  the  wim 
freshening  sent  the  sea  rushing  swiMy  past,   and  mad€ 
their  light  craft  heave  and  pitch  heavily. 

"  We  are  retuming  to  Kingstown,  I  tnist?"  said  my 
Lord  to  Sickleton,  who  had  left  him  for  a  moment  to 
give  Orders  about  shortening  sail.  "It  appears  to  me 
like  a  threatening  night/^ 

"It  looks  dirty,  my  Lord,"  said  Sickleton,  drily,  as 
he  walked  aft  with  the  Pilot,  and  conferred  with  him 
in  a  low  tone. 

"Are  we  making  for  Elingstown,  Mr.  Cashel?" 
gaid  my  Lord,  in  a  voice  he  was  not  able  to  divest  of 
anxiety. 

"I  beliere  not,"  said  Cashel,  rising,  and  approach- 
ing  the  compass.  "No,  we  are  lying  down  Channel 
traight  as  we  can  go." 

"Ay,  and  very  well  iFor  us  that  Ve  can  do  it," 
rowled  out  the  Pilot.  "If  we  make  the  Hook  Light 
3fore  we  tack,  I  shall  say  weVe  lucky."i 

"Does  he  mean  there  is  any  danger,  Mr.  Cashel?" 

id  Lady  Kilgoff,  but  in  a  voice  deroid  of  tremor. 

"None   whatever;    but   I  .am   sadly    distressed    at 

nng  carried  you  out  so  far,  since  I  find  that  in  the 

sent  State  of  the  tide,  and  with  the  wind  still  driving 

e  to  ihe  north,   we  cannot  bear  up  for  Kingstown, 

must  run  along  the  shore." 

'Think  nothing   of  that,"   said   she,   gaily;    "real 

I  have  no  fancy  for  —  a  mere  inconyenience  is 

'moment  whatever;  but"  —  here  she  dropped  her 

very  low  —  "say  something  to  my  Lord  —  give 

ome  encoura^ement.'' 

't  blows  fresh,  my  Lord,   and  \£  \t  ^eft^  T^A^l^t 
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the  trespass  on  jour  comfort,  I  sbould  almost  rejoice 
at  the  occasion  of  showing  yon  mj  yaclit^s  qualiües  as 
a  sailing-boat" 

"I  ßhould  prefer  taking  yonr  word  for  them,  Sir," 
Said  Lord  Kilgoff,  tartly;  ''a  pleasure-trip  is  one  thing, 
a  night  in  a  small  yessel  exposed  to  a  heavy  gale  is 
another." 

"Yöu're  right,  my  Lord^"  said  the  Pilot,  who  heard 
bnt  a  part  of  the  Observation;  ^it  will  be  a  gale  before 
moming." 

"LufF!  luff,  there!"  shouted  Sickleton;  and  at  the 
same  instant  a  heavy  sea  thnndered  against  the  bow  and 
broke  over  the  forepart  of  the  vessel  with  a  crashing 
sound. 

''I  think,  when  we  see  the  Lighthonse  of  Kingstovn 
so  near  us,"  said  Lord  Kilgoff,  "there  onght  to  be  no 
great  difficulty  in  retuming." 

"That's  not  the  Harbour-light  you  see  yonder  — 
thafs  the  Kish,  my  Lord,"  said  the  Pilot  "Keep  her 
up,  my  man,  keep  her  np,  the  wind  is  freshening," 

"Will  yon  indeed  forgive  me  for  this  disastrons 
tum  of  our  cmise?*^  said  Cashel,  as  he  fastened  bis 
boat-cloak  around  Lady  Elilgoff^s  throat,  after  several 
vain  efforts  to  induce  her  to  go  below. 

"If  yon  only  prevent  my  Lord  from  scolding,  I 
shall  enjoy  it  immensely,"  said  she,  in  a  half-whisper. 

"I  trust,   Lady  Kilgoff,"    said  bis  Lordship,  ap- 

proaching,  and  steadying  himself  by  the  bulwarks,  ''ihat 

this  night^s  experience  will  induce  you  to  distmst  your 

own  judgment  when  in  Opposition  to  mine.     I  foresaw 

tie  wbole  of  it.     It  is  now  blomn^  a  fierce  gale  — ^" 

''Not  a  bit  of  it,  my  liox^;'  VÄ^ty^^Ä -^^^^^V 
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Wnntly;   **but  it  will  blow  great  guns  'fore  daybreak, 
or  Fm  mistaken." 

"And  where  shall  we  be  then?"  asked  my  Lord, 
querulously. 

"Bayther  hard  to  teil,"  said  the  Pilot,  langhing. 
"If  she  be  as  good  a  sea-boat  as  they  say,  and  that 
we  don't  carry  away  any  of  our  spare,  we  may  run 
for  Cove.     I  take  it  — " 

"For  Cove!  Gracious  mercyl  and  if  she  be  not 
as  good  a  vessel  as  it  is  said  she  is,  Sir,  what  then, 
pray?" 

The  Pilot  made  no  reply,  but  gave  Orders  to  set 
the  jib,  as  she  was  labouring  too  much  by  the  head. 

The  wind  increased,  and  with  it  the  sea,  which, 
dividing  at  the  bow,  feil  in  great  cataracts  over  the 
vessel,  sweeping  along  the  entire  deck  at  every  plunge 
she  gave. 

"I  wish  she  were  a  little  deeper  in  the  water," 
whispered  Sickleton  to  CasheL  "We  haven't  within 
fifteen  tons  of  onr  ballast  on  boai^.  But  she^s  a  sweet 
Graft,  ain't  she?     Keep  her,  there  —  steady,  man." 

"We  couldn't  stand  round  in  stays,  and  bear  up 
for  the  harbour?"  asked  Cashel,  on  whom  Lord  KilgofiTs 
face  of  misery  had  made  a  strong  impression. 

"Lnpossible!  At  least  the  Pilot,  who  knows  this 
eoast  well,  says  there  is  a  shore  current  here  runs 
eight  knots." 

"What  shall  we  do  with  him?  He'U  scarce  live 
ihrongh  the  night." 

"Let  US  get  him  down  below,  and,  once  snug  in  a 
berth,  he'll  fall  asleep,  and  forget  everything." 

Cashel  shook  his  head  doubt&lly  ^  WX.  &!^<^TBi\SL^^ 
to  try  ihe  plan  at  all  hazards. 
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"Would  my  Lord  be  persuaded  to  lie  down,  do 
you  think?^^  said  Eolaud,  approaching  Lady  Kilgoff, 
who,  enveloped  in  Öie  folds  of  the  heavy  boat-cloak, 
sat  calm  and  coUected  near  the  wheel. 

"Is  there  danger?"  asked  she,  hurriedly. 

"Not  the  least;  but  he  seems  so  ill,  and  every  sea 
mshes  over  him  as  he  Stands.'^ 

"You  should  go  down,  my  dear  Lord,"  said  she, 
addressing  him;  ^^Mr.  Cashel  is  afraid  youUl  catch 
cold  here." 

"Ah,  is  he  indeed?"  said  Lord  Kilgoff,  in  a  snap- 
pish  asperity.  "He  is  too  good  to  bestow  a  thought 
upon  me." 

"I  am  only  anxious,  my  Lord,  that  you  shouldn^t 
suffer  from  your  complaisanse  so  unhappily  rewarded." 

"Very  kind,  exceedingly  kind,  Sir.  It  is  as  you 
say,  most  unhappy  —  a  perfect  storm  —  a  hurricane, 
Gracious  mercy!  what's  that?" 

This  exclamation  was  caused  by  a  loud  smash,  like 
the  report  of  a  cannon>shot,  and  at  the  same  moment 
the  taper  topmast  feil  crashing  down,  with  all  its 
cordage  clattering  round  it.  The  confdsion  of  the  ac- 
cident,  the  shouting  of  voices,  the  thundering  splash 
of  the  sea,  as,  the  peak  having  fallen,  the  craft  had 
lost  the  steadying  influence  of  the  mainsail,  all  seemed 
to  threaten  immediate  danger.  Cashel  was  about  to 
spring  forward  and  assist  in  cutting  away  the  entangled 
"gging.  when  he  feit  bis  band  firmly  gi'a«ped  by  an- 
other,  whose  taper  fingers  left  not  doubt  to  whom  it 
belonged. 

"Don't  be  alarmed  —  it  is  nothing,"  whispered 
he,  encouragingly*)  "the  mishap  is  i*epaired  in  a  se- 


BOLAND  CASHEL.  73 

'You'U  not  leave  me,"  said  she,  in  a  low  tone, 
b  thrilled  through  every  fibre  of  bis  heart.  He 
led  her  band  more  closely,  and  tried,  but  in  vain, 
.tob  a  glimpse  at  ber  face. 

ieanwbile,  tbe  disordered  rigging  bad  been  re- 
id,  and  two  men,  under  Sickleton's  direction,  lifting 
frooping  and  scarce  conscious  Peer  from  tbe  deck, 
ed  bim  down  below.  , 

f  tbe  old  instincts  of  Jloland  CasbeFs  sailor  life 
d  bave  rendered  tbe  scene  interesting  to  bim, 
bing  as  be  did  tbe  way  bis  craft  "bebaved,"  and 
dng  well  tbe  fine  qualities  sbe  possessed  as  a 
boat,  tbere  was  anotber  and  far  more  intense 
lg  tben  occupying  bim  as  be  stood  close  beside 
swatbed  and  mnffled  figure,  wbo,  pale  and  silent, 
:ed  by  some  gesture,  from  time  to  time,  ber  de- 
ence  upon  bim.      To   Eoland,    tbe   rattle  of  tbe 

tbe  bissing  sea,  tbe  strained  and  creaking  cordage, 
not  only  brougbt  back  old   memories  of  bis  once 

but  effectually  seemed  to  dispel  tbe  colder  mood 
ind  wbicb  admixture  witb  a  world  of  fasbion  bad 
essed  upon  bim.  He  was  again,  if  not  in  reality, 
3art  and  spirit,  tbe  bold  Buccaneer  that  walked  tbe 
em  seas,  bursting  witb  life,  and  eager  for  adven- 
Every  plunge  that  sent  tlie  bowsprit  down, 
Y  squall  that  beut  tbe  taper  mast,  and  laid  tbe 
äl  balf-seas  under,  inspirited  and  excited  bim,  not 
less  tbat  tbe  wild  storm  called  fortb  every  form 
icouragement  to  ber,  wbo  vibrated  between  actual 
)r  and  a  stränge  sense  of  delight. 
ßoland  lay  at  ber  feet,  partly  as  a  barrier  against 
surging  water  tbat,  breaking  ovex  ttie  \iO^  ^  «^^'^X» 

endre   deck,    partly    that    he   nng\it   m«iW  ^<i^^ 
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beauteoiis    fcatures,    on   wbich  the  binnacle  ligbt  oc- 
casionallj  cast  its  glare. 

^^It  is  fine,^'  murmured  sbe,  in  a  low  soft  Toice, 
^'and  I  almost  feel  as  if  my  own  terrors  sbould  serve 
to  beigbten  tbe  sense  of  ecstasy.  I  tremble  wbile  I 
deligbt  in  it." 

Tbere  was  an  expression  of  intense  excitement  in 
bcr  eyes  as  sbe  spoke,  and  ber  pale  featnres  for  an 
instant  flusbed,  as  Koland^s  look  met  bers. 

**How  I  glory  in  your  words,"  cried  be,  wild  with 
entbusiasm;  ^'I  feel  like  one  wbo  suddenly  awakes  to 
life  out  of  some  long  and  dreary  sleep  —  ratber  this 
is  tbe  sleep  —  tbis  is  itself  tbe  vision  in  wbieb  I  lie, 
bere,  beneatb  your  smile,  wbile  we  are  bome  onwaid 
tbrongb  tbe  bissing  foam.  Ob ,  would  it  bnt  last  — 
would  tbat  tbis  dark  and  starless  nigbt  conld  be  fbr 
years,  and  tbat  we  migbt  tbus  cleave  tbe  black  waten 
on  and  on." 

"And  wbitber  to?"  asked  sbe,  in  a  wbisper  scarcdy 
breatbed. 

"Wbitber  to?"  ecboed  be;  "wbat  matters  it,  while 
we  joumey  tbus.  Tbe  sun-tipped  icebergs  of  ihe  North 
Sea,  or  the  rosy  mountains  of  tbe  Spiee  Island;  the 
balmy  sbores  of  Quito,  or  tbe  bleak  coast  of  Labrador 
—  all  are  alike  to  me." 

"A  large  vessel  under  tbe  lee!"  sung  out  a  Toioe 
from  tbe  bow,  and  tbe  cry  was  repeated  still  londer, 
wbile  tbe  Pilot  sbouted,  "Sbow  a  ligbt  at  tbe  mast- 
bead;  put  your  beim  bard  up."  Tbe  double  commasd 
was  scarce  obeyed,  wben  a  buge  black  mass  beaved 
past  tbem ,  ber  great  yards  almost  seeming  to  grate  the 
cordage.  Tbe  loommg  ^\ta  of  tbe  immense  object  that 
towered    overliead,  and  \5ttÄ  ^^«ädl^Sbä  ^ic^s«iibt£te 
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achtes  crew  tili  the  danger  was  past,  tbriUed  with  a 
>ld  terror  through  her,  and  instinctiyelj  ehe  grasped 
oland^s  band  more  closely.  The  gale  had  now  become 
irions,  and  as  the  light  spars  were  barely  able  to 
Lstain  even  the  little  canvas  spread,  the  sea  swept 
rex  the  vessel  as  she  lay  storm-tossed  and  scarce 
ivigable.  The  hatches  were  fastened  down,  the  boats 
rongly  secured,  and  every  precaution  of  seamanship 
lopted;  and  so  long  as  these  were  in  Performance, 
id  a  certain  activity  and  bustle  prevailed,  so  long  did 
ady  KilgofiTs  courage  appear  to  support  her;  but 
hen  all  was  done,  and  the  men  resumed  their  places 
.  watch^  silence,  and  her  mind  was  left  to  the  con- 
mplation  of  the  raging  hurricane  alone,  she  seemed 

sink,  and,  with  a  faint  low  sigh,  glided  £rom  the 
»at  and  feil  fainting  to  the  deck. 

"You  cannot  take  her  below,"  said  Sickleton,  as 
asbel,  raising  her  in  bis  arms,  was  about  to  carry  her 
•  the  cabin;  "we  dare  not  open  the  hatches.  See, 
Lere  it  comes  again!^^  and,  as  he  seid,  a  great  wave 
roke  over  the  vessel's  quarter  and  feil  in  torrents  over 
le  deck,  washing,  as  it  receded,  several  loose  spars 
rerboard.  By  the  aid  of  coats  and  cloaks  innumerable, 
ashel,  at  last,  succeeded  in  enveloping  the  fair  form 
)8]de  bim,  and,  supporting  her  head  upon  bis  arm  as 
)  sat,  he  saw,  to  bis  unspeakable  delight,  that  she 
»on  dropped  into  a  calm  sleep. 

^'This  is  a  disastrous  bit  of  pleasoring,^'  said 
ickleton,  as  he  stood  holding  on  by  one  of  the  braces; 
who  could  bave  supposed  such  a  gale  was  brewing?" 

**Well,  well,"  replied  Cashel,  "if  it  comes  no 
orse  — " 

''Ifjt  does,  we  can't  stand  ihrougk  it,  \JaaS(l%  ^^ 
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ßaid  the  Lieutenant,  drily;  "the  old  Pilot  says  we  stall 
have  to  make  a  tack  to  keep  clear  of  the  Hook,  but 
what  boat  can  sail  on  a  wind  with  a  storm-jib  and 
three-reefed  topsail!" 

"She  behaves  nobly,"  said  Eoland,  as  he  gazed  at 
the  sleeping  form,  to  guard  which  seemed  all  his  care. 

Sickleton  mistook  the  remark,  and  said,  "Ay,  that 
I  knew  she  would;  but  the  sea  is  tremendous  for  a 
small  craft,  and  see  how  close  we  have  the  land  under 
OUT  lee  —  that  black  mass  yonder." 

"I'd  give  all  I  own  m  the  world  that  she  were  safe 
on  shore,"  murmured  Cashel,  not  heeding  the  othefs 
Observation-,  "I  cännot  forgive  myself  for  having  in- 
duced  her  to  venture  out." 

The  Lieutenant  made  no  reply,  but  peered  for  a 
few  seconds  through  the  skylight  of  the  cabin.  "My 
Lord  is  lying  like  a  dead  man,"  said  he;  "fright  and 
sea-sickness  together  have  nearly  done  for  him,  and 
yet  it  was  only  two  hours  back  he  thought  he'd  make 
a  good  figure  at  the  Admiralty.  There,"  continued  he, 
"day  is  breaking  yonder;  we  shall  soon  know  our  fete; 
if  the  gale  freshens  after  sunrise  it  is  all  up  with  us." 

"Run  the  craft  in  shore  and  I'U  engage  to  save 
her,'*  said  Cashel,  eagerly.  "I'm  a  strong  swimmer  in 
surf;  I  rescued  aMalabar  girl  once,  and  in  a  sea  nearly 
as  heavy  as  this." 

Sickleton  smiled  incredulously,  and  tumed  away. 

"It  is  freshening,  by  Jovel"  said  he,  as  a  squall 
Struck  the  vessel,  and  laid  her  almost  on  her  beam 
ends,  while  every  plank  shivered  as  though  she  were 
rending  in  pieces. 

^*It^8  Coming  BtrongeiT,  8\t "  ^aid  the  Pilot,  as  he 
sbook  tbe  sea,  from  Taia  tow^  cq^\»  «jclW^^sj^^kä^ba 
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iBdbkBÜj  towardfl  the  east;  'Td  rather  not  see  tha 
i  suiuise.     Keep  her  away,  man,  keep  her  away." 

"Shall  we  try  it?"  muttered  Sickleton,  to  some 
lifipered  observations  of  the  other. 

"We  may  as  well,"  rejoined  the  Pilot;  "she'U  never 
Id  steerage  way  with  her  present  canvas,  and  if  she 
m^t  bear  the  mainsail  we  must  go  on  shore,  and  no 
Ip  for  it" 

"Bear  a  band  there,  boys,"  cried  Sickleton;  "shake 
t  the  mainsail." 

"You'll  carry  away  the  mast,"  cried  Gashel,  as  he 
ard  the  order. 

"It's  like  enough,"  growled  the  Pilot,  "bnt  yonder's 
ö  lee-shore." 

*'I  could  save  her  —  I'm  certain  I  could  save  her," 
Id  CasheL 
"He's  thinking  of  the  lady!"  said  the  Pilot  toSickle- 
;  and  the  contemptuous  tone  showed  how  humbly  he 
mated  him. 

"Breakers  aheadi  —  shoal  water!"  shouted  a  voice 
the  bow. 

^'Bout  ship!"  cried  Sickleton;  "stand  by  sheets  and 

there  —  down  heim.    Are  ye  ready,  men?"    And 

ext  moment  the  obedient  vessel  spun  round,  and 

leaving  the  water  on  another  tack. 

Vhat  is  it?  —  where  am  I?  —  is  this  a  dream?" 

ady  Kilgoff,   as  she  moved  back  the  hair  from 

)s,  and  looked  up  at  Cashel,  who  for  hours  had 

loved  or  stirred. 

)  me^  it  has  been  a  delicious  dream,"  said  Cashel, 
)t  her  glance;  "and  if  it  were  not  that  you  may 
ued,  it  would  be  still  such." 
st  a  terrible  sea!    Where  are  'we?'*'' 
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"Not  far  from  shore,"  said  Oashel,  encouragingly. 

"A  devilish  deal  too  near  it,  thougk,'^  muttered  the 
Pilot  under  bis  breath. 

"Ob,  I  remember  all  now.  Where  ia  my  Lord, 
Mr.  Casbel?     Is  be  ill?" 

"He's  gone  below  —  be  is  sleeping,  I  believe.  It 
bas  been  a  wild  nigbt  for  you;  and  youVe  passed  it 
bere  on  tbe  deck." 

"Here?"  said  sbe,  looking  up  and  blusbing,  for 
sbe  still  lay  supported  against  Eoland,  and  one  of  bis 
bands  beld  the  boat-cloak  across  ber. 

"Yes,  bere,"  said  Casbel,  witb  a  voiee  and  mannw 
tbat  made  tbe  colour  mount  to  ber  ebeeks  and  as  snd- 
denly  desert  tbem  again.  i 

Meanwbile  tbe  Lieutenant  bad  gone  below,  and  le- 
appeared  witb  a  cbart,  over  wbicb  be  and  tbe  Pilot 
now  bent  in  tbe  deepest  consideration.  J 

"Tben  tbat  must  bave  been  tbe  *Calf'  Ligbt  we  »aw 
to  tbe  eastward,"  said  Sickleton,  pointing  to  tbe  map. 

"Fd  say  so  too,"  replied  tbe  otber,   "if  such  a  run 
didn^t  seem  impossible;  but  we  only  tripped  our  anchor    ! 
last  nigbt,  before  sunset"  ! 

"Ten  bours,  tbougb!  —  one  can  do  a  deal  in  ten    I 
bours!"  said  tbe  Lieutenant. 

"It  may  be  wortb  as  many  years  someümes!"  said 
Casbel,  in  a  wbisper  to  ber  at  bis  side. 

"Breakers  rigbt  abead!"  sbouted  tbe  man  in  thebow. 

"We're  among  tbe  'Barrels!'"  eried  tbe  Pilot;  "back 
tibe  topsail  —  down  mainsail " 

But  it  was  too  latel    Like  a  sea-bird  rising  to  itB 

fligbt,  tbe  ligbt  ci*aft  bounded  forward,  tili  ber  sbining 

copper   glanced  abo^e  tb^  waves^   and  tben,  witb  a 

spring y   dashed  onwaiÄ. ,  bxoA  ^öbä  i^«s&.  %sQiSi.  ibs^k^  ^ 
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e  like  a  mist  aronnd  her.  The  firothj  shower  flew 
sr  the  deck,  while  the  hissing  water  spirted  np  on 
jry  side  with  a  crashing  splintering  sound.  The  keel 
ae  down,  and  while  a  loud  cry  broke  forth,  *'She's 
ickr^  the  mast  snapped  suddenly  across,  and  feil 
h  its  draped  rigging  into  the  sea. 

"Stand  by  —  cut  away  the  boatsi"  shouted 
kleton;  and  seizing  a  hatchet,  gave  the  example 
iself,  while  Cashel,  lifting  the  now  lifeless  form  of 
iy  KilgoflF,  placed  her  in  the  boat.  The  coninsion 
l  terror  became  now  -extreme.  The  breaking  sea 
3ady  had  forced  its  way  through  the  vessel's  bottom, 
l  issued  in  a  clear  jet  of  blue  water  from  the  hatch- 
ys.  The  first  boat  launched  was  rapidly  crowded, 
l  scarcely  had  it  touched  the  water  than  it  was 
kmped.  For  an  instant  the  struggling  figores  were 
DL  battling  with  the  waves,  but,  in  a  moment  after, 
Y  were  gone! 
Mainly  through  Sickleton  and   CasheFs  exertions, 

second  boat  was  got  ready,  and  just  about  to  be 
ached,  when  Koland  tumed  to  seek  Lord  Kilgoff, 
)m,  up  to  that  moment,  he  had  entirely  forgotten. 
rcely  had  he  reached  the  binnacle,  when  the  old 
1,  pale  and  almost  dead  with  terror,  stood  before 
u  "Is  she  safe,  Sir?  —  is  my  Lady  safe?"  eried 
tremulously. 

"  Quite  so — come  along,  there's  not  a  moment  to  lose." 
"Oh,  Mr.  Oashel,  do  not  leave  me!"  eried  Lady 
^o£P,  as  the  boat  was  lifted  from  its  place,  and 
ng  by  the  halyards  from  side  to  side. 
"You  cannot  surely  resist  that  appeal,  Sir,"  said 
d  Kilgoff,  his  withered  and  worix  featoo^  ^^a^^^ 
I  a  pang  of  sudden  anger. 
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^^I  must  see  to  your  safety,  1117  Lord,  or  none  eise 
IS  likely  to  do  it,^^  said  Cashel,  sternly;  and  as  he 
spoke  he  lifbed  the  old  man  and  placed  him  in  the 
boat.  "Stay  where  you  are,  JSickleton,"  cried  he  to  the 
Lieutenant;  "I'U  cut  her  adrift.  So  there!  my  boys, 
all  together  —  larboard  now."  And  as  the  vessel 
heaved  over  to  jthe  surge  the  boat  was  launched.  A 
ßhrill  cry  of  terror  was  heard  above  the  raging  storm; 
for  Cashel,  in  his  eagemess  to  secure  the  oth@:8* 
safety,  had  perilled  his  own,  and  now  the  boiling  surf 
rushed  between  the  yacht  and  the  boat,  defying  every 
effort  to  approach. 

"Never  fear  for  me,"  said  Eoland,  boldly;  "the 
distance  is  short,  and  IVe  swam  in  many  a  heavier 
surf."  And  he  swung  himself,  as  he  spoke,  by  a  loose 
stay  into  the  sea.  Nobly  breasting  the  mad  wayes,  he 
was  Seen  at  intervals,  now  breasting  the  white-crested 
billows ,  now  deep  down  in  the  dark  trongh  of  wateifl. 
His  Indian  teaching  had  taught  him,  too,  to  diye  at 
times  through  the  Coming  surf,  and  thus  escape  its 
force,  and  so  did  he  emerge  from  the  great  mass  rf 
waters  that  seemed  almost  to  have  buried  him.  Bend- 
ing  to  the  oars,  the  boat's  crew  pulled  manfully  thron^ 
the  tide,  and  at  last  gaining  a  little  bay,  floated  mto 
calm  water,  just  as  Gashel  had  got  a  footing  on  a  rerf 
of  rock,  a  short  distance  from  land. 

"Safe!",  criißd  he,  as  he  drew  his  wearied  limbs  up 
the  little  craggy  eminence,  from  which  he  could  see  the 
yacht  still  storm-lashed  and  heaving,  and  follow  with 
his  eyes  the  boat,  as  with  bounding  speed  she  made 
for  shore. 

No   sooner  bad  SicM^ton  safely  landed  his  ^ght, 
*han  he   put   out  agam  to  t^^cqä  ^^-«.«^  \\5l  '&ä  -^liahtv 


BOLAND  CASHEL.  81 

while  Cashel,  bniised,  bleeding,  and  tom,  made  bis 
way  slowly  to  tbe  little  hut,  where  Lord  and  Lady 
Kilgoff  had  taken  shelter. 

His  entrance  was  little  noticed.  The  cabin  was 
fidl  of  country  people  and  fisbermen  —  some  eamestly 
proffering  advice  and  counsel,  otbers  as  eagerly 
questioning  all  abont  tbe  recent  calamity.  In  a  great 
straw  chair,  beside  the  fire,  sat  Lord  Kilgoff,  bis  bead 
resting  on  a  country woman's  Shoulder,  while  another 
baäied  bis  temples  to  restore  animation. 

"Wbere  is  she?"  said  Cashel,  passionately;  and 
the  tone  ^  and  look  of  the  Speaker  turned  attention 
towards  bim. 

"'Tis  her  husband,^^  whispered  the  woman  of  the 
honse,  cnrtseying  respectfuUy  to  the  youth,  who,  in  all 
the  tom  disorder  of  his  dress,  looked  the  genüeman; 
and  with  that  she  drew  him  into  an  inner  room,  wbere 
npon  a  low  settle  lay  the  pale  and  scarce  breatbing 
form  of  Lady  Kilgo£P. 

"Don't  be  afeard,  yer  Honer,  she'll  be  betther  in  a 
minute  or  two.  She  bas  more  courage  than  her  fathei* 
there."  And  she  pointed  to  the  ontside  room  wbere 
Lord  Ealgoff  sat.  "Indeed,  the  first  word  she  spoke 
wa«  abont  yerself." 

Casbel  made  ä  gesture  to  be  silent,  and  sat  down 
beside  tbe  settle,  his  gaze  fixed  on  the  features,  which, 
in  tbeir  calm  loveliness,  had  never  seemed  more 
beantifuL 

Tbe  stillness  that  now  reigned  in  the  little  cabin, 
only  broken  by  the  low  whisperings  without  —  tbe 
calm  tranquillity  so  suddenly  succeeding  to  the  tenible 
conTulsion  —  Üie  crowd  of  sensations  pie^Vü^  otl  ^'^ 
braiiv  ^nd,  abore  all,  the  immense  f atiga^  \iQ  ^^aAl  ^q-qa 

Jlcland  Casliel,  U,  ^  ^ 
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through,  brought  on  such  a  sense  of  Stupor,  ihat  Casliel 
feil  heayily  on  the  floor,  and,  with  Üs  head  leaning 
against  the  settle,  feil  into  a  sound  sleep. 

Before  evening  had  closed  in  most  of  the  partj 
had  recovered  from  their  fatigues,  and  sat  grouped  in 
yarious  attitudes  around  the  blazing  fire  of  the  cabin« 
In  a  deep,  old-fashioned  straw  chair,  reclined,  rather 
than  sat,  Lady  Kilgoff;  a  slightly  feverish  flush  lent  a 
brilliancy  to  her  otherwise  pale  features,  deepening  the 
expression  of  her  füll  soft  eyes,  and  giving  a  more 
animated  character  to  the  placid  beauly  of  her  face. 
Her  hair,  in  all  the  loose  freedom  of  its  uncared-for 
State,  feil  in  great  voluptuous  masses  along  her  neck 
and  Shoulders,  while  part  of  a  finely-tumed  arm  peeped 
out  beneath  the  folds  of  the  wide  scarlet  eloak  whidi 
the  fisherman^s  wife  had  lent  her  in  lieu  of  her  own 
costly  "Cashmere." 

Next  to  her  sat  Eoland;  and  although  dressed  in 
the  rough  jacket  of  a  sailor,  bis  throat  encirded  by  a 
rüde  crayat  of  cöloured  worsted,  he  seemed  in  the  very 
costume  to  have  regained  some  of  bis  long^lost  J07- 
ousness,  and,  notwithstanding  the  sad  event  of  tfae 
night,  to  be  in  a  very  ecstasy  of  higKspirits.  Sickleton, 
too,  seemed  like  one  who  regarded  the  whole  adventare 
as  a  circumstance  too  common-place  for  much  thought, 
and  busied  himself  writing  letters  to  yarious  persons  at 
CasheVs  dictation,  sörely  puzzled  from  time  to  time  to 
follow  out  the  thi'ead  of  an  Intention,  which  Rolandes 
devotion  to  the  lady  at  bis  side  more  than  once  inter 
rupted. 

The  most  disconsolate  and  woe-begone  of  all  was 

übe  pooT  Peer,  who,  propped  up  by  cushions,  sat  wiäi 

unmeaBing  gaze  steaJfläVy  to^Vää.  wi  'öasi  ^m^.   Th»e 


ROLAND  CASHEL.  83 

was  Bomeihing  so  horribly  absurd,  too,  in  the  costume 
in  which  he  was  clad,  that  converted  all  pity  into  a 
sense  of  ridicole.  A  great  wide  pea-jacket  encircled 
Ms  slinmken,  wasted  figore  to  tbe  knees,  where  the 
thin,  attenuated  legs  appeared,  clad  in  blue  worsted 
stockings,  whose  wide  folds  feil  in  a  hundred  wrinkles 
aroond  them ;  a  woollen  cap  of  red  and  orange  stripes 
covered  his  head,  giving  a  most  grotesque  expression 
to  the  small  and  fine  cut  features  of  his  face.  If  Lady 
Kügoff  and  Cashel  had  not  been  too  much  interested 
on  other  topics,  they  could  not  have  failed  to  discover, 
in  the  occasional  stealthy  glances  that  Sickleton  cast  on 
the  old  Lord,  that  the  costume  had  been  a  thing  of  his 
own  devising,  and  that  the  rakish  air  of  the  nightcap, 
set  ßideways  on  the  head,  was  owing  to  the  sailor's 
inveterate  fondness  for  a  joke,  no  matter  how  ill-timed 
the  moment,  or  ill-suited  the  subject  of  it. 

B^hind  item,  and  in  a  wider  circle,  sat  the  fisher-  , 
man  and  his  family,  the  occasional  flash  of  the  fire 
lighting  up  the  gloom  where  they  sat,  and  showing,  as 
in  a  Rembrandt,  the  streng  and  vigorous  lines  of  features 
where  health  and  hardship  were  united,  —  the  whole 
forming  in  the  light  and  shadow  a  perfect  subject  for  a 
painter. 

From  the  first  moment  of  the  mishap,  Lord  Blilgoff 
had  sunk  into  a  State  of  almost  childlike  imbecility, 
neither  remembering  where  he  was,  or  taking  interest 
in  anything,  an  occasional  fractious  or  impatient  remark 
at  some  passing  inconvenience  being  all  the  evidence 
he  gave  of  thought.  It  devolved,  therefore,  upon 
Cashel  to  make  every  arrangement  necessary  —  an  as- 
Btnnption  on  his  pari  which  his  natural  xea^^\.  «sA-  ^^ 
Itcacjr  made  no  small  difficulty.     As  for  IjaÄy  "KIA^^^ 
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sbe  appeared  implicitly  to  yield  to  liis  judgment  on 
every  point;  and  when  Eoland  suggested  that,  instead 
of  retuming  to  Dublin  and  all  its  inevitable  romoors, 
they  should  at  once  proceed  to  Tnbbermore,  ahe  as- 
sented  at  once,  and  most  willingly. 

It  was  with  this  object,   then,  that  Sickleton  sat, 
pen  in  band,  making  notes  of  Casbers  directions,  and 
fi*om  time   to  time  writing  at  bis  dictation  to  various 
tradesmen  wbose  Services  be  stood  in   need    of.      It 
would  certainly  bave  called  for  a  clearer  bead,   and  a 
calmer  tban  Eoland^s,  to  bave  conducted  tbe  conversation 
witb  tbe  lady  and  tbe  command  to  tbe  gentleman,  wbo  sat 
at  eitber  side  of  bim.    Many  a  sad  blunder  did  he  make, 
and  more  tban   once  did  tbe   reply  intended  for  her 
Ladysbip  find  its  way  into  tbe  epistle  of  tbe  Lieutenant, 
nor  did  tbe  mistake  appear  tili  a  reading  of  tbe  do- 
cument  announced  it     At  tbese,  a  burst  of  laoghter 
was  sure  to  break  forth,  and  then  my  Lord  would  look 
up,   and,   passing  bis  fingers  across  bis  temples,  seem 
trying  to  recal  bis  lost  and  wandering  faculties  —  efforts 
that  tbe  cbangeful  play  of  bis  features  showed  to  be 
altemately  failing  and  succeeding,  as  reason,  tide-Uke, 
ebbed  and  flowed  witbin  bis  brain. 

It  was  as  Sickleton  wrote  down  at  Casbers  direc- 
tion  tbe  order  for  a  considerable  sum  of  money  to  be 
distributed  among  tbe  crew  of  tbe  yacht,  that  Lord 
KilgoflF,  catcbing  as  it  were  in  a  momentary  lucidness 
tbe  meaning  of  tbe  words,  said  aloud:  "This  is  not 
munificence,  Sir.  I  teil  you  tbis  is  tbe  wasteful  extra- 
vagance  of  tbe  biiccaneer,  not  tbe  generosity  of  a  trae 
gentleman.*' 

•      The  otber  suddenly  started  at  tbe  words,  and  while 
Lady  liilgoff 's  deep  fljP^^  o^  -^«ä-äötl  «sä.  ^«s&ü^V«  look 
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astonishment  exhibited  their  feelings,  Sickleton^s 
«rty  laugh  showed  the  racy  enjoyment  deficieut  deli- 
cy  can  always  reap  from  an  awkward  dilemma. 

*'But,  mj  Lord,  you  mistake  Mr.  Cashel,"  said 
idy  Kilgoff,  eagerly,  bending  forward  as  she  spoke. 
lis  noble  gift  is  to  compensate  these  brave  fellows 
r  a  loss,  as  well  as  reward  them  for  an  act  of  devo- 
>n,  —  How  silly  in  me  to  reason  with  him!  see,  Mr. 
ishel,  bis  mind  is  quite  shaken  by  tbis  calamity." 

''Your  defence  compensates  a  bundred  sucb  re- 
oofs,"  said  Casbel,  witb  warmth.  "Well,  Mr.  Sick- 
ton,"  said  be,  anxious  to  quit  a  painfdl  topic,  **wbat 
'  this  scbooner  yacbt  you  spoke  of  a  wbile  ago?" 

"Tbe  handsomest  craft  tbat  ever  swam,"  said  the 
leutenant,  deligbted  to  discuss  a  favourite  tbeme. 
Lord  Willingbam  bas  married,  and  tbey  say  won't 
3ep  ber  any  longer.  You'U  get  ber  for  ten  tbousand, 
id  tbe  Story  is  sbe  cost  about  fourteen." 

"But  perbaps  Mr.  Casbel  may  soon  foUow  ber 
)ble  owner^s  example,"  said  Lady  Kilgoff,  smiling, 
id  witb  a  subdued  look  towards  Koland. 

"Don't  give  bim  bad  counsel,  my  Lady." 

"It  really  does  seem  to  me  a  kind  of  inveteracy 
lus  to  talk  of  buying  a  new  yacbt  witbin  a  few  bours 
^er  losing  one." 

"Like  a  widower  looking  out  for  a  new  wife,  I  sup- 
)se,"  said  tbe  Lieutenant,  laugbing. 

"No,  Sir,  I  beg  to  correct  you,"  broke  in  my  Lord, 
itb  a  snappisbness  tbat  made  tbe  bearers  Start;  "ber 
adysbip  is  not  yet  a  widow,  altbougb  ber  levity  migbt 
jem  to  imply  it." 

"My  Lord,  I  musi  protest   againftt  XSc&ä   ^^tääsJcä. 
imour/'  said  sbe,  with  a  mild  digiAty.     "Q\ä  NätSs^ä 
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catastroplie  may  bave  disturbed  your  right  jadgment, 
bat  I  pray  select  another  theme  for  misconstructioiL 
Mr.  Cashel,  I  will  wish  you  a  good  night  In  the  dif- 
ficulty  in  which  I  am  placed,  I  can  only  say  that  my 
perfect  confidence  in  your  counsel  satisfies  me  it  will 
be  such  as  you  ought  to  give  and  I  to  follow." 

"Yes,  Sir,  of  course;  when  the  lady  says  follow,  I 
hope  you  know  a  gentleman's  *devoir'  betier  than  to 
disobey."  These  words  where  uttered  by  the  old  man 
with  a  sneering  Impertinence ,  that  augured  no  absence 
of  mind;  but  ere  the  door  closed  upon  Lady  Eolgoff 
his  face  had  again  put  on  its  former  dull  and  vacant 
Stare,  and  it  was  clear  that  the  momentary  intelligence 
was  passed  and  over. 

''Now,  Sickleton,''  said  Cashel,  as  if  at  length  able 
to  give  his  mind  to  the  details  before  him,   "you  will 
haste  to  Dublin;   send  us  the  carriages  with   all  the 
speed  you  can  muster;  pack  off  her  Ladyship^s  maid 
and  the  wardrobe,  and  don^t  forget  that   dressing-case 
at  Seward^s.     I  should  like  to  have  her  crest  upon  it, 
but  there's  no  time  for  that  —  besides",  we  should  only 
have  more  scandal  in  Dublin  when  it  got  abroad.    Then 
for  Kennyfeck:   teil  him  I  have  no  money,  and  stand 
much  in  need  of  it;  for,   as  my  Lord  says,  mine  are 
buccaneer's  habits;  and  lastly,  run  over  to  Co  was  and 
secure   the  yacht  —  we  must  have  her.      Tm  much 
mistaken,  or  our  friends  here  will  take  a  cruise  with  ns 
among  the  Greek  Islands  one  of  these  days." 

"Treacherous  navigation,  too!"  said  Sickleton,  with 
a  dryness  that  seemed  to  imply  more  than  the  mere  words. 

"What  if  it  be,  man!     they    say  there's   nothing 
much  worse  anywliere  iSciaii  ^4  line  of  coast  here  be- 
side  us/' 
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^'Well,  and  haven^t  we  BufiPered  enougli  to  make  us 
credit  the  report?''  He  paused,  and  tlien,  dropping  bis 
voice  to  a  low  and  cautioas  whisper,  added,  "Not  but 
that  I  sball  call  you  lucky  if  all  tbe  danger  bas  ended 
with  tbe  loss  of  tbe  vessel." 

"How?  wbat  do  you  mean?"  asked  Casbel,  in  a 
tone  of  great  eagemess. 

"Cannot  you  guess?"  said  tbe  otber,  witb  an  im- 
)ertarbable  coolness. 

"No,  on  my  bononr,  I  baven't  a  tbougbt  wbitber 
H)ur  words  point." 

"Tben,  faitb,  tbe  peril  is  fifty  times  greater  and 
learer  tban  I  suspected,"  cried  be,  warmly.  "Wben  a 
lan  cracks  on  all  tbat  be  can  carry,  and  more  tban  is 
afe,  you  at  least  give  bim  credit  for  knowing  tbe 
hannel,  and  nnderstandmg  its  bearings,  but  wben  be 
JUS  you  tbat  be  neitber  knows  tbe  course  nor  tbe 
oundings,  wby  you  set  bim  down  as  mad." 

*'I  sball  be  not  very  far  removed  from  tbat  condi- 
ion,  if  you'll  not  condescend  to  explain  yourself  more 
learly,"  said  Casbel,  witb  some  irritation  of  manner. 
Wbere  is  tbis  danger?  and  wbat  is  it?*' 

Sickleton  looked  at  bim  for  a  second  or  two  —  tben 
t  tbe  old  Peer  —  and,  at  last,  witb  a  scarcely  per- 
eptible  movement  of  bis  bead,  motioned  towards  tbe 
cor  by  wbicb  Lady  ELilgoff  bad  just  passed  out. 

"You  surely  cannot  mean  —  you  do  not  sup- 
ose  — " 

"No  matter  wbat  I  suppose;  all  I  say  is,  tbere  are 
rorse  breakers  abead  of  you  just  now  tban  tbe  Luo 
iola  bad   last  nigbt;   baid  your  wind,   and  draw  off 
rhile  you  have  time,     Eesides,  look  yoTÄet"  —  «sä. 
>  pointed  with  a  jerk  of  bis  tbumb  to  "LotÖl  '^Sä^'^ä^ 
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who  still  sat  witli  stolid  gase  fixed  upon  tlie  red  embers 
of  the  fire  —  "that  would  be  a  victory  with  but  little 
bonour!** 

Casbel  startet  to  bis  feet,  and,  passing  bis  band 
over  bis  forebead,  seemed,  as  it  were,  trying  to  disabuse 
bis  mind  of  some  painftil  illusion.  His  features,  flusbed 
and  animated  an  instant  before,  bad  grown  almost 
livid  in  pallor;  and  be  stood,  witb  one  band  leaning  on 
tbe  cbair  from  wbicb  be  bad  risen,  like  one  recovering 
irom  a  fainting  fit.  At  last,  and  witb  a  voice  bnsky 
and  boarse  from  emotion,  be  said,  ''Sickleton,  if  I  bad 
tbougbt  tbis  —  if,  I  say,  I  even  believed  wbat  you 
bint  at  possible  — " 

"Pooh!  poob!"  broke  in  tbe  otber;  "wby  ancbor  in 
tbree  fatboms,  wben  youVe  deep  water  beside  you? 
You'll  not  bug  a  lee-sbore,  witb  a  fresb  breeze  on  yonr 
quarter;  and  all  I  ask  is,  tbat  you'd  not  risk  tbe  losB 
of  tbat  noble  craft  —  merely,  tbat  you  may  spoil  die 
wreck." 

Casbel  grasped  tbe  rougb  seaman^s  band  in  boih 
bis  own,  and  sbook  it  witb  warmtb. 

''I  can  only  say  tbis,''  said  tbe  bluff  Lieutenant, 
rising,  "if  sucb  be  tbe  object  of  your  cruises,  you  must 
seek  anotber  sbipmate  tban  Bob  Sickleton;  and  so  good 
nigbt." 

"Are  you  going?"  said  Casbel,  witb  a  sorrowfbl 
voice.     "I  wisb  you  were  not  about  to  leave  tbus.** 

"I  have  given  you  your  bearings;  tbat  ougbt  to  be 
enougb  for  you.  Grood  nigbt,  once  more."  And  with 
tbis  tbe  bonest-bearted  Lieutenant  tbrew  bis  boat-cloak 
around  bim,  and  sallied  forth  to  tbe  door,  before  which 
A  cbaiae  was  in  waiting  to  convey  bim  to  Dublin. 
Aa  foT   Kolaad,   \iia   «L^\\aXÄ^  «dÄl  ^^€^j^  Toasd 
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banished  all  desire  for  sleep,  and  he  wandered  out  upon 
Üie  beach,  where,  resolving  many  a  good  intention  for 
the  ftitnre,  lie  walked  to  and  fro,  tili  day  was  breaking. 

CHAPTER  Vm. 

cid  walls  have  mouths  aa  well  as  ears. 

The  Comvemt:  ▲  Plat. 

To  US  of  the  present  day,  who  see  what  Genii  are 
goineas,  fairy  tales  are  mere  allegories.  Your  true 
sorcerer  is  a  credit  "on  Coutts,"  and  anything  may 
be  esteemed  within  his  power  who  reckons  by  tens  of 
thousands. 

Tom  Linton  was  experimenting  on  this  problem 
Bomewhat  largely  at  Tubbermore,  where  the  old,  mis- 
shapen,  ugly  house  had  undergone  such  a  series  of 
transformations  inside  and  out,  that  the  oldest  inhabitant 
might  have  failed  to  recognise  it.  Eoman  cement  and 
stncco  —  those  cosmetics  of  architecture  —  had  given 
to  the  front  a  most  plausible  air,  and  what  wiih  a  great 
flagged  terrace  beneath  and  a  balustrade  parapet  above, 
the  whole  had  put  on  a  wonderful  look  of  solidity  and 
importance.  French  Windows  and  plate-glass,  stuccoed 
architraves  and  richly  traceried  balconies,  from  which 
access  was  had  to  various  terraces  and  flower-plats, 
contributed  an  appearance  of  lightness  to  the  building, 
and  what  was  lost  in  architectural  elegance  was  fuUy 
recompensed  by  convenience  and  facility  of  enjoyment. 

Within,  the  arrangements  were  excellent,  and,  as 
regarded  the  object  in  view,  perfect  —  various  suites 
of  apartments,   so  separated  as  to  be  actually  like  re- 
Bidences,  abounded  throughout,  so  that  th^  gv]L&%\:&  xca^goäL 
eüber  mdulge  tbeir  solitude  undisturbed,  ox  tkvx.  Vsx  ^öbä 
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Wide  circle  of  the  general  Company.  For  the  latter»  a 
magnificent  suite  of  rooms  led  along  the  entire  base- 
jnent  stoiy.  Here,  considering  the  shortness  of  the  time 
and  the  difficulties  encountered,  Linton^s  skill  was  pre- 
eminently  distinguished.  Painting  was  too  slow  a  pro- 
cess  for  such  an  emergency,  and  accordingly  the  walls 
were  hung  with  rieh  silks  and  stuffs  from  the  looms  of 
Lyons,  draped  in  a  hundred  graceful  fashions,  while 
the  floors,  laid  down  in  the  rough,  were  eoncealed  by 
the  massive  texture  of  Persian  carpets,  the  most  cosüy 
ever  brought  to  this  country.  The  air  of  comifort  and 
''livableness"  —  if  we  may  coin  a  word  —  depicted 
on  every  side,  took  away  the  reproach  of  ostentadous 
splendour,  which  perhaps  might  have  been  applied  to 
rieh  decorations  and  gorgeous  details  in  a  mere  countiy- 
house.  And  this  was  managed  with  no  mean  sipll,  and 
he  must  have  been  a  stem  critic  who  could  have  ean- 
vassed  too  rigidly  the  merit  of  appliances  so  manifesüj 
provided  for  bis  own  enjoyment.  Books  and  pictores 
—  the  Penates  of  domesticity  —  were  there,  and  eveiy- 
thing  possible  was  done  to  give  a  semblance  of  long 
habitation  to  that  which  but  a  few  weeks  back  had 
been  a  dreary  ruin. 

A  critical  eye  might  have  detected  in  many  in- 
stances  the  evidences  of  a  more  refined  taste  than  Mr. 
Linton^s,  and  so  was  it.  Miss  Leicester  had  frequenüy 
aided  him  by  her  advice  and  Suggestion,  and  eveiy 
day,  when  the  weather  permitted,  saw  old  Mr.  Corrigan 
and  bis  granddaughter  repair  to  Tubbermore,  whose 
progress  they  watched  with  a  degree  of  interest  only 
feit  by  those  whose  retirement  admits  few  sonrces  of 
Amüsement  Tbeie  was  a.  aecret  cause  of  piide,  too,  in 
Becing  the  old  reBidenc^  oi  ^k^^wsSt^  — \£Li»rc5i&  ^  !ttd 
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&en  its  proportions  by  frequent  and  tasteless  additions 
-  resnme  something  of  its  once  grandeur.  Mary,  whose 
arliest  lessons  in  infancy  had  been  the  tales  of  her 
owerful  ancestors,  who  lorded  over  an  ahnost  princely 
-act,  entered  heart  and  soul  into  a  course  which  fa- 
oored  so  many  of  fancy^s  pleasantest  fictions.  Her 
reatest  delight,  bowever,  was  in  the  restoration  of  one 
art  of  the  building,  which  all  former  Innovators  had 
pparently  despaired  of ,  and  left  as  a  species  of  störe- 
ouse  for  every  kind  of  lumber.  This  was  a  great 
^aare  tower,  with  an  adjoining  chapel,  the  floor  of 
rhich  was  formed  by  the  tombstones  of  her  earliest 
Qcestors.  One  compartment  of  a  stained-glass  window 
howed  "the  helmet  and  torch,"  the  arms  of  the  O'Re- 
ans,  from  which  the  family,  by  a  corruption,  took  the 
ame  of  Corrigan,  and  various  other  mementos  abounded 
>  prove  the  high  Station  they  had  once  supported. 

Strongly  imbued  with  a  knowledge  of  the  tales  and 
ustoms  of  the  period,  Mary  restored  the  chapel  to  all 
be  emblazoned  splendour  of  the  sixteenth  Century.  The 
ich  caryings,  that  modern  research  has  discovered  and 
arried  away  from  the  ch^teaux  of  the  Low  Coontries, 
rere  adapted  to  the  place,  and  speedily  the  interior 
tut  on  an  air  of  highly-preserved  and  cherished  anti- 
L^iity. 

The  tower  adjoining  was  also  converted  into  a  great 
ihamber  of  audience  —  a  "Ritter -Saal,"  hung  round 
idth  weapons  of  the  chase  and  war,  while  great  buffets 
lisplayed  a  wealth  of  antique  plate  and  china,  of  gern- 
n*ought  cup  and  massive  Äagons,  that  lent  a  lustre  to 
ts  otherwise  too'stem  appearance.  Lighted  by  a  ränge 
if  stained  Windows  far  from  the  grcoüd^  \Ibft  \äsä"^^t^^ 
nUg^bt  caat  a  mellow  glance   on   every   o\s^ekCätS  ^""^ 
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bere,  in  the  sileuce  of  the  noon,  wben  the  workjnen 
had  gone  to  dinner,  Mary  used  to  sit  alone,  some  stränge 
spell  fdscinating  her  to  a  spot  where  echoes  bad  once 
awoke  to  the  tramp  of  her  own  kinsmen's  fcotsteps. 

"Teil  me,  Mr.  Linton,"  said  sbe,  as  be  entered 
suddenly,  and  found  her  seated  in  her  favoorite  place, 
"what  part  of  the  chapel  adjoins  the  wall  we  see 
yonder?" 

"That,"  said  Linton,  musing  for  a  second  —  "that, 
if  I  mistake  not,  must  be  wbat  you  styled  the  crypt; 
the " 

"Exactly!"  cried  sbe,  with  animation.  "The  aypt 
is  somewhat  lower  than  this  Chamber,  two  steps  or  so?" 

"About  as  much." 

**How  Strange,  how  very  stränge!"  said  sbe,  half 
to  berself. 

"Wbat  is  Strange?"  said  Linton,  smiling  at  the  in- 
tense  preoccupation  of  her  features. 

"You  will  laugh  outright,"  said  sbe,  "if  I  teil  you. 
It  was  a  dream  I  had  last  night  about  this  Chamber " 

"Pray,  let  me  hear  it,"  said  Linton,  seating  bimself, 
and  affecting  a  deep  interest.    "I  own  to  a  most  impli-^ 
cit  confidence  in  dreams." 

"Which  is  more  than  I  do,"  said  sbe,  langhing' 
"This  has,  however,  so  much  of  truth  about  it,  as  thfl 
locality  is  concemed,  and  thus  far  it  is  eurious.  Are 
you  certain  that  you  never  told  me  before  that  the  crypt 
lay  outside  of  that  wall?" 

"Perfectly;  since  I  only  leamed  as  mucb  myself 
about  an  hour  ago."  j 

"How  Singular!" 

^^Coine^   do  not  toxtva^  tk;j  ^\u:iosity  forther.    Let 
U8  bave  your  dream" 
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as  very  short.  I  dreamed  that  I  was  sitting 
ag  and  thinking  over  the  lives  and  fortunes 
►f  those  who  once  dwelt  within  these  walls^ 
>aring   their    destiny   with   tliat  of  their  de- 

only  admitted,  as  it  were,  on  sofferance, 
denly  a  door  opened  slowly  there  —  there, 
y  midst  of  that  wall  —  and  I  could  see  down 
rypt,  and  the  chapei  beyond  it.  On  the  altar 
5  candles  lighted,  and  I  thought  the  figure  of 
ossed  and  recrossed  below  the  steps,  as  if 
id  arranging  the  books  and  cushions;  and,  at 
imed  round,  and  I  perceived  that  he  carried 
ads  a  small  and  strongly-clasped  box,  and, 
e  towards  me,  he  seemed  to  hold  this  out  for 
e;  but,  as  I  did  not  move  or  stir,  he  laid  it 
lin  the  doorway,  and,  as  he  did  so,  the  wall 
closed  up  again,  and  no  vestige  of  the  door 
seen.  Nay,  so  perfectly  unshaken  did  all 
hat  I  remember  remarking  a  cobweb  that 
from  the  frame  of  a  picture,  and  hung  over 
where  the  door  seemed  to  be;  and  there," 
starting  up  —  "there,  Mr.  Linton,  as  I  live, 
e  cobweb!" 

ih,  without  doubt,  you  observed  yesterday," 
n,  "and  in  your  sleep  the  vision  of  our  ne- 
renewed." 

no;  I  never  saw  it  before.  I  am  confident 
;r  noticed  it  yesterday.    I  am  sorry  I  revealed 

to  you,"  Said  she,  perceiving  that,  in  spite 
tact,  incredulity  had  lent  a  look  of  pitying 
1  to  his  features. 

he  contrary,   I  beg  of  you  to  Ta^Wev^  \s^  ^Äl 
t  for  your  recital;  nay,  TW  "gio^^  \\.  Xäq^'' 
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"How  SO?"  Said  she,  eagerly. 

"Simply  enough.  TU  give  Orders  at  once  to  have 
a  door  made  here ,  and  tben  we  sball  see  if  the  view 
you  describe  of  the  crypt  and  the  chapel  can  be  seen 
from  this  point." 

"Why  don't  you  add,  and  of  the  figure  with  the 
casket,  too?"  said  she,  smiling;  "for  I  see  you  regard 
them  all  as  alike  veracious." 

"In  any  case,"  cried  Linton,  "if  he  lay  down  the 
treasure  —  and  treasure  it  must  be  —  here  in  the 
doorway,  TU  take  care  that  the  walls  do  not  swal- 
low  it  up  again;  we  shall  be  able  to  find  it  in  the 
morning." 

"And  will  you  really  have  this  done?" 

"I'll  give  the  Orders  this  very  day." 

"I  must  not  be  so  silly,"  said  she,  after  a  pause; 
"the  whole  is  too  absurd.  No,  Mr.  Linton,  do  not,  I 
beg  of  you,  do  not  take  any  notice  of  my  foUy.*' 

"At  all  events,"  said  Linton,  "your  dream  is  » 
most  happy  Inspiration;  a  door  here  will  be  a  greit  ^ 
improvement,  and  if  the  vista  takes  in  the  chapel,  so  mnch  ' 
the  better.  Kemember,  too,"  added  he,  in  a  low» 
and  more  feeling  voice  —  "remember  what  Fve  told 
you  so  often,  that  whatever  we  do  here  has,  so  to  say, 
no  other  reward  than  the  pleasure  it  gives  me  thö 
doing.  Our  great  patron  has  about  as  much  grate- 
fulness  in  his  composition  as  taste.  He  will  neither 
feel  thankful  for  our  exertions,  nor  sensible  of  their 
success,  and  is  just  as  likely  to  desecrate  yon  Eitter 
Saal,  by  making  it  his  smoking  room." 

**If  I  thouglit  so  — ^^  sai^  ^'^^  Y^^^  ^  *2bA  then 
ßtopped  suddenly.     "But  \io^  ^«o^  Vs.  !5.^iä«cö.  ^^^Si  X 
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only  to  wonder  how  you  can  axjcept  of  an  intimacy 
so  distasteful." 

This,  in  its  very  abruptness,  was  a  bome-thrust, 
and  so  mucb  did  Linton  feel  it,  tbat  be  reddened,  at 
first  witb  sbame,  and  tben  witb  anger  at  bis  want  of 
eomposure. 

"Tbere  are  many  circumstances  in  life,  Miss  Lei- 
oester,"  said  be,  gravely,  "wbicb  demand  beavy  sa^ 
ciifices  of  personal  feeling,  and  bappy  if  sometimes  tbe 
recompense  come  in  seeing  tbat  our  self-devotion  bas 
Worked  well  for  otbers.  I  may  one  day  explain  myself 
more  fally  on  tbis  bead." 

Before  Mary  could  answer,  a  messenger  came  to 
-  8ay  tbat  ber  grandfatber  was  waiting  to  retum  witb 
her  to  tbe  cottage,  and  sbe  bid  Linton  good-by  witb  a 
degree  of  interest  for  bim  sbe  bad  never  feit  before. 
Linton  stood  in  a  window  and  watcbed  ber  as  sbe 
went,  nor  did  bis  eye  qnit  tbe  graceful  form,  tili  it 
disappeared  in  tbe  covering  of  tbe  trees.  "Yes,"  said 
he  to  bimself,  "I  bave  stmck  tbe  rigbt  cbord  at  last! 
8he  neitber  is  to  be  dazzled  by  tbe  splendour,  nor 
exdted  by  tbe  ambitions  of  tbe  great  world.  Tbe  key 
to  tbe  mystery  of  ber  nature  lies  in  tbe  very  fact  of 
her  Position  in  life  —  tbe  indignant  struggle  against  a 
eondition  sbe  feels  beneatb  ber;  —  sbe  can  sympatbise 
witb  tbis.  Sbe  is  just  tbe  very  girl,  too,  to  awaken 
Lanra's  jeaionsy,  so  brilliantly  bandsome,  so  mucb  of 
elegance  in  mien  and  deportment.  Ay!  tbe  game  will 
win.  I  may  stake  all  upon  it!  Wbo  is  tbat?"  said 
he,  Btarting  suddenly,  as  a  door  banged  bebind  bim, 
and  be  saw  Tom  Keane,  wbo  bad  been  a  silent  listener 
to  Ins  ßolUoqnjr.  Linton  well  knew  tliat  ää^^Äl  ^%  *^<^ 
man  waa,  tbe  words  could  bave  couve^ftöi  \\\flÄ  ox  \^^ 
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thing  to  his  intelligence,  and  caielessly  asked  what  bad 
the  post  brought 

'^A  heap  of  letters,  yer  Honer y*^  said  be,  laying 
the  heavily-loaded  bag  on  the  table.  '^I  nerer  see  as 
many  come  to  the  town  afore." 

As  Linton  unlocked  the  bag  and  emptied  its  Con- 
tents before  him,  bis  face  suddenly  grew  dark  and 
ADgiy,  for  none  of  the  letters,  as  he  tnmed  them  over, 
were  for  himself ;  they  were  all  addressed  Boland  Cashel, 
Esq.,  and  marked  ^^  private/^  At  last  he  saw  one  with 
his  own  name,  and  motioning  to  Keane  to  leave  him 
undisturbed,  he  sat  down  to  read  it.  It  came  from  his 
correspondent  Mr.  Phillis,  and  was  of  the  briefest 

"Sir,  —  All  has  gone  wrong.  —  iL  C.  sailed  last 
night  on  a  yachting  exenrsion  with  Lord  and  Lady  K., 
some  say  for  Wales,  others  for  the  Isle  of  Wight  The 
truth  I  cannot  ascertain.  The  persons  invited  to  Tnb- 
berraore  are  all  preparing  to  set  ont,  but  eagerly  asking 
where  C.  is  to  be  found.  There  has  been  something 
like  a  breach  at  K/s,  and  I  fancy  it  is  about  Lady 
Kilgoff  s  going  in  the  yacht,  which,  althongh  seeming 
aeeident,  must  have  been  planned  previonsly.  If  you 
had  be^n  here  the  matter  might  have  taken  another 
tum,  as  C.  appears  very  tired  of  K.'s  agency,  and  the 
difficulty  of  obtaining  money  from  him. 

"I  have  received  a  few  lines  from  C,  dated  from 
*the  Harbour,'  to  order  a  *fourgon'  to  be  got  ready; 
but  I  shall  pretend  not  to  have  received  the  note,  and 
leave  this,  if  you  desire  it,  for  Tubbermore  on^hearing 
from  you. 

"Yours,  in  dnty, 
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Linton  croshed  the  note  passionately  in  his  fingers, 
d  with  a  cheek  almost  purple,  and  swoUen  knotted 
ins  about  the  forehead  and  temples,  he  hastily  walked 
and  fro  in  the  apartment.  ^^So,  madam,"  said  he, 
i  this,  then,  the  reason  of  your  compliance?  Was  this 
3  source  of  that  yielding  to  my  wishes,  that  induced 
u  to  come  here?  And  to  dare  this  towards  me!"  A 
ndish  laugh  burst  from  him  as  he  said,  '^Silly  fool, 
long  as  you  played  fair,  the  advantage  was  all  on 
nr  own  side.  Try  to  cheat,  and  you'll  see  who's  the 
;tor!  And  that  cub,  too,'^  added  he,  with  a  hoarse 
ssion,   ^'who  ventures  a  rivalry  with  me!     Hate  has 

inspiration  that  never  deceives;  from  the  first  mo* 
3nt  I  saw,  I  feit  that  for  him." 

"  You  say  you  wanted  the  masons,  Sir,"  said  Keane, 
ening  the  door,  where  he  had  been  endeavouring,  bat 
jffectually,  to  catch  the  clue  of  Linton^s  words. 

'*  Yes,  let  them  come  here,"  said  he,  witb  his  ordinary 
mposure.  "You  are  to  break  a  door  there,"  said  he, 
the  men  entered,  "and  I  wish  to  have  it  done  with 
.  speed.  You'll  work  all  night  and  be  doubly  paid.*' 
i  he  spoke,  he  sauntered  out  to  muse  over  the  late 
ings  he  had  received,  and  plan  within  himself  tbe 
ming  campaign. 

Thus  loitering  and  reflecting,  time  slipped  by  and 
ening  drew  near. 

"  We  must  have  a  light  here,"  said  one  of  the  masons. 
?his  room  is  never  very  bright,  and  now  it  is  almost 
rk  as  night.  But  what  have  we  here?"  And  at  the 
)ment  his  hammer  sent  forth  a  ringing  sound  as  if  it 
d  Struck  upon  metaL 

"What  can  it  be?"  said  the  oilieT\  ^^\t  «i^^S£fi^>SL&%» 

fand  Cashel,  JL  1 
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Linton  now  drew  nigh,  as  he  overheard  these  words, 
and  stationiiig  himself  at  a  small  window,  beheld  the 
two  men  as  they  labonred  to  detacli  what  seemed  a 
heavy  stone  in  tbe  wall. 

"It's  not  a  plate  of  iron,  but  a  box,"  cried  one. 

"Hush,"  Said  tbe  other,  cautioning  silence;  "if  it*8 
money  there's  in  it,  let  us  consider  a  bit  where  well 
bide  it" 

"It  Sounds  empty,  anybow,"  said  tbe  first,  as  the 
metal  rang  clearly  ont  under  tbe  bammer.  Meanwhile 
Linton  stood,  overwbelmed  at  tbe  stränge  connexion, 
between  tbe  dream  and  tbe  discovery.  "It  is  a  box, 
and  bereis  tbe  key  fastened  to  it  by  a  cbain,"  cried  the 
former  Speaker.  He  bad  scareely  succeeded  in  re- 
moving  Üie  box  firom  tbe  wall  wben  Linton  was  Stand- 
ing, unseen  and  noiseless,  bebind  bim. 

"  We'll  sbare  it  fair  wbatever  it  is,"  said  tbe  second. 

"Of  course,"  said  tbe  otber.  "Let  na  see  what 
tbere  is  to  sbare."  And  so  be  tbrew  back  tbe  lid,  and 
bebeld,  to  bis  great  dismay,  notbing  but  a  roll  of  parch- 
ment  fastened  by  a  strap  of  wbat  bad  been  once  red 
leatber,  but  wbicb  crumbled  away  as  be  toucbed  it 

"'Tis  Latin,"  said  tbe  first,  who  seemed  tbe  more 
intelligent  of  tbe  two,  after  a  vain  effort  to  ddcipher 
tbe  beavily-engrossed  Hne  at  tbe  top. 

"You  are  rigbt,"  said  Linton;  and  tbe  two  men 
■  Btarted  witb  terror  on  seeing  bim  so  near.  "It  is  Latin, 
boys;  it  was  tbe  eustom  of  tbe  monks  to  bury  their 
prayers  in  tbat  way  once,  and  to  beg,  whoever  might 
discover  tbe  document,  to  say  so  many  masses  fbr  the 
writer's  soul;  and,  Protestant  tbougb  I  be,  I  do  not 
tbink  badly  of  tbe  piae^c^.  "L^t  u%  €nd  out  the  name." 
Änd  thufi  saying,  ^ö  took  u^  HJeä  t^  «ss^^ncoat^^ 


Bteadily.  For  a  long  time  the  evening  darknMs  —  the 
difficulty  of  the  letters  —  and  the  style  of  the  record, 
impeded  him,  bnt  as  he  read  on,  the  coloor  cameand 
irent  in  his  cheek,  his  hand  trembled  with  agitation^ 
and  had  there  been  light  enough  to  have  noted  him  well, 
even  the  workmen  must  have  perceived  the  exoitem^it 
nnder  which  he  laboured. 

"Yes,"  Said  he,  at  last,  "it  is  exactly  as  I  said.  It 
was  written  by  a  monk.  This  was  an  old  conveint  onoe, 
and  Father  Aiigelo  asks  our  prayers  for  his  etemal  re«- 
pose,  which  assuredly  he  shall  have,  heretic  that  I  am! 
Here,  boys,  here's  a  ponnd-note  for  you;  Father  Bush 
will  teil  you  how  to  use  it  for  the  best.  G^t  a  light 
and  go  on  with  your  work,  and  if  you  don't  like  to 
spend  the  money  in  masses,  say  nothing  about  the  box, 
and  I'll  not  betray  your  secret." 

A  dry  laugh  and  a  significant  leer  of  the  eye  showed 
that  he  had  accurately  read  his  hearers^  inmost  thoughts, 
and  Linton  sat  down  as  if  to  await  their  retum;  but  no 
sooner  had  they  left  the  spot  than  he  hastened  with  all 
Speed  to  the  Inn,  to  con  over  his  riewly-discovered 
treasure,  and  satisfy  himself  as  to  its  importance  and 
authenticity. 

Drawing  close  the  curtains  of  his  Windows,  and 
locking  the  door  of  his  room,  like  one  who  would  be 
alone  —  he  again  opened  the  casket,  and  took  out  the 
soroU.  With  bent-down  head  and  steady  gaze  he  perused 
it  from  end  to  end,  and  then  sat  with  riveted  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  signature  and  massive  seal  which  were  ap* 
pended  to  the  foot  of  the  document.  "That  this  should 
have  been  revealed  in  a  dream,^^  said  he,  at  length^ 
"is  almost  emough  to  ahake  one's  Mtli  m  ^*ft  -w^as^^ 
Am  I  mjTBelf  awake,  and  is  it  real  vrhiit  1  ««&  \i^fe«Ä 
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me?"  He  walked  the  roam  with  onoeitain  Steps  — 
tben  opeaed  wide  the  window  —  then  dosed  it  again 
—  once  more  took  up  the  paper  and  studied  it  In 
£Kt,  it  was  dear  to  see  that  a  sceptical  natore,  the 
Teiy  habit  of  donbt,  had  indisposed  him  to  believe  in 
eyen  that  which  his  yery  senses  corroborated. 

"  What  wonld  I  give  for  some  lawyer's  craft  at  this 
moment!**  said  he,  as  the  drops  of  Perspiration  stood 
npon  his  forehead,  and  his  denched  hands  were  chisped 
together  in  strong  emotion,  —  "what  wonld  I  give  for 
the  keenness  that  conld  pieice  throngh  eveiy  line  of 
this,  and  see  it  free  of  flaw,  —  aj,  that  is  the  pomtl 
And  then,  Master  Roland,"  —  here  his  voice  grew  fall 
and  ronnd,  —  ^^and  then  we  shonld  see  who  is  the 
master  and  who  the  dependant  If  with  a  word  — 
with  one  word  —  I  conld  nnmake  you,  and  frt)m  the 
insolence  of  yonr  sndden  wealth  bring  jon  down  once 
more  to  yonr  fitting  Station!  Never  did  Fortune  stand 
bj  me  like  this!  Let  me,  however,  not  lose  the  game 
from  overstrength.  Caution  is  needed  here.  Before 
Corrigan  shall  know  himself  the  rightfol  owner  of  Tnb- 
bermore,  he  mnst  be  satisfied  to  see  Tom  Linton  his 
son-in-law.  A  glorions  hit  that  deals  vengeance  pn 
every  band.  Ay,  my  Lady,  we  shall  acqnit  our  debt 
to  you  also!"  From  the  heat  of  overwhelming  passion 
he  again  tnmed  to  the  docnment  which  lay  open  on 
the  table.  "What  if  it  were  only  a  copy?  But  this 
is  scarce  possible.  The  signatures  look  real,  and  the 
seal  cannot  be  counterfeit.  Whom  could  I  trust  to 
inspect  it?  With  whom  dare  I  place  it  for  a  day,  or 
even  an  hour?     No!  TU  never  suifer  it  out  of  my  own 

keepingl    I  know  not  Vi  \k<e^  ^v^^t  tc^  Btrike  is  not  the 

'^ßrjr  acme  of  reveiig^\'' 
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As  he  walked  the  room  in  deepest  agitation  he 
banced  for  an  instant  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  Tubber- 
lore,  which,  in  the  bright  light  of  a  newly-risen  moon, 
ovld  be  Seen  above  the  trees. 

'^So  then  it  may  chance  that  I  have  not  expended 
ij  labonr  in  vain,  and  that  this  same  house  maj  be 
et  my  own.  Mine!"  cried  he  in  an  ecstasy  —  ^^mine 
lose  swelling  woods  —  that  princely  park  —  the  high 
osition  which  wealth  bestows,  and  the  power  that  I 
onld  speedily  accomplish  in  political  life.  There  may 
e  many  who  have  more  ambition  to  strive  for  —  I'll 
wesix  there  are  few  men  living  have  more  grudges  to 
ay  off." 

And  with  this  speech,  uttered  in  an  accent  of  wither- 
lg  hate  and  scom,  he  again  retumed  to  gaze  at  the 
pen  parchment 

The  document,  surmounted  by  the  royal  arms  and 
Qgrossed  in  a  stiff  old-fashioned  band,  was  a  free  pardon 
ccorded  by  His  Majesty  George  the  Second  to  Miles 
[ardress  Corrigan,  and  a  füll  and  unqualified  restora- 
on  to  his  once  forfeited  estates. 

Certain  legal  formalities  were  also  enjoined  to  be 
iken,  and  certain  oaths  to  be  made,  as  the  recognition 
f  this  act  of  his  Sovereign's  grace. 

Such  was  the  important  document  on  which  now 
e  gazed,  reading  and  re-reading  it,  tili  every  word  bo- 
ame  riyeted  on  his  memory. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Hark,  they  coine!  they  comel 

An  unusual  busüc  and  commotion  in  the  litde  Inn 
awoke  Linton  earlj  on  Ü^  following  momin^.  These 
were  caused  by  the  arrival  of  a  host  of  cooks,  coach- 
men,  grooms,  footmen,  and  scullions,  with  a  dae  pro- 
portion  of  the  other  sex,  all  engaged  in  London,  and 
despatched  —  "as  per  order"  —  to  form  the  house- 
hold  of  Tubbermore. 

As  Linton  proeeeded  with  his  dressing,  he  oye^ 
heard  the  multifarious  complaints  and  lamentations  of 
this  town-reared  population  over  the  dirt  and  destitu- 
tion  of  their  newlj-adopted  land;  criticisms  which,  as 
ihej  scruplcd  not  to  detail  aloud,  evoked  rejoinders  not 
a  whit  more  complimentarj  to  the  Saxon,  the  hostess 
of  the  Goat  —  being  an  energetic  disciple  of  that  great 
authoritj  who  has  pronounced  both  the  land  and  it9 
people  as  the  paragons  of  creation  —  leading  the  van 
of  Üie  attack,  and  certainly  making  np  for  any  de- 
ficieneies  in  her  cause  by  the  force  of  her  eloqaence. 

^^Arrah!  who  wanted  ye  here  at  all?"  said  she,  ad- 
dressing  the  circle,  stunned  into  silence  by  her  vo- 
lubility.  "Who  axed  ye?  Was  it  to  plaze  us,  or  to 
fill  yer  pockets  with  the  goold  of  ould  Ireland,  ye  kein? 
Oh,  murther!  mnrther  —  isn't  it  the  sin  and  the  shame 
to  think  how  the  craytores  is  eatin'  us  apl  Faiz! 
maybe  ye*ll  be  sorry  enough  for  it  yet  There's  more 
than  one  amongst  you  would  like  to  be  safe  home 
again,  afore  long!  A  set  of  lazy  thieves,  no  less.  The 
heavens  be  my  bed,  but  I  never  thought  Td  see  the 
dajr  ibey^d  be  biinging  a  'Naygur'  to  Ireland  to  teach 
US  musicV^ 
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This  Singular  apostrophe,  which  seemed  to  fiU  tbe 
leasure  of  her  woe,  so  far  attracted  Linton's  curiosily 
\  comprehend  it,  that  he  opened  the  window  and  looked 
it,  and  at  once  discovered,  by  the  direction  of  th^  eyes 
[  the  circle,  the  object  of  the  sarcasm.  He  was  a 
ell-built  man,  of  a  dark  swarthy  complexion  and  im- 
lense  beard  and  moustache,  who  sat  on  a  stone  bench 
efore  the  door,  occupied  in  arranging  the  strings  of 
is  guitar.  The  air  of  unmoved  tranquillity  showed 
lat  he  did  not  suspect  himself  to  be  the  bntt  of  any 
ircasm,  and  he  pursued  his  task  with  a  composure 
lat  vouched  for  his  ignorance  of  the  language. 

"Who  is  our  friend?"  said  Linton,  addressing  the 
)achman,  and  pointing  to  the  musician. 

"We  calls  him  Eobinson  Crusoe,  Sir,"  replied  the 
ther;  "we  took  him  up  on  the  road  firom  Limerick. 
ITe  never  see'd  him  afore." 

"So,  then,  he  doesn^t  belong  to  our  force.  I  really 
ad  begun  to  fear  that  Mr.  Gunter  had  pushed  enlist- 
lent  too  far." 

Meanwhile  the  stranger,  attracted  by  the  volce, 
)oked  up,  and  seeing  Linton,  immediately  removed  his 
ap,  with  an  air  of  quiet  courtesy  that  was  not  lost 
pon  the  shrewd  observer  to  whom  it  was  tendered. 

"You  are  a  sailor,  I  perceive?"  said  Tom,  as  he 
ralked  out  in  firont  of  the  Inn.  .  The  other  shook  his 
ead  dubiously. 

"I  was  asking,''  said  Linton,  changing  his  language 
3  French,  "if  you  had  been  a  sailor?" 

"Yes,  Sir,"  replied  he,  again  removing  his  cap,  "a 
ailor  from  Trieste." 

"And  how  came  you  here?" 

"Our  vessel  was  lost  off  tlie  'B\Q>i&(^^\&>  ^>  ^"^ 
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Wednesday  night  We  were  bonnd  for  Bristol  witli 
fruit  from  Sicily,  and  caught  in  the  gale;  we  Struck, 
and  all  were  lost,  except  myself  and  another,  now  in 
hospital  in  the  large  city  yonder." 

"Were  you  a  petty  officer,  or  a  common  Seaman?" 
Said  Linton,  who  had  been  scanning  with  keen  eye  the 
well-knit  frame  and  graceful  ease  of  the  Speaker. 

"A  common  sailor,  Sir,"  rejoined  he,  modestly. 

"And  how  comes  it  that  you  are  a  musician,  friend?" 
asked  Linton,  shrewdly. 

"Every  one  is  in  my  country,  Sir  —  at  least,  with 
such  humble  skill  as  I  possess/* 

"What  good  fortune  it  was  to  have  saved  your 
guitar  from  ship-wreck,"  rejoined  Linton,  with  an  in- 
credulous  twinkle  of  his  grey  eyes. 

"I  did  not  do  so,  Sir,"  said  the  sailor,  who  either 
did  not,  or  would  not,  notice  the  sarcasm.  "My  good 
friends  here"  —  pointing  to  the  servants  —  "bought 
this  for  me  in  the  last  town  we  came  through." 

Linton  again  fixed  his  eyes  upon  him;  it  was  evident 
that  he  was  hesitating  between  belief  and  an  habitual 
sense  of  distnist,  that  extended  to  everything  and  every- 
body.     At  last  he  said: 

"And  what  led  you  hither,  my  friend?" 

"Chance,"  said  the  man,  shrugging  his  Shoulders. 
"I  could  have  no  preferences  for  one  road  over  another 
—  all  were  stränge  —  all  unknown  to  me.  I  hoped, 
with  the  aid/of  my  guitar,  to  get  some  clothes  once 
more  together,  and  then  to  find  some  vessel  bound  for 
the  Adriatic." 

"What  can  you  do  besides  that?"  said  Linton,  "for 
it  strikes  me  a  fellow  with  thews  and  sinews  like  yours 
^as  ßcarcely  iutended  to  iübn^ccL  ^jaX^goX^'' 
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an  do  most  things  where  a  steady  eye,  and  a 
and ,  and  a  quick  foot  are  needed.  Tve  been 
in  the  forests  of  Dalmatia  —  herded  the  half- 
tle  on  the  Campagna  at  Rome  —  sailed  a  fe- 
tt the  worst  Levanters  of  the  Gulf  —  and  to 
a  high  sea,  or  to  ride  an  unbroken  horse,  Tll 
but  one  man  living." 

i  who  may  he  be?"  said  Linton,  aroused  at 
bern  enthusiasm  so  suddenly  excited. 

countryman  of  mine,"  said  the  sailor,  senten- 
"his  name  is  not  known  to  you." 

w  sad  such  gifts  as  these  should  have  so  little 
Qse  in  our  days,"  said  Linton,  with  an  affected 
.  "There  was  a  time,  in  your  own  country 
en  a  fellow  like  yourself  would  not  have  had 
seek  for  a  patron." 

Italian's  cheek  grew  deeper  in  its  flush,  and 
:  eyes  seemed  almost  to  kindle  beneath  the 
brows;  then  correcting,  as  it  seemed,  the  pas- 
impulse,  he  said:  "Ay,  true  enough,  Sir;  there- 
ny  who  had  the  gold  to  squander,  who  had  not 
l  to  strike,  and,  as  you  say,  fellows  like  me 
jh  in  the  market." 

i  no  great  hardship  in  it,  either,"  said  Linton. 
is  a  Justice  surer  and  quicker  than  the  Law, 
for  one,  think  right  well  of " 
er  not  following  the  Import  of  the  speech,   or 
lg  to  concur  in  it,  the  Italian  did  not  reply. 
lave  a  notion  that  we  may  find  out  some  em- 
t  for  you  here,"  said  Linton.   "What  name  are 
ill  you?" 
fvannj/'  said  tbe  sailor,  aftex  a  TsvoTasüS^^Äis^- 
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tation,    which  did  not  escape  the  shrewdness  of  his 
qaesdoner. 

*^  Giovanni  be  it,*'  said  Linton,  easily;  ^^as  good  as 
another/' 

'Must  so,"  rejoined  the  Italian,  with  a  hardihood 
that  secmed  to  sit  easilj  upon  him. 

^^I  think,  friend/*  said  Linton^  drawing  nearer  to 
him  —  and,  although  the  foreign  langnage  in  which  he 
spoke  effectually  prevented  the  others  £rom  understand- 
ing  what  passed,  instantly  his  Toice  dropped  into  a 
lower  and  more  confidential  tone  —  "I  thmk,  friend, 
we  shall  soon  understand  each  other  well.  Yon  are  in 
want  of  a  protector;  I  may  yet  stand  in  need  of  an  at- 
tached  and  zealons  fellow.  I  read  people  qnickly,  and 
it  seems  to  me  that  we  are  well  met  Stay  here,  then; 
we  ßhall  soon  have  a  large  Company  arriving,  and  TU 
try  and  find  out  some  exercise  for  yonr  abilities." 

The  Italian's  dark  eyes  flashed  and  twinkled  as 
though  his  snbtle  nature  had  already  enlarged  upon  the 
shadowy  suggestions  of  the  other,  and  he  made  a  signi- 
ficant  gesture  of  assent 

"Kemember,  now,  in  whose  Service  you  are,"  said 
Linton,  taking  out  his  purse,  and  seeking  among  its 
Contents  for  tho  precise  piece  of  coin  he  wanted  — 
'^romomber,  that  I  am  not  the  master  here,  bat  one 
who  has  to  tlie  füll  as  much  power,  and  that  I  can 
prove  a  strong  friend,  and,  some  say,  a  very  dangeroiifl 
enomy.  Here  is  the  earnest  of  our  bargain,^'  said  he, 
hnuding  him  a  guinea  in  gold;  "firom  this  honrl  connt 
upon  you." 

The  Italian  nodded  twice,  and  pocketing  the  money 

ivith  a  cool  audacity  that  told  that  such  contracts  were 

easily  comprebonded  \>y  ^äxü^  \.w3ks35Ä^  \üa  ea^  and 
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Qtered  away,  as  though  to  foUow  out  some  path  of 
own  choosing.  Linton  looked  after  him  for  a  mo- 
it,  bat  the  next  bis  attention  was  taken  off  by  seeing 
t  Mr.  Corrigan  and  bis^  granddaugbter  were  advan- 
^  bastily  towards  bim. 

"So  you  bave  really  accepted  my  Suggestion,"  said 
ry,  witb  a  flusb  of  pleasure  on  ber  cbeek;  "the  door 

been  opened,  and  the  vista  is  exactly  as  my  dream 
ealed  it." 

"In  all  save  the  chief  ingredient,"  replied  Linton, 
gbing;  "we  want  the  monk  and  the  casket" 

*'Hush,"  said  she,  cautiously;  "grandpapa  is  a  firm 
iever  in  all  dreams  and  visions,  and  would  not  hear 
m  spoken  of  irreverently." 

"Assuredly,  I  never  was  less  in  the  mind  to  do  so," 
lied  Linton,  with  a  degree  of  earnestness  that  made 
ry  smile,  little  suspecting  at  the  time  to  wbat  bis 
ech  owed  its  fervour. 

"WeVe  come  to  take  a  last  look  at  the  'Hall,'  Mr. 
iton,''  said  the  old  man.  "  Tom  Keane  teils  me  that 
ir  gay  Company  will  soon  arrive;  indeed,  rumour 
'S,  that  some  bave  already  reaehed  Limerick,  and 
1  be  bere  to-morrow."    . 

"This  is  more  than  I  knew  of,"  said  Linton;  "but 
•e  comes  the  redoubted  Tom  bimself,  and  witb  a  ftill 
:er-bäg,  too."  Hastily  unlocking  the  leather  sack, 
m  Linton  emptied  its  Contents  upon  a  grassy  bench, 
ere  the  party  seated  themselves  to  learn  the  news. 
'bere  are  no  secrets  bere,"  said  Linton,  tossing  over 
>  letters,  with  nearly  all  of  whose  bandwriting  be 
8  familiär;  "help  me,  Miss  Leicester,  I  beg,  to  get 
'ougb  my  task.  Pray,  break  some  o£  tb^  «^%  ^  ^s^^ 
1  118  who  our  near  &[ends  axe  wbiose  "gte&^iJÄ^  \ä  v^ 
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soon  to  charm  and  enliven  us.  And  will  you,  too,  Sir, 
bear  your  part?"  Thus  invited,  old  Mr.  Corrigan  put  on 
bis  spectacles ,  and  slowly  prepared  to  asßist  in  the  labour. 

"Tliat's  the  Dean's  band,  Miss  Leicester  —  the 
Dean  of  Drumcondera.  I  bope  be's  not  Coming;  rm 
sure  he  was  never  invited." 

^'He  regrets  he  cannot  be  with  you  tbis  week,  but 
will  certainly  come  next,  and  take  the  liberty  of  pre- 
senting  bis  distinguished  friend,  the  Hofratb  von  Dun- 
nersleben,  Professor  of  Oriental  Literature  at  Hochen- 
kanperhausen." 

"Tbis  is  painting  the  lily  with  a  vengeance;  'coloiir 
on  colour'  is  bad  heraldry,  but  what  shall  we  say  of 
the  taste  that  brings  *Bore  upon  bore?'" 

"Mrs.  Leicester  White  has  prevailed  upon  Mr.  Howle 
to  defer  bis  departure  from  Ireland  — " 

"This  is  too  bad,"  interrupted  Linton;  "what  fo^ 
tune  have  you,  Sir?  I  bope  better  tidings  than  Miss 
Leicester." 

"This  is  a  stränge  kind  of  scrawl  enough,"  said  the 
old  man;  "it  runs  thus:  *Dear  Tom,  we  are  starting  for 
your  wild  regions  this  evening  —  two  drags  and  a  maü 
phaeton.  I  have  sent  Gipsey  and  the  white  fetlocked 
colt  by  Hericks,  and  will  bring  Tom  Edwards  with  me. 
The  mare  looks  well,  but  fleshy;  you  must  look  to  it 
that  we  hav'n't  heavy  ground  — ' " 

"Oh,  I  know  who  that's  from,"  said  Linton,  hastfly 
taking  the  letter  from  Corrigan's  band;  "it's  Lord  Charles 
Frobisher  —  a  silly  fellow,  that  never  thinks  of  any- 
thing  but  horse-racing  and  training." 

"He  would  seem  to  speculate  on  something  of  the 
kind  here,"  said  Cotii^an.-^  "at  least,  it  looks  veiy  like 
premeditation  tbis  senöiu^  q^  ^<^wsä  ^xA^n^ssn^!' 
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"He  does  so  everywhere  he  goes,"  said  Linton,  af- 
fectmg  to  laugh;  "a  surgeon  would  no  more  travel  with- 
out  his  lancets,  than  Charley  without  some  chance  of  a 
'match;'  but  what's  this? 

"  *Dear  Mr.  Cashel, 

"*I  and  my  little  girl  are  already  ""en  route""  for 
your  hospitable  casüe,  too  bappy  to  assist  in  the  cel^bra- 
tion  of  yonr  house-warming  — ' 

"Ob,  tbat's  Meek,"  said  Linton,  "And  now  for 
this  mgged  little  band  here. 


"  *Lady  Janet  and  Sir  Andrew  MacFarline 


» « 


"Strange  style,  —  the  lady  first,"  interposed  Miss 
Leicester. 

"Sbe  always  is  so,"  said  Linton,  continuing  the 
pemsal  —  "'will  reach  Tubbermore  by  Tuesday,  and 
haye  only  to  request  that  their  apartments  may  not 
have  a  north  aspeet,  as  Lady  J.  has  still  a  heavy  cold 
hanging  over  her.  Sir  A.'s  man,  Flint,  will  arrange 
ihe  rooms  himself,  and,  with  Mr.  OasheFs  permis^ion, 
give  directions  about  double  doors  — -  if  there  be  none. 

"'Sir  A.  has  taken  the  liberty  of  mentioning  to 
Gordon  that  the  sherry  is  far  too  bot  and  acrid,  and 
hopes  Mr.  Cashel  will  pardon  his  having  ordered  some 
dozens  of  ""Amontillado""  for  trial.  Lady  J.  asks,  as 
a  favour,  that  plants  and  flowers  may  be  banished  from 
the  hqnse  during  her  brief  stay,  Dr.  Grimes  positively 
forbidding  all  herbaceous  odours;  and  if  the  cook  could 
make  the  ""ctiisine""  particularly  simple,  it  would  also 
oblige  her,  as  Dr.  G.  says  she  ought  not  to  be  ex- 
posed  to  the  irritation  of  tempting  viands^  ^^en  \ä  ^^% 
^em  at  table. 
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•'*Lady  J.  hopes  that  the  sodety  will  he  cheerfdl 
withoat  dissipation,  and  gay  without  debanch;  above 
all ,  stipulates  fbr  early  hours,  and  tnists  that  hj  eleven,  ^ 
at  latest,  the  hoose  will  have  retired  to  rest  Lady 
Jauet  has  no  objection  to  meeting  any  one  Mr.  Cashel 
may  honoor  with  his  invitation,  but  leaves  it  to  Mr.  C/s 
discretion  not  to  abuse  this  liberality.  Were  she  to 
particularise,  she  should  merely  suggest,  that  the  Kenny- 
fecks,  except  perhaps  the  eider  girl,  are  odions  — 
Mrs.  White,  a  perfect  horror  —  the  Meeks,  something 
too  atrocious  —  and  that  rather  than  meet  the  Kilgofi 
and  their  set,  Lady  J.  would  almost  prefer  to  relinqnish 
all  her  much-anticipated  pleasure.  Mr.  Linton  can  be, 
and  yery  often  is,  gentfemanlike  and  amnsing,  but 
""Lintonism,""  as  occasionally  practised,  is  intolerable. 

"'Lady  Janet  has  ventnred  on  these  remarks,  fer 
less  for  her  own  convenience,  than  in  the  discharge  of 
what  she  feels  to  be  a  duty  to  a  very  young  and  inex- 
perienced  man,  whose  unsnspecting  nature  will  ine- 
vitably  expose  him  to  the  very  insidious  attacks  of 
selfishness,  cunning,  and  to  that  species  of  dictation 
that  sooner  or  later  ends  in  debasing  and  degrading 
him  who  permits  himself  to  be  its  subject. 

" '  Janet  MacFarlinb.'  " 

"What  a  chaste  specimen  of  disinterestedness  her 
Ladyship's  own  letter,"  said  Mary.  "Is  she  a  near  re- 
lative, or  a  very  old  friend  of  Mr.  CashePs  family?" 

"Neither;  a  mere  acquaintance,  undistingnished  by 
anything  like  even  a  passing  preference." 

"She  is  a  Lady  Janet,"  interposed  old  ConigaB) 

"and  it  is  surpriBing;  ^\i&\>  e\i%xvs\fi  of  influence  perttin 

to  tboBe  Segments  o£  gr^«Ä.  i«Eßäi^^''^>  ^^  ^«5  ^swfes&v 


ROZ<AXD  CAi^CBL.  111 

I  in  Society,  and  live  among  the  untitled  of  the 
d;  besides  tliat,  wbatever  they  want  in  power, 
Hake  out^  in  pretension,  and  it  does  qnite  as  welL'' 
*She  is  'mauvaise  langue,'"  said  Linton;  "and 
5  are  few  qualities  obtain  such  sway  in  sodety. 
who  comes  here  in  such  haste?  It  is  Tom  Keane. 
1,   Tom,  what  has  happened   —   is  the  Hall  on 

'No,  Sir;  but  the  company's  comin'  rowlin'  in  as 
as  'pays'  down  the  big  avenue,  and  into  the  coort; 
)  was  three  coaches  all  together,  and  I  see  two 
)  near  the  gate.*^ 

*Then  we  shall  leave  you  to  your  cares  of  host," 
Corrigan,  rising;  "but  don't  forget  that  when  affairs 
ate  permit,  we  shall  be  delighted  to  see  you  at  the 

*0h,  by  all  means,  Mr.  Linton.     I  have  acquired 

tnost  intense  curiosity  to  hear  about  your  fine  com- 

r,   and  their  doings  —  pray  compassionate  my  in- 

itiveness." 

*But  will  you  not  join  us  sometimes?"  said  Linton; 

i  I  not  persuade  you  to  make  part  of  our  little 

pany,   for  I  trust  we  shall  be  able  to  have  some 

Jty  worth  showing  you?" 

rhe  old  man  shook  bis  head  and  made  a  gestore 

3fusal. 

*Nay,"  said  he,  "I  am  so  unfitted  for  such  scenes, 

so  grown  out  of  the  world's  ways,  that  I  am  going 

)lay  hermit,   and  be  churlish  enough  to  lock  the 

:6t  that  leads  down  to  the  cottage  during  the  stay 

'our  visitors  —  not  against  yow,  however.      You'll 

lys  find  the  key  at  the  foot  of  tte  toWjAx^^r 

''TJiankß  —  m  not  forget  it,''  mÖL  liai\.QiD.\  «d^\ä 
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took  a  cordial  leave  of  his  friends,  and  retumed  to  the 
house,  wondering  as  he  went  who  were  the  ponctual 
guests  whose  Coming  had  anticipated  his  expectations. 

He  was  not  long  in  doubt  upon  this  point,  as  he 
pereeived  Mr.  Phillis,  who,  standing  on  the  terrace  be- 
fore  the  chief  entrance,  was  giving  directions  to  the 
people  about,  in  a  tone  of  no  small  authoritj. 

"What,  Phillis!  has  your  master  amved?"  cried 
Linton,  in  astonishment. 

**0h,  Mr.  Linton!"  cried  the  other,  obsequionsly, 
as  hat  in  band  he  made  his  approaches,  "there  has 
been  such  a  business  since  I  wrote  — " 

"Is  he  here?  Is  he  come?"  asked  Linton,  im- 
patiently. 

"No,   Sir,  not  yet;  nor  can  he  amve  before  to- 
morrow  evening.     You  received  my  letter,  I  suppose, 
about  the  result  of  the  yachting  party  and  Lady  Kil- 
:-goff?" 

"No!  I  know  not  one  word  about  it,"  said  Linton, 
with  a  firmness  that  showed  how  well  he  could  repress 
any  trace  of  anxiety  or  excitement  "Come  this  way, 
out  of  the  hearing  of  these  people,  and  teil  me  every- 
thing  from  the  beginning." 

Phillis  obeyed,  and  walked  along  beside  him,  eagerly 
narrating  the  whole  story  of  Cashers  departure,  to  the 
moment  when  the  yacht  foundered,  and  the  party  were 
shipwrecked  off  the  coast  of  Wexford. 

"Well,  go  on,"  said  Linton,  as  the  other  came  to 
a  füll  stop.     "What  then?" 

"A  few  lines  came   from  Mr.   Cashel,    Sir,    with 
Orders  for  certain  things  to  be  sent  down  to  a  little 
village  ou  the  coa&t^  and  directions  for  me  to  proceed 
Ät  once  to  Tublaermoie  aiA  k^^ö^Xsvä  %si«^* 
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Linton  did  not  Bpeak  for  some  minutes,  and  seemed 
allj  occnpied  with  his  own  reflections,  wlien  by 
zanl  he  caught  the  words  '^her  Ladjship.  doing 
actly  as  she  pleases  -^^^ 

"With  whom?"  asked  he,  sternly. 

"With  Mr.  Cashel,  Sir;  for  it  seems  that  notwith- 
^nding  all  the  terror  and  danger  of  the  late  mishap, 
\  Sickleton  has  been  despatched  ta  Gowes  to  pnr- 
Eise  the  Queen  of  the  Ilarem^  Lord  Wellingham^s  new 
cht,  and  this  at  Lady  Kilgoff^fi  special  instigation. 
'.  Sickleton  slept  one  night  at  our  house  in  town,  and 
took  a  lobk  at  his  papers;  there  was  nothing  of  any 
iseqnence,  however,  except  a  memorandnm  about 
harts  for  the  Mediterranean,'  which  looks  suspicious.^^ 

"I  thought,  Phillis,  I  had  wamed  you  aboat  the 
Igoff  intimaey.  I  thought  I  had  impressed  you  with 
)  necessity  of  k-eeping  them  from  himj* 

"So  yon  had,   Sir;  and,   to  the  very  utmost  of  vr^ 
irer,  I  did  so;  but  here  was  a  mere  accident  that 
led  all  my  care  and  watchfdlness." 

"Afl  accidents  ever  do,"  mnttered  Linton,  with  snp- 
M»ed  passion.  "The  game  of  Life,  like  every  other 
ne,  is  less  to  skill  than  chancel  Well,  when  can 
y  be  here?" 

"To-morrow  aftemoon,  Sir,  if  not  delayed  by  some- 
ng  nnforeseen;  though  this  is  not  at  all  unlikely, 
>ing  the  difficulty  of  getting  posters.  There  are  fiH>m 
rty  to  forty  horses  engaged  at  every  stage." 

"Whom  have  we  here?"  cried  Linton,  as  a  large 
velling-carriage  suddenly  swept  round  ihe  driipe,  and 
»red  the  conrt 

"Sir  Andrew  MacFarline's  baggag^,  Syt*^  \  "^ua»^ 
m  at  tbe  last  change.     One  woiiiii  Bicj^  >  %tcn!^  ^^ 

(and  Cashel.  11.  ^ 
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preparations,  that  they  speculate  on  a  somewhat  lengthy 
yisit     What  rooms  are  we  to  assign  them,  Sir?" 

"The  four  that  look  north  over  the  billiard-room, 
and  the  hall;  they  are  the  coldest  and  most  cheerless  in 
the  house.  Your  master  will  occupj  the  apartments 
now  mine;  see,  here  is  a  plan  of  the  house;  Lord  and 
Lady  Kilgoff  have  4,  5,  and  6.  These  that  are  not 
marked  you  may  distribute  how  you  will.  My  quarters 
are  those  two,  beyond  the  library," 

Linton  was  here  interrupted  by  the  advance  of  a 
tall,  stiff-looking  old  fellow,  who,  carrying  his  hand  to 
his  hat  in  military  guise,  stood  straight  before  him, 
saying,  in  a  very  broad  accent,  "The  Gen^raFs  mon, 
Sir,  an't  please  ye." 

"Well,  £riend,  and  what  then?"  replied  Linton, 
half  testily. 

"IVe  my  Leddy's  Orders,  Sir,  to  tak'  up  a  good 
Position,  and  a  warm  ane,  in  the  hoos  youuder,  and  if 
it^s  no  askin^  too  much,  Td  like  to  speer  the  premises 
first." 

"Mr.  Phillis,  look  after  this,  if  you  please,'*  said 
Linton,  tuming  away,  "and  remeinber  my  directionft" 

"Come  with  me,  friend,"  said  Phillis;  "your 
mistress,  I  suppose,  does  not  like  cold  apartments?*' 

"Be  ma  saul,  if  she  finds  them  so,  she'U  mak*  the 
rest  of  the  hoos  over  warm  for  the  others,*'  said  be, 
with  a  sardonic  grin,  that  left  small  doubt  of  his  sinoere 
conviction. 

"And  your  master?"  said  Phillis,  in  that  interroga- 
tory  tone  which  invites  a  confidence. 

"The  GenVal's  too  auld  a  soldier  no  to  respec  dees- 
cepline,"  said  he,  drily. 

"Oh,  tbat'B  it,  SaüietÄ:^ 


\ 
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"Ma  name's  Bob  Flint,  and  no  Sannders  —  Qoimer 
id  Driver  i'  the  Royal  Artillery,"  said  the  other, 
rawing  himself  up  proudly;  "an'  if  we  are  to  be  mair 
^uaint,  it's  just  as  well  ye'd  mind  that  same." 

As  Bob  Flint  possessed  that  indescribable  something 
hieb  would  seem,  by  an  instinct,  to  save  its  owner 
om  impertinences,  Mr.  Phillis  did  not  venture  upon 
ly  renewed  familiarity,  but  led  the  way  into  the  house 

silence. 

"That's  a  bra'  cookin'  place  yeVe  got  yonder," 
id  Bob,  as  he  stopped  for  a  second  at  the  door  of  the 
eat  kitchen,  where  already  the  cooks  were  busied  in 
e  yarious  preparations;  ^^but  Fm  no  so  certain  my 
Bddy  wad  like  to  see  a  bra'  giggot  scooped  out  in 
a'  fashion  just  to  mak'  room  for  a  wheen  black  pota- 
es  inside  o'  it;''  —  the  Operation  alluded  to  so  sar- 
stically  being  the  stuMng  of  a  Shoulder  of  mutton 
ith  truffles,  in  Proven^al  mode. 

'^I  suppose   her  Ladyship    will   be    satisfied   with 
iticising  what  comes  to  table,"  said  Phillis,  "without  . 
scending  to  the  kitcheh  to  make  objections." 

"If  she  does,  then,"  eaid  Flint,  "she's  mair  ceevil 
ye  here  than  she  was  in  the  last  hoos  we  spent  a 
rtnight,  whar  she  discharged  twa  maids  for  no  m^king 
3  beds  as  she  taw'd  them,  forbye  getting  the  coach- 
UL  tumed  off,  because  the  carriage-horses  held  their 
Is  ower  high  for  her  fancy." 

"We'U  scarce  put  up  with  that  here,"  said  Phillis, 
th  offended  dignity. 

"I  dinna  ken,"  said  Bob,  thoughtfully^  "she  made 
r  ain  nephew  carry  a  pound  o^  dips  firom  the  chan- 
sr's,  just,  as  she  said,  to  Scratch  bis  piidi^  %»\»^    ül^ 
'  ye  mind  a  wee*  hoo  ye  please  liex  iL«Xi&';j*    X^tkä  ^ 
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bonnie  mon,  bnt  she'll  think  leetle  aboot  sending  ye 
packing." 

Mr.  Phillis  did  not  deign  a  reply  to  this  speech, 
but  led  the  way  to  the  saite  destined  for  her  Lady- 
Bhip^s  aecoxnmodation. 

CHAPTER  X. 

They  come  —  they  come  I  —  Haroi.d. 

LiNTON  passed  the  greater   part  of  the   night  in 
letter-writing.      Combinations  were  thickening  around 
bim,  and  it  demanded  all  the  watchM  activity  he  could 
command  to  prevent  himself  being  overtaken  by  events. 
To  a  confidential  lawyer  he  mibmitted  a  case  respecting 
Corrigan's  title,   but,   so  hypothetically  and  wiih  such 
reserve,  that  it  betrayed  no  knowledge  of  bis  secret  — 
for  he  trusted  no  man.     Maiy  Leicester^s  manoscript 
was  bis  next  care,   and  this  he  entrusted  to  a  former 
acquaintance  connected  with  the  French  press^  entreating 
bis  influence  to  obtain  it  the  honour  of  publication,  and, 
instead    of  remuneration ,    asking   for   some   flattering 
acknowledgment  of  its  merits.    His  last  occupation  was 
to  write  his  address  to  the  constituency  of  his  borougli, 
where  high-sounding  phrases  and  generous  professions 
took  the  place   of  any  awkward  avowals  of  political     : 
opinion.       This   finished,    and   wearied  by  the  long'     1 
sustained  ^xertion,   he  threw  himself  on  bis  bed:  his 
bead,  however,  was  far  too  deeply  engaged  to  pennit 
of  sleep.     The  plot  was  thickening  rapifiy  —  evente, 
whose  course  he  hoped  to  shape  at  his  leisure,  ^ere 
huriying  on,  and  although  few  men  conld  sonmion  to 
tbeir  aiä  more  of  cold  <&aknl8^iQn  in  a  moment  of  diffi* 
'Cülty,   biB  wonted  cbXxh  ^«ä  t^st«  ^^^sq^^^r^Xs^  ^sbi^  a^ 


cumstance  —  this  being,  as  he  called  it  to  himself  — 
Laura's  treachery.  —  No  men  bear  breacbes  of  faitb  so 
ill  as  they  wbo  practise  them  witb  tbe  world.  To  most 
persons  tbe  yacbt  voyage  would  bave  seemed,  too,  a 
cbance  occurrence,  wbere  an  accideutal  iniims^j  was 
formed,  to  wane  and  die  out  witb  tbe  circumstance  tbat 
created  it.  Not  so  did  he  regard  it  He  read  a  prear- 
ranged  plan  in  every  step  sbe  bad  taken  —  be  saw  in 
ber  game  tbe  woman's  vanity  to  wield  an  influence 
over  one  for  wbom  so  many  contended  —  be  knew» 
too,  how  in  tbe  great  world  an  "«'c/ait''  can  always 
Cover  an  "indiscretion"  —  and  tbat,  in  tbe  soeiety  of 
tbat  metropolis  to  wbicb  sbe  aspired,  tbe  reputation  of 
cbaperoning  tbe  rieb  Eoland  Casbel  would  be  of  incal- 
culable  Service. 

If  Linton  bad  often  foiled  deeper  snares,  bere,  a 
deep  personal  wrong  disturbed  bis  powers  of  judgment, 
and  irritated  bim  beyond  all  calm  prudential  tbougbts. 
Revenge  upon  ber,  tbe  only  one  be  bad  ever  cared  for, 
was  now  bis  uppermost  tbougbt,  and  left  little  place 
for  any  otber. 

Wearied  and  worn  out,  be  feil  asleep  at  last,  but 
only  to  be  suddenly  awakened  by  tbe  rattling  of  wbeels 
and  tbe  quick  tramp  of  borses  on  tbe  gravel  beneatb 
bis  window.  Tbe  one  absorbing  idea  pervading  bis 
mind,  be  started  up,  muttering  "/Säö  is  bere."  Aß  be 
opened  bis  window  and  looked  down,  be  at  once  per- 
ceived  bis  mistake  —  Mrs.  Kennyfeck's  well-known  voice 
was  beard,  giving  directions  about  ber  luggage  —  and 
Linton  closed  tbe  casement,  baJf  relieved  and  balf 
disappointed. 

For  a  brief  space  tbe  bouse  seemed  astsx.  '^&x^ 
Keamjrfeck  made   ber   w&y   along    tl^e    tomöiox  Vsi  «»s 
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mingled  commentaiy  on  the  handsome  decorations  of 
the  mansion,  and  Mr.  Kennyfeck^s  stupiditj,  who  had 
put  Archbold* 8  *'Criminal  Practice"  into  her  bag,  in- 
stead  of  Debrett's  "Peerage,"  while  Linton  could  over- 
hear  a  litüe  quizzing  conversation  between  the  daugh- 
ters,  wherein  the  eider  reproached  her  sister  for  not 
having  the  politeness  to  bid  them  "welcome."  The 
slight  commotion  gradually  subsided  and  all  became 
still,  bnt  onlj  for  a  brief  Space.  Again  the  same  somid 
of  crashing  wheels  was  heard,  and  onoe  more  Linton 
flnng  open  his  window  and  peered  ont  into  the  dark- 
ness.  It  was  now  raining  tremendouslj,  and  the  wind 
howling  in  long  and  dreary  cadences. 

"What  a  climate!"  exclaimed  a  voice  Linton  knew 
to  be  Downie  Meek's.     Ws  plaint  ran  thus: 

"I  often  said  thej  shonld  pension  off  the  Lrish  Se- 
cretary  after  three  years,  -  as  they  do  the  Chief  Justice 
öf  Gambia." 

"It  will  make  the  gronnd  veiy  heavy  for  ronning, 
I  fear,"  said  the  deep  füll  tone  of  a  Speaker  who  as- 
aisted  a  lady  to  alight 

"How  yon  are  always  thinking  of  the  tnrf,  Lord 
Charles!"  said  she,  as  he  rather  carried  than  aided  her 
to  the  shelter  of  the  porch. 

Linton  did  not  wait  for  the  reply,  bnt  shnt  the  window 
and  again  lay  down. 

Li  ihat  half-waking  State  where  sleep  and  fadgae 
contest  ihe  gronnd  with  watchfnlness,  Linton  continued 
to  hear  the  sonnd  of  several  amvals,  and  the  indistinct 
impressions  became  commingled  tili  all  were  lost  in 
beavy  slnmber.  So  is  it  —  Childhood  itself ,  inidl  its 
gaileleas  freedom,  enjoys  no  ^kaqA^  ^  ^k»^^  ^üfi«^  than 
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be  whose  head  is  fall  of  wily  schemes  and  subüe  plots, 
Trheii  once  exbansted  nature  gains  the  victory. 

So  profonnd  was  that  dreamless  State  in  wliicb  he 
^ay,  that  he  was  never  once  aware  that  the  door  by 
^hich  bis  Chamber  communicated  with  the  adjoining 
>zie,  had  been  opened,  while  a  select  committee  were 
lebating  about  the  disposition  of  the  fumiture,  in  total 
^orance  that  he  made  part  of  it. 

"Why  couldn't  Sir  Andrew  take  that  small  room, 
nd  leave  this  for  me?  I  like  an  alcove  vastly,"  said 
lady  Janet,  as,  candle  in  band,  she  took  a  survey  of 
le  Chamber. 

"Yes,  my  Leddy,"  responded  Flint,  who  loaded  with 
loaks,  manües,  and  shawls,  looked  like  an  ambulating 
'ardrobe. 

^^You  can  make  him  a  kind  of  camp-bed  there; 
e'll  do  very  well." 

"Yes,  my  Leddy." 

"And  don't  suffer  that  impertinent  Mr.  Phillis  to 
oke  bis  head  in  here  and  interfere  with  our  arrange- 
lents.  These  appear  to  me  to  be  the  best  rooms  here, 
nd  I'U  take  them." 

"Yes,  my  Leddy." 

"Where's  Sir  Andrew?" 

"He's  takin'  a  wee  drap  warm,  my  Leddy,  in  ihe 
»ntler's  room;  he  was*  ower  wat  in  the  *dickey' 
»ehind." 

"It  rained  smartly,  but  Tm  sure  the  country  wanted 
t,"  drily  observed  Lady  Janet.  —  "Well,  Sir,  you 
lere  again?"  This  sharp  interrogatory  was  addressed 
0  Mr.  Phillis,  who,  after  a  vain  search  for  her  Lady- 
hip  over  half  the  house,  at  length  diacoYcteii  b^jt, 

''You  are  not  aware,  my  Lady^^^  MiöiV^-i'^^  ^\ft"5Ä 
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oi  obseqoious  deference,  tkat  nearly  cost  him  an  apo- 
plexy,  "that  these  rooms  are  reserved  for  my  master." 

**Well,  Sir;  and  am  I  to  understand  that  a  guest's 
accommodation  is  a  matter  of  lesa  importauce  than  a 
valet's  caprice  —  for  as  Mr.  Cashel  never  was  here 
himself,  and  consequently  never  could  have  made  a 
choice,  I  believe  I  am  not  wrong  in  the  source  of  the 
selection." 

"It  was  Mr.  Linton,  my  Lady,  who  made  the 
arrangement" 

"And  who  is  Mr.  Linton,  Sir,  who  ventures  to  give 
Orders  here?  —  I  ask  you,  who  is  Mr.  Linton?"  As 
there  was  something  excessively  pnzzling  to  Mr.  Phillis 
in  this  brief  interrogatory ,  and  as  Lady  Janet  perceived 
as  much,  she  repeated  Öxe  phrase  in  a  still  louder  and 
more  authoritative  tone,  tili,  in  the  fulness  of  the  ac- 
Cents,  they  feil  upon  the  ears  of  him  who,  if  not  best 
able  to  give  the  answer,  was,  at  least,  most  interested 
in  its  natore. 

He  Started,  and  sat  up;  and  although,  from  the  po- 
sition  of  his  bed  in  a  deep  alcove  he  was  himself 
screened  firom  Observation,  the  others  were  palpable 
enough  to  his  eyes. 

"Yes,"  cried  Lady  Janet,  for  the  third  time  —  "I 
ask,  who  is  Mr.  Linton?" 

"Upon  my  life,  yourLadyship  has  almost  made  me 
doubt  if  there  be  such  a  person,"  saidTomj  protrudiog 
his  head  between  the  curtains. 

"I  vow  he's  in  the  bed  yonder!"  said  Lady  Janet, 
starting  back.  "Flint,  I  think  you  are  really  too  bad; 
Ihis  is  all  your  doing,  or  yours,  Sir,"  turning  to  Phillis 
with  a  face  of  anger. 

"FeiS,  my  Leddy ,  iSä  «I  \52ä  m'^^ü&a!." 
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"Eh,  Leddy  Janet,  what's  this?"  said  Sir  Andrew, 
suddenly  joining  the  party,  after  a  very  dangerous  ex- 
corsion  along  dark  corridors  and  back  stairs. 

"WeVe  strayed  into  Mr.  Linton's  room,  I  find," 
said  she,  gathering  up  various  small  articles  she  had 
on  entering  thrown  on  the  table.  "I  must  only  reserve 
my  apologies  for  a  more  fitting  time  and  place,  and 
wish  him  good  night." 

"Tve  even  dune  something  o'  the  same  wi'  Mrs. 
E^aonyfack,"  said  Sir  Andrew.  ^^She  was  in  bed, 
though,  and  so  I  made  my  retreat  undiscovered." 

"I  regret,  Lady  Janet,"  saidLinton,  politely,  "that 
my  present  teilet  does  not  permit  me  to  show  you  to 
jjmr  apartment,  but  if  you  will  allow  Mr.  Phillis — " 

"Dinna  get  up,  man,"  broke  in  Sir  Andrew,  as  he 
half  pushed  the  invading  party  out  of  the  door;  "we'll 
find  it  vara  weel,  IVe  na  doubt."  And  in  a  confuised 
hubbub  of  exciises  and  grumblings  they  withdrew, 
leaving  Linton  onCe  more  to  court  slumber,  if  he  could. 

"I  beg  pardop,  Sir,"  said  Phillis,  popping  in  his 
head  thjB  minute  after,  ^^but  Mr.  Downie  Meek  has 
taken  the  rooms  you  meant  for  Lady  Janet;  theyVe 
pillaged  all  the  Chambers  at  either  side  for  easy-chairs 
and  cnshions  to  — " 

"With  all  my  heart;  let  them  settle  the  question 
between  them,  or  leave  it  to  arbitration.  Shut  the  door, 
pray." 

"Mrs.  Whit^,  too,  and  a  large  party  are  in  the 
library,  and  I  don't  know  where  to  show  them  into." 

"Anywhere  but  here,  Phillis.  Good  night;  there's 
a  good  man,  good  night." 

"They're  all  asking  for  you,  Sb:-,  just  l^W  tkä  -vV^ 
to  saj." 
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^^Merely  that  I  have  passed  a  sbocking  night,  and 
reqnest  I  may  not  be  disturbed  tili  late  in  the  after- 
noon." 

Phillis  retired  with  a  groan,  and  soon  a  confused 
bum  of  many  voices  could  be  heard  along  the  corridor, 
in  every  accent  of  irritation  and  remonstrance.  Self- 
reproaches  on  the  mistaken  and  abused  ebnfidence  which 
had  led  the  visitors  to  joumey  so  many  miles  to  "such 
a  place;"  mntual  condolences  over  misfortune;^  abuse 
of  the  whole  establishment,  and  "that  insufferable  puppj 
the  valet,"  in  particular,  went  round,  tili  at  last,  like 
a  storm  that  had  spent  its  fiiry,  a  lull  succeeded;  one 
by  one  the  grumblers  slipped  away,  and  just  as  day 
was  breaking  the  house  was  buried  in  the  soundest 
sleep. 

About  an  hour  later,  when  the  fresh-risen  sun  was 
glistening  and  glittering  among  the  leäves,  lightly 
tipped  with  the  hoar-frost  of  an  autumnal  moming,  a 
handsomely-appointed  travelling-carriage,  withfourpos" 
ters,  drove  rapidly  up  to  the  door,  and  an  active-looking 
figure  springing  from  the  box,  applied  himself  to  tiie 
bell  with  a  vigorous  band,  and  the  next  minute,  flinging 
open  the  carriage-door,  said,  "Welcome  —  at  last,  I 
am  able  to  say  —  welcome  to  Tubbermore." 

A  graceful  person,  wrapped  in  a  large  shawl, 
emerged,  and  leaning  on  his  ann  entered  the  honse; 
but  in  a  moment  he  retumed  to  assist  another  and  a 
far  more  helpless  traveller,  an  old  and'feeble  man,  who 
suffered  himself  to  be  carried,  rather  than  walked,  into 
the  hall. 

"This  is  Tubbermore,   my  Lord,"    said  the  lady, 
bending  down,   and  \j\th  a  band  slightly  touching  his 
ßboulderj  seeming  to  ».n^säsä  ^si^  ^^^t^Sissii. 


BOLAKD  CASHEL.  123^ 

-^  thank  you  —  perfectly  well,"  said  he,  in 
't  voice,  while  a  smile  of  courteous  but  yacant 
stole  over  bis  sickly  features. 

over-fatigued,  my  Lord?"  said  Roland,  kindlj. 

Sir  —  we  saw  the  ^Lightship'  quite  near  us." 
.  thinking  of  that  dreadful  night,"  said  her 
' ,  as  she  arranged  two  braids  of  her  fair  brown 
3  becomingly  on  her  forehead;  and  then  turning 
'  comely  personage,  who  perfomied  a  series  of 

like  minute  guns,  at  intervals,  added,  "If  you 
len ,  we'U  retire  to  our  apartment  Tour  house- 

suppose,  Mr.  Cashel?" 
►nclude  so,"  said  Roland;  "but  I  am  equally  a 
here  with  yourself." 

.  Moss,   at  your  service,  Sir,"  said  the  house- 
v^ith  another  curtsey. 
.  Moss,  then,"  said  Roland,  in  an  under  tone, 

only  to  remark,  that  Lord  and  Lady  KilgofP 
it  for  nothing  here." 

aderstand,  Sir,"  said  Mrs.  Moss;  and  whether 
s,  or  the  look  that  accompanied  them,   should 

blame,  but  they  certainly  made  Cashel  look 
y,  half  ashamed. 

jn  good  night  —  or  good  morrow,  I  believe  it 
3,"  said  Lady  Kilgoff.  "Pm  sure,  in  charity, 
i  not  keep  you  from  your  bed  a  minute  longer. 

a  severe  night  outside." 

d  night  —  good  night,  my  Lord,"  said  Cashel; 

landsome  form  of  the  lady  moved  proudly  on, 

B   servant  assisted  the  poor  decrepid  husband 

*ter. 

id  looked  after  them  for  an  instant,  aad  ^\i'ek\5aföt 

w  curioslty  to  see  the  posBessions  'wVärNi  <:;d&L^ 
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him  master,  or  that  he  feit  indisposed  to  sleep,  he  passed 
out  into  the  lawn  and  stood  some  minutes  gazing  at  the 
Strange  and  somewhat  incongruous  pile  before  him. 

Perhaps  something  of  disappointment  mingled  with 
his  thoughts  —  perhaps  it  were  only  that  stränge  re- 
vulsion  which  succeeds  to  all  long-excited  expectation, 
when  the  moment  of  satisfying  it  has  come,  and  speco- 
lation  is  at  an  end  for  ever;  but,  he  was  tuming  awaj, 
in  half  sadness ,  when  he  canght  sight  of  a  band  waving 
to  him  a  salute  from  one  of  the  Windows.  He  had  just 
time  to  answer  the  gesture,  when  the  shutter  was  dosed. 
There  was  one  other  saw  the  motion,  and  noted  weD 
the  Chamber  from  whence  it  came.  Linton,  awoke  by 
the  arrival  of  the  carriage ,  had  watched  every  step  thst 
followed,  and  now  sat,  with  half-drawn  curtains,  eagerly 
marking  everything  that  might  minister  to  his  jealooB 
anger. 

As  for  Cashel,  he  sauntered  on  into  the  wood,  his 
mind  wandering  on  themes  separated  by  nearly  half  the 
World  from  where  his  steps  were  straying. 


CHAPTEK  XI. 

And  while  the  sceno  aronnd  them  smiled, 
With  pleaaant  talk  the  way  beguiled. 

Haii^s^s  Ramblbs« 

As  Eoland  Cashel  strolled  along  alone,  he  conld  not 
divest  himself  of  a  certain  feeling  of  disappointment, 
that,  up  to  the  present,  at  least,  all  his  weialth  had  so 
little  contributed  to  realise  those  illusions  he  had  so 
often  fancied.  The  plots,  the  wiles,  and  cunniug 
scbemes  by  which  l[ve  ^aA  \ift«vi  «vKctwssÄÄ^^  ^^scä  ^a- 
dually  revealing  ttemseW^  \.q\s:\^  ^«aaftÄ^  «kä.\ä^'» 
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rapidly  nearmg  the  fatal  "boume"  which  separates  cre- 
dolity  firom  distrust 

If  we  have  pasned  over  the  events  which  succeeded 
the  loss  of  the  yacht  with  some  appearance  of  scant 
ceremony  to  our  reader,  it  is  becanse,  tbough  in  them- 
selves  not  totally  devoid  of  interest,  they  formed  a 
Bpecieß  of  episode,  which,  only  in  one  respect,  bore 
referenoe  to  the  cnrrent  of  our  story.  It  is  not  neces- 
sary,  no  more  than  it  would  be  gratifying,  to  us  to  in-. 
qiiire  with  what  precise  intentions  Lady  Kiigoff  had 
BOQght  to  distinguish  Boland  by  marks  of  preference. 
Enongh,  if  we  say  that  he  was  neither  pnppy  enough 
to  aseribe  the  feeling  to  anything  but  a  caprice,  nor 
was  he  sufficiently  hackneyed  in  the  world's  ways  to 
SQspect  it  could  mean  more. 

That  he  was  flattered  by  the  notice,  and  fascinated 

hy  the  charms  of  a  very  lovely  and  agreeablo  woman, 

whose  dependence  upon  him  each  day  increasing  drew 

cJoser  the  ties  of  intimacy,  is  neither  stränge  nor  un- 

Common,  no  more  than  that  she,   shrewdly  remarking 

the   bounds   of  respectful  deference  by  which  he  ever 

govemed  his  acquaintanco,  should  use  greater  frecdoms 

^nd   less  restricted  familiarity  with  him,  than  had  he 

been  one  of  those  fashionable  young  men  about  town 

"With  whom  the  repute  of  a  conquest  would  be  a  ti-iumph. 

It  is  very  difficult  to  say  on  what  terms  they  lived 

in  each  other's  society.     It  were  easier,  perhaps,  to  de- 

acribe  it  by  negatives,  and  say  that  assuredly,  if  it  were 

Hot  love,  the  feeling  between  them  was  just  as  little, 

that  which  subsists  between  brother  and  sister.     There 

was   an  almost  unbounded  confidence  —  an  unlimited 

troBi  —  much  asking  o£  ad  vice,  and,  in  iact^  «ä  tsv^ss:^ 

ofm^  leadera  will  say,  fallj  as  mucii  p«x:i\  aa  TveftÖL^i 
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From  her  Cashel  first  leamed  to  see  the  stratagems 
and  schemes  by  which  his  dailj  lifo  was  beset.  Too 
proud  to  bestow  more  than  a  mere  passing  allasion  to 
the  Kennyfecks,  she  du'ected  the  whole  force  of  her 
attack  upon  that  far  more  dangerous  group,  in  whose 
Society  Roland  had  lately  lived.  For  a  time  she  ab- 
stained  altogether  from  even  a  chance  reference  to 
Linton;  but  at  length,  as  their.  intimacy  ripened,  she 
avowed  her  fear  of  him  in  all  its  fiilness.  When  men 
will  build  up  the  edifice  of  distrust,  it  is  wonderftd 
with  what  ingenuity  they  will  gather  all  the  scattered 
materials  of  doubt,  and  with  what  skill  arrange  and 
combine  them!  A  hundred  little  circumstances  of  a 
suspicious  nature  now  rushed  to  Rolandes  memoiy,  and 
his  own  conscienee  corroborated  the  history  she  drew 
of  the  possible  mode  by  which  Linton  acquired  an  in- 
fluence  over  him. 

That  Linton  had  been  the  "evil  genius"  of  many, 
Cashel  had  often  heard  before,  but  always  from  the  Hp« 
of  men;  and  it  is  astonishing,  whether  the  source  be 
pride,  or  something  less  stubbom,  but  the  waming  | 
\  which  we  reject  so  cavalierly  from  our  fellows,  comes 
with  a  wondrous  force  of  conviction  from  the  gentler  Bei. 

For  the  heavy  sums  he  had  lost  at  play  —  for  all  I 
the  wasteful  outlay  of  his  money,  Cashel  cared  little; 
but  for  the  humiliating  sense  of  being  a  "dupe"  and 
"a  tool,"  his  outraged  pride  suffered  deeply;  and  when 
Lady  Kilgoff  drew  a  picture,  half  real,  half  imaginary, 
of  the  game  which  his  subtle  associate  was  playing, 
Roland  could  scarce  restrain  himself  from  openly  de- 
claring  a  rupture,  aad,  \i  i^^d  b^^  a  quarrel  with  him. 
It  needed  all  Ii^t  ^^ex^^u^JssvoTÄ  \ö  q^^^^^  'ökä  ^^^a^\ 
Äöd,  indeed ,  if  Bhe  \ia4  uoX  laa.^^  >>a^  ^'^  ^^^  asäms^^t 
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able  argximent,  could  she  have  succeeded.  This  was 
the  inevitable  injury  Linton  could  inflict  upon  her^  hj 
ascribing  the  breach  to  her  influence.  It  would  be  easy 
enongh  from  such  materials  as  late  events  suggested,  to 
compose  a  history  that  would  ruin  her.  Lord  KilgoflTs 
lamentable  imbecility,  the  result  of  that  fatal  night  of 
danger  —  CasheFs  assiduous  care  of  her  —  her  own 
most  natural  dependence  upon  hun  —  allthese,  touched 
on  with  a  woman's  tact  and  delicacy,  she  urged,  and  at 
last  obtained  bis  pledge  that  he  would  leave  to  time 
and  opportunity  the  mode  of  terminating  an  intimacy 
he  had  begun  to  think  of  with  abhorrence. 

If  there  be  certain  minds  to  whom  the  very  air  they 
breathe  is  doubt,  there  are  others  to  whom  distrust  is 
absolute  miseiy.  Of  these  latter  Cashel  was  one.  Na- 
ture  had  made  him  frank  and  free-spoken,  and  the  cir- 
cumstances  of  bis  early  life  had  encouraged  the  habit. 
To  nourish  a  grudge  would  have  been  as  repulsive  to 
bis  sense  of  honour,  as  it  would  be  opposed  to  all  the 
habits  of  bis  buccaneering  life.  To  settle  a  dispute 
with  the  sword  was  invariably  the  appeal  among  bis 
old  comrades,  and  such  arbitraments  are  those  which 
certainly  leave  the  fewest  traces  of  lingering  malice 
behind  them.  To  cherish  and  störe  up  a  secret  wrong 
and  wait  in  patience  for  the  day  of  reckoning,  had 
gomething  of  the  Indian  about  it,  that  in  Rolandes  eyes 
augmented  its  atrocity. 

Oppressed  with  thoughts  like  these,  and  associating 
every  vexation  he  suffered  as  in  some  way  connected 
with  that  wealth  whose  possession  he  fancied  was  to 
satisfy  every  wish,  and  every  ambition,  he  sauntered 
on,  Uttle  disposed  to  derive  pleasure  ficom  \3aft  ^t^Ä^ssiJÄ 
of  ihose  ej^temsd  objecto  which  fortunelciaSLiivaAa^cÄQrwsw 
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"  When  I  was  poor,"  thought  he,  "I  had  warm  and 
attached  friends,  ready  to  exult  ia  my  successes,  and 
sympathise  with  me  in  my  sorrows.  If  I  had  enemies, 
they  were  brave  fellows,  as  willing  to  defend  their 
canse  with  the  sword  as  myself.  None  flattered  or 
frowned  on  him  who  was  richer  than  the  rest.  No 
subtle  schemes  lay  in  wait  for  him  whose  unsuspecting 
frankness  exposed  him  to  deception;  we  were  'bonfl 
camarades,^  at  least,*^  said  he,  aloud,  *'and  from  what 
I  have  Seen  of  the  great  world,  IVe  Kved  to  prize  the 
distinction." 

From  this  reverie  he  was  suddenly  recalled  by  ob- 
serving,  directly  in  front  of  him,  an  elderly  gentleman, 
who,  in  a  stooping  posture,  seemed  to  seek  for  some- 
thing  among  the  dry  leaves  and  branches  beside  a  low 
wicket 

"This  is  the  first  fiiiit  of  our  gay  neighbourhood," 
said  the  old  man,  testily,  as  he  poked  the  dead  leaves 
with  his  cane;  "we're  lucky  if  they  leave  us  without 
more  serious  inconvenience." 

"Can  I  assist  you  in  your  search?  —  have  you  lost 
something?"  said  Cashel,  approaching. 

"There  is  a  key  —  the  key  of  the  wicket,  hid 
somewhere  hereabouts,  young  man,"  .said  the  other, 
who,  scarcely  bestowing  a  look  upon  Eoland,  continued 
his  investigation  as  busily  as  before. 

Cashel,  undaunted  by  the  somewhat  ungracions  re- 
ception,  now  aided  him  in  his  search,  while  the  other 
continued:  "IVe  known  this  path  for  nigh  forty  years, 
and  never  remember  this  wicket  to  have  been  locked 
before.  But  so  it  la.  "islty  cM  Men.d  is  afraid  of  the 
invAsion  of  this  noisy  TafeV^t^wsi>siQ^^^  «xsÄlVv*  \9&u9b.ta 
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id  key  to  keep  them  out.    The  key  he  promised 

at  the  foot  of  this  tree." 

ad  here  it  is/'  said  Gashel,  as  he  unlocked  the 
and  flung  it  wide. 
!any  thanks  for  your  help,  but  you  have  a  better 

than  my  gratitude,  in  eyes  some  five-and-thirty 
rounger,"  said  the  old  man,  with  the  same  hatf- 
oice  as  before.  "Perhaps  you'd  like  to  see  the 
s  here  yourself ;  come  along.  The  place  is  small, 
*  better  kept  than  the  great  demesne,  I  assure 
ist  as  many  a  humble  household  is  more  orderly 
any  a  proud  retinae." 

iand  was  rather  pleased  by  the  quaint  oddity  of 
7  companion,  of  whom  he  thought,  but  could  not 
3er  where,  he  had  seen  the  features  before. 
ou  are  a  stranger  in  these  parts,  I  conclude?" 
e  old  man. 

es.     I  only  arrived  here  about  an  hour  ago,  and 
3en  nothing  save  the  path  £rom  the  Hall  to  this 

here's  little  more  worth  the  seeing  on  yonder 
the  paling,  Sir.  A  great  bleak  expanse,  with 
trees  and  a  tasteless  mansion,  füll  of,  I  take  it, 

ubioüs  Company;  but  perhaps  you  are  one  of 

confess  as  much,"  said  Eoland,  laughing;  "but 

ive  not  seen  them,   don^t  be  a&aid  I'U  take  up 

Igels  for  my  associates." 

abour  lost  if  you  did,"  said  the  other,  bluntly. 

j  know  of  them  what  the  newspapers  teil  us,  but 

ames  are  enough." 

re  they  all  in  the  same  category,  theu?"   «j&Vfiläk 

,  smiling. 

Cashel.   IL  ^ 
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the  CÜW8  of  tlie  country  have  strayed  through  the  one, 
and  all  the  Lcggars  through  the  other,  I  don^t  know 
what's  to  come  of  it." 

"I  suppose  the  great  house  is  filling?"  said  Mary, 
to  withdraw  him  from  a  grumbling  theme;  "we  heard 
the  noise  of  several  arrivals  this  moming  early." 

"This  gentleman  can  inform  jou  best  upon  all 
that,"  said  Tiemay;  "he  himself  is  one  of  the  Com- 
pany." 

"But  I  am  ignorant  of  everything,"  said  Gashel;  "I 
only  arrived  here  a  little  after  daybreak,  and  not  caring 
to  sleep,  I  strolled  out,  when  my  good  fortune  ihrew 
me  into  your  way." 

"Your  friends  are  likely  to  have  fine  weatber,  and 
I  am  glad  of  it,"  said  Corrigan.  "This  country,  pretty 
enough  in  sunshine,  looks  bleak  and  dreary  when  the 
sky  is  louring;  but  IVe  no  doubt  you*d  rather  have 

A  soatherly  wind,  and  a  cloady  sky, 

as  the  song  says,  than  the  brightest  moming  that  ever 
welcomed  a  lark.     Are  you  fbnd  of  hunting?" 

"I  like  every  kind  of  sport,  where  horse,  or  gun, 
or  hound  can  enter;  but  IVe  seen  most  of  such  pastimes 
in  distant  countries,  where  the  game  is  different  from 
höre,  and  the  character  of  the  people  just  as  unlike." 

"I  have  hunted  the  wild  boar  myself,"  said  old  Co^ 
rigan,  proudly,  "in  the  royal  forests  at  Meudon  and 
Fontainebleau." 

"I  speak  of  the  antelope  and  the  Jaguar  —  thfi 
dark  leopard  of  Guiana,  or  the  brown  bison  of  the 
Andes." 

''That  is,  indeed,  ^  m^xily  ^aatime,"  said  Maiy» 
endinsfastically. 
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"It  is  SO,"  Said  Cashel,  wanned  by  the  encourage- 
ent  of  her  remark;  "more  even  for  the  endnrance  and 
irsevering  energy  it  demands  than  for  its  peril.  The 
Dg  days  of  toil  in  search  of  game,  the  nights  of 
iking  watchfulness,  and  then  the  stränge  characters 
id  adventures  among  which  you  are  thrown,  all  make 
}  a  kind  of  life  so  unlike  the  daily  world." 

"There  is,  as  you  say,  something  highly  exciting 
all  that,"  Said  Corrigan;  "but  to  my  thinking,  hunt- 
g  is  a  royal  pastime,  and  loses  half  of  its  prestige 
tien  deprived  of  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of  its 
urtly  foUowing.  When  I  think  of  the  old  forest 
hoing  to  the  tantarara  of  the  cor  de  chasse^  the  scarlet- 
id  *piqueurs'  with  lance  and  cutlass,  the  train  of 
Urtiers  mounted  on  their  high-mettled  steeds,  dis- 
aying  all  the  address  of  the  salon^  and  all  the  skill 
the  chase ,  to  hiin  who  was  the  centre  of  the  group 
-  the  King  himself  — " 

"Are  you  not  forgetting  the  fairest  part  of  the 
igeant,  papa?"  broke  in  Mary. 

"No,  my  dear,  that  group  usually  waited  to  join 

as  we  returned.  Then,  when  the  ''Retour  de  la 
asse'  rung  out  from  every  hörn,  and  the  whole  wood 
-echoed  with  the  triumphant  sounds,  then  might  be 
en  the  Queen  and  her  ladies  advancing  to  Djeet  us. 
think  I  see  her  yet,  the  fair-hairod  Queen,  the  iioblest 
d  most  beautiful  in  all  that  lovely  circle,  mounted  on 
r  spotted  Arabian,  who  bore  himself  proudly  beneath 
3  precious  bürden.  Ah!  too  truly  did  Burke  say  *the 
^e  of  Chivalry  was  past,'  or  never  had  such  sorrows 
•ne  unavenged. 

"Young  gentleman,  I  know  not  whether  you  have 
readj  conccived  strong  ppinions  wt^ow.  '^öCtJCviä^  ^so^ 
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wheiher  you  incline  to  one  or  oiher  of  ihe  great  parties 
that  divido  tlie  kingdom,  but  one  thing  I  would  beseech 
you  —  be  a  Monarcbist.  Tbere  is  a  steadfast  per- 
severance  in  clinging  to  the  legitimate  Sovereign.  Like 
the  veiy  observance  of  tmih  itself,  sbake  the  conviction 
once,  and  there  is  no  limit  to  scepticism." 

"Humph!"  muttered  Tiemay,  half  aloud.  "Con- 
sidering  bow  royalty  treated  your  ancestors,  yonr  ardour 
in  their  favour  might  be  cooled  a  little." 

"What's  Tiemay  saying?"  said  the  old  man. 

"Grumbling,  as  usual,  papa,"  said  Mary,  laughing, 
and  not  wiUing  to  repeat  the  remark. 

"Trying  to  give  a  man  a  bias  in  politics,"  said  the 
Doctor,  sarcastically,  "is  absurd,  except  you  accompany 
the  advice  with  a  place.  A  man^s  political  opinionB 
are  bom  with  him,  and  he  has  as  much  to  do  with  the 
choice  of  his  own  Christian  name,  as  whether  he'll  be 
a  Whig  or  a  Tory." 

"Never  mind  him,  Sir,"  said  Corrigan  to  Cashd; 
"one  might  travestie  the  well-known  epigram,  and  say 
of  him  that  he  never  said  a  kind  thing,  or  did  a  rade 
one,  in  his  life." 

"The  greater  fool  he  then,"  muttered  Tiemay,  "for 
the  World  likes  him  best  who  does  the  exact  opposite; 
and  here  comes  one  to  illustrate  my  theory.  There,  I 
see  him  yonder;  so  111  step  into  the  library  and  lock 
over  the  newspaper." 

"He  cannot  endure  a  very  agreeable  neighbour  of 
ours  —  a  Mr.  Linton,"  said  Corrigan,  as  the  Doctor 
retired ;  "  and  makes  so  little  secret  of  his  dislike,  that 
I  am  always  glad  when  they  avoid  a  meeting." 

"Mir.  Linton  is  cextsixiV-y  xDßt^  ^^w^swöä^'  «ald  Maiji 
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"for  he  enjoys  the  Doctor's  eccentricity  without  taking  ' 
offence  at  bis  rüde  humonr.^' 

"Good  breeding  can  be  almost  a  virtue,"  said  tbe 
old  man,  with  a  smile. 

"It  bas  tbis  disadvantage ,  bowever,"  said  Casbel; 
"it  deceives  men,  wbo,  like  myself,  bave  little  know- 
ledge  of  life,  to  expect  far  mbre  from  politeness  tban 
it  is  ever  meant  to  imply;  just  as  on  tbe  Lima  sbore, 
wben  we  carried  off  a  gold  Madomia,  we  were  never 
satisüed  if  we  missed  tbe  diamond  eyes  of  tbe  image." 

Tbe  old  man  and  bis  granddaugbter  almost  started 
at  the  Strange  illustration;  but  tbeir  attention  was  now 
caUed  off  by  tbe  approacb  of  Linton,  wbom  tbey  met 
as  be  reacbed  tbe  porcb. 

"Come  bere  a  moment,  Sir,"  said  tbe  Doctor,  ad- 
dressing  Casbel  from  tbe  little  boudoir;  vbere  are  some 
weapons  of  very  old  date  found  among  tbe  ruins  beside 
wbere  we  stand."  And  Eoland  bad  just  time  to  quit 
tbe  breakfast-room  before  Linton -entered  it. 

"Tbe  menagerie  fills  fast,"  said  Linton,  as  be  ad- 
vanced  gaily  into  tbe  apartment;  "some  of  our  principal 
lions  bave  come;  more  are  expected;  and  all  tbe  small 
cages  bave  got  tbeir  occupants." 

"I  am  dying  of  curiosity,"  said  Mary.  "Teil  us 
everytbing  about  everybody.     Wbo  bave  arrived?" 

"We  bave  everytbing  of  a  bousebold  save  tbe  best. 
He  is  absent;  and,  stranger  tban  all,  no  one  knows 
wbere." 

"How  Singular!"  exclaimed  Corrigan. 

"Is  it  not?     He    arrived    tbis    moming   witb   tbe 
Elilgoffs,   and  bas  not  since  been  beard  of.     I  left  bis 
amiable  guests  at  tbe  Jbreakfast  table  conversiu^  ow  \£l^ 
absence^  and  endeavouring  to  account  &x  it  xxxA'et  e^^r^ 
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ties  are  now  at  breakfast  together  at  His  lionse,  and 
how  ready  ihej  are,  when  no  other  game  offers,  to 
make  him  the  object  of  all  their  spite  and  scandal/* 

"But  why?"  Said  Mary.  "Is  not  bis  hospitality  as 
princely  as  h  is  generously  offered;  can  they  cavil  with 
anytbing  in  either  the  reception  itself  or  the  manner  of  it?". 

"As  that  part  of  the  entertainment  entered  into  my 
ftinctions,  Miss  Leicester,  I  should  say,  certainly  not. 
The  whole  has  been  well  'got  up.'  I  can  answer  for 
everything  save  Cashel  himself,  —  as  Curran  said,  *I 
can  elevate  all  save  the  host.*  He  is  irreclaimably  'en 
arrifere '  —  half  dandy,  half  Delaware,  affecting  the  man 
of  fashion,  but,  at  heart,  a  prairie  hunter." 

"Hold,  Sir!"  cried  Cashel,  entering  suddenly,  his 
face  crimson  with  passion.  "By  what  right  do  you  pre- 
sume  to  speak  of  me  in  this  wise?" 

"Hai  ha!  ha!"  broke  out  Linton,  as  he  feil  into  a 
chair  in  a  burst  of  admirably  feigned  laughter.  "I  told 
you,  Miss  Leicester,  how  it  would  be;  did  I  not  say  I 
should  unearth  the  fox?  Ah!  Eoland,  confess  it;  you 
were  completely  taken  in-" 

Cashel  stared  around  for  an  explanation,  and  in 
the  astonishment  of  each  countenance  he  fancied  he 
read  a  condemnation  of  his  conduct.  All  his  Impulses 
were  quick  as  thought,  and  so  he  blushed  deeply  for 
his  passionate  outbreak,  as  he  said: 

"I  ask  pardon  of  you,  Sir,  and  this  lady,  for  my 
unseemly  anger.  This  gentleman  certainly  deserves  no 
apology  from  me.  Confound  it,  Master  Tom,  but  as- 
suredly  you  don't  fire  blank  cartridge  to  starüe  your 
gama" 

"i^o  use  to  tickle  lions  with  straws,"  said  Linton; 
d  tbe  insinuated  flatteiy  svxGc^^^^'i. 
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me  now  bid  you  welcome  to  mj  cottage,  Hr. 
Said  Corrigan;  ^^althougli  this  tncognito  Yimt 
ccident,  I  feel  bappy  to  see  70U  liere.^* 
ok  70U,  thank  you,"  replied  CasheL    ^I  ahall 
Qore  grateM  still  if  you  permit  me  to  join  in 
)etition,  and  occasionally  escape  firom  ihe  noisy 
of  the  Hall  and  come  bere/' 
\  Corrigan  and  Casbel  contumed  to  inteicliAiige  ' 
surances  of  esteem  and  regan]«  Linton  walked 
ow  witb  Miss  Leicester. 
bad  no  conception  ibat  our  guest  was  Hr. 
Said  Mary;  ^^be  met  Dr.  Tiemay  accidentally 
rk,  and  came  along  witb  bim  to  breakfasf 
did  not  tbe  Doctor  remember  bim?''  «aked 
irewdly. 

no;  be  may  probably  recollect  someUung  of 
Bt  bim  before,  tbree  weeks  bence;  bat  be  is  so 

)ugbt  Eoland  wonld  bave  taken  the  ^tiizsdng 
aid  Linton,  iboagbtftilly.     '^There's  no  know- 
man,    or  —  woman  eitber.     You  perceiYed 
iß  at,  certainly." 
indeed.     I  was    as   mucb   deceived  as  Hj.. 

tbougbt,  to  be  sure,  tbat  you  were  mnumally 
it  I  never  suspected  tbe  object" 

droll.  Well,  I  am  a  better  actor  than  I 
Said  Linton,  laugbihg;  tben  added,  in  a  lower 
ot  tbat  tbe  lesson  sboold  be  lost  upon  bim; 
)er  eamest,  tbere  was  mucb  tmih  in  iL" 
were  greaüy  pleased  witb  bim,*'  said  Haiy; 
,  knowing  wbo  be  is,  and  wbat  temptationi 
3mig  man  bas  to  over-estimate  himaelf^  as^ 
3  Struck  by  bis  nnassmimig  qoässJbOL&s^^ 
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Linton  ouly  smiled,  but  it  was  a  smile  of  most 
compassionate  pity. 

"I  conclude  that  you  mean  to  show  yourself  to 
your  Company,  then,  Mr.  Cashel?"  said  he,  toming  sud- 
denly  about. 

"I'm  ready,"  said  Eoland.  "I'd  go,  however,  with 
an  easier  conscience,  if  Mr.  Comgan  would  only  pro- 
mise  me  to  come  and  see  us  there  sometimes." 

"Tm  a  very  old  fellow,  Mr.  Cashel,  and  liave  al- 
most  outlived  tlie  habits  of  society;  but  if  any  one's 
invitation  shall  bring  me  beyond  these  walls,  it  shall 
be  yours." 

"I  must  be  content  with  that,"  said  Boland,  as  he 
shook  the  proffered  hand;  and  then,  with  a  cordial 
farewell  to  Miss  Leicester,  took  Linton^s  arm,  and 
retired. 


CHAPTER  Xin. 

If  you  Show  hlm  in  Ilyde  Park  —  LaukI  how  they  will  starc! 
Though  a  very  smart  figure  In  Bioomsbury-square. 

The  Smob. 

Cashel's  was  not  a  nature  to  dwell  upon  a  grie- 
vance,  and  he  would  have,  at  once  and  for  ever,  fo^ 
gotten  the  late  scene  with  Linton  if  it  were  not  coupled 
in  his  mind  with  suspicions  derived  from  various  dif- 
ferent  sources.  This  maSe  him  silent  and  reserved  as 
he  walked  along,  and  so  palpably  inattentive  to  all 
his  companion's  efforts  at  agreeability,  that  Linton  at 
last  said,  "Well,  Cashel,  if  you  can  dispense  with 
sleep,  you  certainly  seem  to  take  the  compensation  in 
dreaming.  Here  have  I  been  retailing  for  you  the 
cboiceat  bits  of  gossii^  axA  «»m^AaS«..,  TkR^^^sly  without 
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tHe  sliglitesi  gratitude,  but  even  witbont  common  atten- 
tion on  your  part!" 

"Very  true,"  said  Casbel;  "tbe  reproacb  is  quite 
jnst,  and  no  man  can  be  more  agreeable  at  tbe  expense 
of  bis  friends  tban  yourself." 

"Still  barping  on  mj  daugbter  —  eb?"  cried  Lin- 
ton.  *'I  never  tbougbt  you  tbe  man  to  misconstrue  a 
jest,  but  if  you  really  are  offended  with  my  foUy  — " 

"If  I  really  were  offended,"  said  Casbel,  almost 
stemly,  "I  sbould  not  leave  it  to  be  inferred  firom  my 
manner." 

"Tbat  I  am  sure  of,"  cried  Linton,  assuming  an 
air  of  frankness;  "and  now,  since  all  tbat  silly  affair  is 
forgotten  — " 

"I  did  not  ^ay  so  mucb,"  interrupted  Casbel.  "I 
cannot  forget  it,  and  tbat  is  tbe  very  reason  I  am 
annoyed  witb  myself,  witb  you,  and  witb  all  tbe 
World." 

"Poob!  nonsense,  man.  You  were  not  used  to  be 
80  tbin-skinned.  Let  us  talk  of  sometbing  eise.  Here 
are  all  our  gay  friends  assembled  —  bow  are  we  to 
occupy  and  amuse  tbem?"  f^ 

Casbel  made  no  reply,  but  walked  on,  seemingly 
lost  in  tbougbt. 

"By  tbe  way,"  said  Linton,  "you've  told  me  no- 
tbing  of  your  adventures.  Haven't  you  bad  sometbing 
very  like  a  sbipwreck?" 

"Tbe  yacbt  is  lost,"  said  Casbel,  drily. 

"Actually  lost!"  ecboed  tbe  otber,  witb  well-as- 
samed  astonisbment.  "How  fortunate  not  to  bave  bad 
tbe  Kennyfeck  party  on  board,  as  I  believe  you  ex- 
pected." 

"J  had  tbe  Kilgoffs,  however,"  xe^omeöi  ^oVasiÄ.« 
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"The  Kalgoffs!  you  amaze  me.  How  did  my  Lord 
ever  consent  to  trust  his  most  precious  seif  on  such  an 
enterprise?" 

Cashel  shmgged  his  Shoulders,  wiäiout  uttering  a 
Word  in  reply. 

"But  come,  do  condescend  to  be  a  little  more  com- 
municative.  How,  and  when,  and  where  did  the  mishap 
oceur?" 

"She  foundered  on  the  southem  coast  some  time 
after  midnight  on  the  15th.  The  crew  and  passengers 
escaped  by  the  boats,  and  the  craft  went  to  pieces." 

"And  the  Kilgoffs,  how  did  they  behave  in  the 
moment  of  peril?" 

"My  Lord  seemed  insensible  to  all  around.  Lady 
Kilgoff  with  a  dignified  conrage  quite  admirable." 

"Indeed!"  said  Linton,  slowly,  while  he  fixed  his 
eyes  on  CasheFs  face,  where  an  expression  of  increased 
animation  now  displayed  itself. 

"  She  has  a  fine  generous  nature,"  continued  Cashel, 
not  heeding  the  remark.  "It  is  one  of  the  saddest 
things  to  think  of,  how  she  has  been  mated." 

"She  is  a  Peeress,"  said  Linton,  curtly. 

"And  what  of  that?  Do  your  aristocratic  distmc- 
tions  close  the  heart  against  every  high  and  noble 
sentiment,  or  can  they  compensate  for  the  absence  of 
every  tie  that  attaches  oge  to  life?  Is  not  some  poor 
Indian  girl  who  foUows  her  wild  Kanchero  husband 
through  the  dark  Valleys  of  Gruiana,  not  only  a  happier, 
but  a  better  wife  than  your  proud  Peeress?" 

Linton  shook  his  head  and  smiled,  but  did  not 
reply. 

"I'  see  how  my  cid  prejudices  shock  you,"  said 
CasbeL     "I  only  gnev^  \.o  xlfaMÄK.  \\ss^  T&a!Q:<j  ^tthem 
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bare  left  me,  for  I  am  sick  —  sick  at  heart  —  of  yonr 
gSLj  and  polished  world.  I  am  weary  of  its  double- 
dealing,  and  tired  of  its  gilded  falsehood.  Since  I 
have  been  a  rieh  man,  I  have  seen  nothing  but  the 
servile  flattery  of  sycophancy,  or  the  insidious  snares 
of  deeper  iniquity.  There  is  no  equality  for  one  like 
myself.  The  high-bom  wealthy  would  treat  me  as  a 
parvemi,  the  vulgär  rieh  only  reflect  baek  my  own 
errors  in  broader  deformity.  I  have  known  no  other 
use  of  wealth  than  to  squander  it  to  please  others;  I 
have  played  high,  and  lost  deeply;  I  have  purchased 
a  hnndred  things  simply  beeause  some  others  wished 
to  seil  them;  I  have  entertained  and  sat  among  my 
Company,  waiting  to  eatch  and  resent  the  eovert  insult 
that  men  pass  upon  such  as  me;  and  will  you  teil  me 
—  you,  who  know  the  world  well  —  that  such  a  life 
repays  one?" 

"Now,  let  me  write  the  credit  side  of  the  aecount," 
said  Linton,  laughing,  and  affecting  a  manner  of  easy 
jocularity.  "You  are  young,  healthy,  and  high-spirited, 
with  courage  for  anything,  and  more  money  than  even 
recklessness  can  get  rid  of.  You  are  the  most  populär 
fellow  among  men,  and  the  greatest  favourite  of  the 
other  sex,  going.  You  get  credit  for  everything  you 
do,  and  a  hundred  others  that  men  know  you  could, 
but  have  not  done.  You  have  warm,  attached  friends; 
I  can  answer  for  one,  at  least,  who '11  lay  down  bis  life 
for  yon."  He  paused,  expecting  some  recognition,  but 
Cashel  made  no  sign,  and  he  resumed.  "You  have 
only  to  propose  some  objeet  to  your  ambition,  whether 
it  be  rank,  place,  or  a  high  alliance,  to  feel  that  you 
are  a  favourite  with  fortune." 

^^And  18  it  hy  knowing   befoTehaiii   ftiaV.   ctqä  Ss» 

ßo/anäCasheL  //,  \0 
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sure  to  win  that  gambling  fascinates?''   said  Roland, 
slowly. 

"If  you  only  knew  how  the  dark  presage  of  failure 
deters  the  unlucky  man,  Holand,  you^d  scarce  ask  the 
question!"  rejoined  Linton,  with  an  accent  of  sorrow, 
by  which  he  hoped  to  awaken  sympathy.  The  stroke 
failed,  however,  for  Cashel  took  no  notice  of  it 

"There  goes  one  whose  philosophy  of  lifo  is  simple 
enough,*^  said  Linton,  as  he  stopped  at  a  break  in  the 
holly  hedge,  beside  which  they  were  Walking,  and 
pointed  to  Lord  Charles,  who,  mounted  on  a  blood- 
horse,  was  leading  the  way  for  a  lady,  equally  well 
carried,  over  some  sporting-looking  fences.j 

"I  say,  Jim,"  cried  Frobisher,  "let  her  go  a  little 
firee  at  them;  she^s  always  too  hot  when  you  hold  her 
back." 

"You  don't  know,  perhaps,  that  Jim  is  the  lady," 
whispered  Linton,  and  withdrawing  for  secrecy  behhid 
the  Cover  of  the  hedge.  "Jim,"  continued  Linton,  "is 
the  familiär  for  Jemima.  She^s  Meek^s  daughter,  and 
the  wildest  romp  — " 

"By  Jove!  how  well  she  cleared  it.  Here  she 
comes  back  again,"  cried  Cashel,  in  all  the  excitement 
of  a  favourite  sport. 

"That's  all  very  pretty,  Jim,"  called  out  Frobisher, 
"but  let  me  observe  it's  a  very  Brummagem  style  of 
thing  after  all.  I  want  you  to  ride  up  to  your  femce 
with  your  mare  in  hand.  Touch  her  lightly  on  the 
flank,  and  pop  her  over  quietly."  - 

"She  is  too  fiery  for  all  that,"  said  the  girl,  as  she 
held  in  the  mettlesome  animal,  and  endeavoured  to 
calm  her  by  patting  \ier  XL^ck. 

"How   graceWAy    b\l^  «v\ä  \kSt  ^sAi^?$^<^^''    ^esitoefld 
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Cashel;  and  the  praise  migbt  have  been  forgiven  from 
even  a  less  ardent  admirer  of  equestrianism ,  for  she 
was  a  yonng,  fresh-looking  girl,  with  large  hazel  eyes, 
and  a  profasion  of  bright  aubum  hair,  which  floated 
and  flaunted  in  every  graceful  wave  around  her  neck 
and  Shoulders.  She  possessed,  besides,  that  inestimable 
adyantage  as  a  rider  which  perfect  fearlessness  supplies, 
and  seemed  to  be  inspired  with  every  eager  impulse  of 
the  bounding  animal  beneath  her. 

As  Cashel  continued  to  look,  she  had  taken  the 
mare  a  canter  round  a  large  grass-field,  and  was 
evidently  endeavouring,  by  a  light  band  and  a  sooth- 
ing,  caressing  voice,  to  calm  down  her  temper;  stoop- 
ing,  as  she  went,  in  the  saddle  to  pat  the  animars 
Shoulder,  and  almost  bending  her  own  aubum  curls  to 
the  counter, 

"She  is  perfect!"  eried  Eoland,  in  a  very  ecstasy; 
"see  that,  Linton!  Mark  how  she  sways  herseif  in  her 
saddle." 

"That  comes  of  wearing  no  stays,"  said  Linton, 
drily,  as  he  proceeded  to  light  a  cigar. 

"Now  she's  at  it.  Here  she  comes!"  cried  Cashel, 
almost  breathless  with  anxiety;  for  the  mare,  chafed 
by  the  delay,  no  sooner  was  tumed  towards  the  fence 
once  more,  than  she  stretched  out  and  dashed  wildly 
at  it. 

It  was  a  moment  of  intense  interest,  for  the  speed 
was  far  too  great  to  clear  a  high  leap  with  safety;  the 
fear  was,  however,  but  momentary,  for,  with  a  tremen- 
dous  bound,  the  mare  cleared  the  fence,  and  afber  a 
couple  of  minutes'  cantering,  stood  with  bftaTrm!^  ^^»x^ß& 
and  Bwelling  nostril  beside  the  oiher  lioiae. 
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"You  öcü  my  misfortune,  I  suppose?"  said  the  girl, 
«iddrossing  FroLislier. 

"No.  Sho's  not  cut  about  the  legs?"  said  he,  as 
ho  Lent  down  in  his  saddle  and  took  a  most  searching 
surv'ey  of  the  animal. 

"No,  the  hack  is  all  right.  But  don't  you  perceive 
that  l)it  of  hlue  clotli  flaunting  yonder  on  the  hedge? 
—  that  is  jjart  of  my  habit.  See  what  a  tremendous 
rent  is  here  —  I  declare,  Charley,  it  is  scarcely  decent." 
And  to  illustratc  the  reinark,  she  wheeled  her  horse 
round  so  as  to  show  the  fiingcd  and  jagged  end  of  her 
riding-liabit,  beneath  which  a  very  finely-tumed  ankle 
and  foot  were  now  seen. 

"Then  why  don't  you  wear  trousers,  like  eveiy- 
body  eise?"  said  Frobisher,  gruffly,  and  scarce  bestow- 
ing  eveu  a  passing  glance  at  the  well-arched  instep. 

"Because  I  nevcr  get  time  to  dress  like  any  one 
eise.  You  order  me  out  like  one  of  your  Newmarket 
boys,"  replied  she,  pettishly. 

"By  Jove!  I  wish  any  one  of  them  had  got  your 
band." 

"To  say  nothing  of  the  foot,  Charley,"  said  she, 
roguishly ,  and  endeavouring  to  arrange  her  tom  drapeiy 
to  the  best  advantage. 

"No.  That  may  do  to  astonish  our  friend  Cashel, 
and  mako  *my  Lady'  jealous.  By  the  way,  Jim,  I 
don't  see  why  you  shouldn't  *  enter  for  the  plate'  as 
well  as  the  Kennyfeck  girls." 

"I  like  you  better,  Charley,"  said  she,  corvetiBg 
her  horse  and  passaging  him  altemately  from  side 
to  side. 

"This  is  the  sccond  time  to-day  I  have  played  the 
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*'and  Tfith  the  proverbial  fortune  of  the  listener  in 
both  cases/'  And  with  these  words  he  moved  on, 
leaving  Linton  i^till  standing  opposite  the  opening  of 
the  hedge.  , 

Cashel  had  not  advanced  many  paces  beneath  the 
shelter  of  the  tall  hollies,  when  Frobisher  accidentally 
caught  sight  of  Linton,  and  callcd  out,  "Ha,  Tom  — 
found  you  at  last.  Where  have  you  been  hiding  the 
whole  morning  —  you  that  should,  at  least,  represent 
OUT  host  here?" 

Linton  muttered  something,  while,  by  a  gesture,  he 
endeavoured  to  caution  Frobisher,  and  apprise  him  of 
Cashers  vicinity.  The  fretful  motion  of  his  horse, 
however,  prevented  his  seeing  the  signal,  and  he 
resumed : 

"One  of  my  people  teils  me  that  Cashel  came 
with  the  Kilgoffs  this  morning.  I  say,  Tom,  you'll 
have  to  look  sharp  in  that  quarter.  Soh,  there  —  quiet, 
Gustave  —  gently,  man." 

*'He's  too  fat,  I  think.  You  always  have  your 
cattle  too  heavy,"  said  Linton,  hoping  to  change  the 
topic. 

"He  carries  flesh  well.  But  what  is  it  I  had  to  teil 
you?  Oh,  I  remember  now  —  about  the  Yacht  Club. 
I  have  just  got  a  letter  from  Derwent,  in  which  he  says 
the  thing  is  impossible.  His  remark  is  more  true  tlian 
courteous.  He  says,  'It's  all  very  well  in  such  a  place 
as  Lreland  to  know  such  people,  but  that  it  won't  do 
in  England  —  besides  that,  if  Cashel  does  wish  to  get 
among  men  of  the  world,  he  ought  to  join  some  light 
cavalry  corps  for  a  year  or  so,  and  stand  plucking  by 
Stanhope,  and  Dashield,  and  the  lest  o5  ^^eci.  ^Y\ä'sC^ 
hrlngr  Mm  out  if  bell    only  pay  ^lanöiÄwaÄ^-     '^<^^ 
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there,  man  —  do  be  quiet,  will  you?  The  end  of  it 
is,  that  Derwent  will  not  put  bis  name  up.  I  mnst  say 
it's  a  disappointment  to  me,  but,  as  a  younger  brotber, 
I  have  only  to  smile  and  submit." 

Wbile  Lord  Charles  was  retailing  this  piece  of  in- 
formation  in  no  very  measured  tone,  and  only  inter- 
nipted  by  the  occasional  impatience  of  bis  borse,  Lin* 
ton's  eyes  were  fixed  on  Casbel,  wbo,  at  tbe  first  men- 
tion  of  bis  own  name,  increased  bis  speed,  so  as  to 
suggest  tbe  fond  bope  tbat  some,  at  least,  of  tbis  mi- 
welcome  intelligence  migbt  bave  escaped  bim. 

"You'll  bave  to  break  tbe  tbing  to  bim,  Tom," 
resumed  Lord  Cbarles.  "You  know  bim  better  than 
any  of  us,  and  bow  tbe  matter  can  be  best  toucbed 
upon." 

"Not  tbe  sligbtest  necessity  for  tbat,  wom;,"  said 
Linton,  witb  a  low,  deliberate  voice. 

"Wby  so?" 

"Because  you  bave  just  done  so  yourself.  If  you 
bad  only  paid  tbe  least  attention  to  my  signal,  you'd 
bave  Seen  tbat  Casbel  was  only  a  few  yards  in  fiont 
of  me  during  tbe  entire  of  your  agreeable  revelations.^' 

"By  Jove!"  exclaimed  Frobisber,  as  bis  bead 
dropped  forward  in  overwbelming  confusion.  "Wbat 
is  to  be  done?" 

"Eatber  difficult  to  say,  if  be  beard  all,"  said  Lin- 
ton, coolly. 

"You'd  say  it  was  a  quiz,  Tom.  Yo^j^d  pretend 
tbat  you  saw  bim  all  tbe  wbile,  and  only  did  tbe  tbing 
for  joke  sake  —  eb?" 

"Possibly  enougb  /migbt,"  replied  Linton;  "but 
you  couldn't" 

"How    very    awtwai^^  X.^  'V^'s^  «qckäV^    «siStasosfid 
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Frobislier.  "I  say,  Jim,  I  wisli  you*d  make  up  to 
Cashel  a  bit,  and  get  us  out  of  this  scrape.  There's 
Tom  ready  to  aid  and  abet  you,  if  only  to  take  him 
out  of  the  Kilgoffs'  way." 

"There  never  was  a  more  propitious  moment,  Miss 
Meek,"  said  Linton,  passing  througb  tbe  bedge,  and 
approacbing  close  to  ber.  "He's  a  great  prize  —  tbe 
best  estate  in  Irelaad." 

"Tbe  nicest  stable  of  borses  in  tbe  wbole  country/' 
ecboed  Frobisber. 

"A  good-looking  fellow,  too;  only  wanting  a  litüe 
training  to  make  presentable  anywbere." 

"Tbat  wbite  barb,  witb  tbe  flea-bitten  flank,  would 
carry  you  to  perfection,  Jim." 

"Hell  be  a  Peer  one  of  tbese  days,  if  be  is  only 
patient  enougb  not  to  commit  bimself  in  politics." 

"And  sucb  a  bunting-country  for  you,"  said  Fro- 
bisber, in  ecstasy. 

"I  teil  you  I  don't  care  for  bim;  I  never  did,"  said 
tbe  girl,  as  a  flusb  of  balfangry  meaning  coloured  ber 
almost  cbildisb  features. 

"But  don't  you  care  to  be  mistress  of  fifteen  ibou- 
sand  a  year,  and  tbe  flnest  stud  in  Ireland?" 

"Maybap  a  Countess,"  said  Linton,  quietly,  "Your 
papa  would  soon  manage  tbat." 

"  I'd  ratber  be  mistress  of  myself ,  and  tbis  brown 
mare,  'Joan,'  bere,  tbat's  all  I  know;  and  TU  bave 
notbing  to  do  witb  any  of  your  plots  and  scbemes," 
said  sbe,  in  a  voice  wbose  utterance  wail  tbat  of 
emotion. 

"Tbafs  it,"  said  Frobisber,  in  a  low  tone  to  Lin- 
ton; "tbere's  no  getting  tbem,  at  tbat  age^  mtk  %»^«tr 
ticle  oi  hrams, " 
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"They  make  up  surprisingly  for  it  afterwards," 
replied  Linton,  drily. 

"So  yoii'll  not  consent,  Jim?"  said  Frobisher,  in  a 
half-coaxing  manncr  to  the  young  girl,  who,  with 
averted  head,  sat  in  mingled  sorrow  and  displeasure. 
"Well,  don't  be  pettish  about  it;  I'm  sure  I  thougbt  it 
very  generous  in  me,  considering  — " 

She  looked  round  at  tbis  moment,   and  ber  large 
"eyes  were  bent  upon  bim  witb  a  look  wbicb  tbeir  very 
tcars  made  passionately  meaning. 

"Considering  wbat  a  neat  finger  you  bave  on  a 
young  horse,"  said  he;  and  sbe  turned  abruptly  away, 
and,  as  if  to  bide  her  emotion,  spurred  her  mare  into 
a  bounding  canter. 

"Take  care,  Charley;  take  care  wbat  you're  doing,*' 
said  Linton,  with  a  look  of  consummate  sbrewdness. 

Frobisher  looked  after  ber  for  a  minute  or  two,  and 
then  seemed  to  drop  into  a  reverie,  for  be  made  no 
reply  whatever. 

"Let  the  matter  stop  wbere  it  is,"  said  Linton, 
quietly,  as  if  reply ing  to  some  acknowledgment  of  the 
other;  "let  it  stop  there,  I  say,  and  one  of  these  days, 
wben  she  maiTies  —  as  she  unquestionably  will  do, 
through  Papa  Downie's  means ,  somebody  of  influence, 
she'll  be  a  steadfast  warm  friend,  never  forgetting  — 
nor  ever  wishing  to  forget  her  childhood's  companion. 
Go  a  little  further,  however,  and  you'U  just  bave  an 
equally  determined  enemy.  I  know  a  little  of  both 
sides  of  the  question,"  added  he,  meditatively,  "and  it 
needs  slight  reflection  which  to  prefer." 

"How  are  you  going  to  amuse  us  bere,  Mr.  Linton?" 

Said  she,  cantering  up  at  this  moment,  "for  it  seems  to 

w<^,  as  cid  Lord  KilgoÄ  s^^^^  ^^"5*2^  ^^  «x^Vää  ^a  bave 
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a  veiy  dull  house.  People  aie  orderiiig  dinner  for 
their  own  small  parties  as  unsocial ly  as  though  they 
were  at  the  Crown  Inn,  at  Brighton." 

"Yes,  by-the-by,"  said  Frobisher,  "I  want  to  ask 
you  about  that.  Don't  you  think  it  were  better  to 
dash  a  little  bit  of  *communism'  tlirough  your  admini- 
stration?" 

"I  intend  to  send  in  my  resignation  as  Premier, 
now  that  tbe  head  of  the  State  has  arrived,"  said  Lin- 
ton,  smiling  dubiously. 

"I  pereeive,"  said  Frobisher,  shrewdly,  "you  expect 
that  the  govemment  will  go  to  pieces,  if  you  leave  it" 

"The  truth  is,  Charley,"  said  he,  dropping  his 
voice  to  a  low  whisper,  and  leaning  his  band  on  the 
horse^s  mane,  "our  friend  Eoland  is  rather  too  fax  in 
the  category  *Savage'  for  long  endurance.  He  grows 
capricious  and  self-opinionated.  The  thin  plating  comes 
off  and  shows  the  Biiccancer  at  every  slight  abrasion." 

"What  of  that?"  said  Frobisher,  languidly.  "His 
book  on  Coutts's  is  unexceptionable.  Come,  Tom,  you 
are  the  only  man  here  who  has  a  head  for  these 
things.     Do  exert  yourself  and  set  something  a-going." 

"Well,  what  shall  it  be?"  said  he,  gaily.  "Shall 
we  get  the  country-people  together,  and  have  hack 
races?  —  shall  we  assemble  the  squires,  and  have  a 
ball?  —  shall  we  start  private  theatricals?  What  says 
Miss  Meek?" 

"I  vote  for  all  three.  Pray  do,  Mr.  Linton,  you, 
who  are  so  clever,  and  can  do  every thing,  make  us 
gay.  If  we  only  go  on,  as  we  have  begun,  the  house 
will  be  Üke  a  model  prison  —  on  the  separate  and  silent 
System." 

^^As  jrou  wjsh  it/'  said  Linton,  toVin^  V\\!t\  ^ä- 
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sumed  gallantrj;  "and  now  to  wörk  at  once."  So  saying, 
he  turned  towards  the  house,  the  others  riding  at  either 
side  of  him. 

"What  shall  we  do  about  Derwent's  letter,  Tom?" 
asked  Frobisher. 

"Never  speak  of  it;  the  chances  are  that  he  has 
heard  enough  to  satisfy  the  most  gluttonous  cnriosity. 
Besides,  he  has  lost  his  yacht."  Here  he  dropped  Ms 
voice  to  a  low  muttering,  as  he  said,  "And,  may  soon 
have  a  heavier  lossl" 

"Is  his  pace  too  fast?"  said  Frobisher,  who  caught 
up  the  meaning,  althongh  not  the  words. 

Linton  made  no  reply,  fbr  his  thoughts  were  on 
another  track;  then  suddenly  catching  himself,  he  said^ 
"Come,  and  let  us  have  a  look  at  the  stables.  IVe  not 
Seen  onr  stud  yet."  And  they  tumed  off  from  the  main 
approach  and  entered  the  wood  once  more. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

And  at  last  they  find  out  to  their  greatest  sarprise, 
That  *ti8  easier  far  to  be  **merry  than  wise.'* 

BeI.I.*8  I1CA.OB8. 

"Hebe  is  Mr.  Cashel;  here  he  is!"  exclaimed  a 
number  of  voices,  as  Eoland,  with  a  heart  füll  of 
indignant  anger,  ascended  the  terrace  upon  which  the 
great  drawing-room  opened,  and  at  every  window  of 
which  stood  groups  of  his  gay  Company.  Cashel 
looked  up,  and  beheld  the  crowd  of  pleased  faces 
wreathed  into  smiles  of  gracious  welcome,  and  then  he 
suddenly  remembered  that  it  was  he  who  had  invited 
all  that  brilliant  assemblage;  that,  for  himj  all  those 
winumg    graces  'weift  aaswHi^^'^  «cÄl  ""öössii.  Ux,  ^looxuj 
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thoughts,  and  gloomier  looks,  were  but  a  sony  reception 
to  offer  them. 

With  a'bold  effort,  then,  to  shake  off  the  load  that 
oppressed  him,  he  approached  one  of  the  Windows,  where 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck  and  her  two  daughters  were  standing, 
with  a  considerable  sprinkling  of  young  dragoons 
around  them. 

"We  are  not  to  let  you  in,  Mr.  Cashel,"  said 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  from  within.  **  There  has  been.  a  vote 
of  the  house  against  your  admission.^^ 

"Not,  surely,  to  condemn  me  unheard,"  said  Koland; 
"I  might  even  say,  unaccused." 

"How  so?"  cried  Miss  Kennyfeck-,  "is  not  yonr 
present  position  your  accusation?  Why  are  you  there, 
while  we  are  here?" 

"I  went  out  for  a  walk,  and  lost  myself  in  the 
woods." 

"What  does  he  say,  my  dear,"  said  Aunt  Fanny, 
fearful  of  losing  a  word  of  the  dialogue. 

"That  he  lost  himself,  Madam,"  said  one  of  the 
dragoons,  drily. 

"So,  indeed,  we  heard,  Sir,"  said  the  maiden  lady, 
piteously;  "but  I  may  say  I  foresaw  it  all." 

"You  are  an  old  fool,  and,  worse  still,  every  one 
sees  it,"  whispered  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  in  an  accent  that 
there  was  no  mistaking,  although  only  a  whisper. 

"  We  considered  that  you  had  abdicated,  Mr.  Cashel," 
Said  Mrs.  White,  who  having  in  vain  waited  for  Eoland 
to  approach  the  window  she  occupied,  was  fain  at  last 
to  join  the  others,  "and  we  were  debating  on  what 
form  of  Government  to  adopt  —  a  Presidency,  with 
Mr,  Linton  — " 

•"J  Bee  you  are  no  Legitimist "  sUly  leiaaxVftÖLlB^^ 
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Kenuyfeck.     But  tlie  other  went  on,  "Or  an  open  De- 
mocracy." 

"I'm  for  that,"  said  a  joUy-looking  cavalry  Captain. 
"Pray,  Miss  Olivia  Kennyfeck,  vote  for  it  too.  I  should 
like  nothing  so  much  as  a  little  fratemising." 

*'I  have  a  better  Suggestion  than  either,"  said  Ro- 
land, gaily;  *'but  you  must  admit  me  ere  I  make  it." 

"A  deviee  of  tlie  enemy,"  called  out  Mrs.  White; 
"he  wants  to  secure  his  own  retum  to  power." 

"Nay,  on  honour,"  said  he,  solemnly;  "I  shall 
descend  to  the  rank  of  the  humblest  Citizen,  if  my  ad  vice 
be  acceded  to,  —  to  the  humblest  subject  of  the  realm." 

"Ye  maunna  open  the  window.  Leddy  Janet  has 
the  rheumatics  a'  dandering  aboot  her  back  a'  the 
morning,"  said  Sir  Andrew,  approaching  the  group; 
and  then  tuming  to  Cashel,  said, 

"Glad  to  see  ye,  Sir;  very  glad,  indeed;  tho'  like 
Prince  Charlie,  you're  on  the  wrang  side  o'  the  wa'." 

"Dear  me!"  sighed  Meek,  lifting  his  eyes  from  the 
newspaper,  and  assuming  that  softly  compassionate  tone 
in  which  he  always  delivered  the  most  common-place 
sentiments,  "how  shocking,  to  keep  you  out  of  your 
own  house,  and  the  air  quite  damp!  l)o  pray  be  care- 
ful  and  change  your  clothes  before  you  come  in  here." 
Then  he  finished  in  a  whisper  to  Lady  Janet,  "One 
ncver  gets  through  a  country  visit  without  a  cold." 

"lipon  my  word,  Pll  let  him  in,"  said  Aunt  Fanny, 
with  a  native  richness  of  accent  that  made  her  fair 
nieces  blush. 

"At  last!"   said  Cashel,   as   he   ontered  the  room, 
and  proceeded  to   salute  the  Company,  with  many  of 
wbom  be  had  but  t\ie  ^^xy  ^\^\ää\.  ^^^i^MsssjiMssÄj^  —  <s^^ 
ßome  be  did  not  eveu  vemeTci^öet  xJ^a  T^«sasÄ, 
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The  genial  warmth  of  bis  character^  soon  compcllod 
n  to  feel  heartily  what  he  had  begiin  by  feigning, 
d  he  bade  them  welcome  with  a  cordiality  that  spread 
kindly  influence  over  all. 

"I  see,"  Said  he,  after  some  minutes,  "Lady  Kilgoff 
s  not  joined  \xa ;  but  her  fatigue  has  been  very  great." 

"They  say  my  Lord's  clean  daft,"  said  Sir  Andrew. 

"Oh,  no,  Sir  Andrew,"  rejoined  Koland;  "our  mis- 
iaine  has  shaken  bis  nerves  a  good  deal,  but  a  few 
ys'  rest  and  quiet  will  restore  him." 

"He  was  na  ower  wise  at  the  best,  puir  man," 
fhed  the  veteran,  as  he  moved  away. 

"Her  Ladyship  was  quite  a  heroine  —  isn't  that 
?"  said  Lady  Janet,  tartly. 

"She  held  the  rudder,  or  did  something  with  the 
mpass,  I  heard,"  simpered  a  young  lady  in  long 
xen  ringlets. 

Cashel  smiled,  but  made  no  answer. 

"Oh  dear,"  sighed  Meek,  "and  there  was  a  dog 
at  swam  —  or  was  it  you  that  swam  ashore  with  a 
pe  in  your  mouth?" 

"I  grieve  to  say,  neither  man  nor  dog  performed 
e  achievement." 

"And  it  would  appear  that  the  horrid  wretch  — 
hat's  bis  name?"  asked  Mrs.  White  of  her  £riend  Howle. 

"Whose  name,  Madam?" 

"The  man  —  the  dreadful  man,  who  planned  it  all. 
ck  —  Sickamore  —  no,  not  Sickamore  — " 

"Sickleton,  perhaps,"  said  Cashel,  strangely*piizzled 
make  out  what  was  Coming. 

"Yes,   Sickleton  had  actually  done  the  veiy  same 
ingr  twice  hefore,  just  to  get  possesBioü  o^  ^<^  xv^ 
te  and  all  the  tbinga  on  board " 
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"This  is  too  bad,"  cried  Cashel,  indignantly; 
"really,  Madam,  you  must  pardon  my  wannth,  if  it 
even  verges  on  rudeness;  but  the  genüeman  wbose 
name  you  have  associated  ynth  such  iniquitous  suspi- 
cions  saved  all  our  lives." 

"That's  what  I  like  in  him  better  than  all,"  wbispered 
Aunt  Fanny  to  Olivia;  "he  Stands  by  his  Mends  like 
a  trump." 

"You  have  compelled  me,"  resumed  Cashel,  "to 
speak  of  what  really  I  had  much  rather  forget;  but  I 
shall  insist  upon  your  patience  now  for  a  few  minut^, 
simply  to  rectify  any  error  which  may  prevail  upon 
this  affair." 

With  this  brief  prelude,  Cashel  commeneed  a  nät- 
rative  of  the  voyage  from  the  evening  of  the  departure 
from  Eangstown  to  the  moment  of  the  vesseFs  sinking 
off  the  south  coast. 

If  most  of  his  auditors  only  listened  as  to  an  inte^ 
esting  anecdote,  to  others  the  story  had  a  deeper 
meaning.  The  Kennyfecks  were  longing  to  leam  how 
the  excursion  originated,  and  whether  Lady  Kilgoff'fl 
presence  had  been  a  prearranged  plan,  or  a  mere  ao- 
cidental  occurrence. 

"Airs  not  lost  yet,  Livy,"  whispered  Miss  Kenny- 
feck  in  her  sister's  ear.  "I  give  you  joy,"  while  » 
significant  nod  from  Aunt  Fanny  seemed  to  divine  the 
sentiment  and  agree  with  it. 

"And  I  suppose  ye  had  na  the  vessel  insured?*' 
Said  Sir  Andrew,  at  the  close  of  the  narrative;  "what  a 
sair  thing  to  think  o'." 

"Oh  dear,  yes,  to  be  sure!"  ejaculated  Meek,  pite- 
ously»  "and  the  co\i,  «».lA  ^<i  ^^njosjl^^  ^ai^the  rest  of 
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it!  for  of  course  you  mnst  have  met  few  comforts  in 
that  miserable  fishing-hut.^' 

"How  picturesque  it  must  have  been,"  interposed 
Mrs.  White;  "and  what  a  pity  you  had  no  means  of 
having  a  drawing  made  of  it.  The  scene  at  the  mo- 
ment  of  the  yacht  striking  —  the  despair-struck  sea- 
men  — " 

"Pardon  me,  Madam,  for  destroying  even  a  particle 
of 'so  ingenious  a  fancy;  bnt  the  men  evinced  nothing 
of  the  kind;  they  behaved  well,  and  with  the  calmest 
steadiness." 

"It  is  scarcely  too  late  yet,"  resumed  the  lady, 
nnabashed;  "if  you  would  just  describe  it  all  carefdlly 
to  Mr.  Ho  wie,  he  could  make  a  sketch  in  oils  oue 
would  swear  was  taken  on  the  spot" 

"Quite  impossible  —  out  of  the  question,"  said 
Howle,  who  was  always  ashamed  at  the  absurdities 
which  compromised  himself,  although  keenly  alive  to 
those  which  involved  his  neighbours. 

"We  have  heard  much  of  Lady  KilgofTs  courage 
and  presence  of  mind,"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  retuming 
to  a  theme  by  which  she  calculated  on  exploring  into 
Cashers  sentiments  toward  that  lady.  "Were  they  in- 
deed  so  conspicuous?" 

"Can  you  doubt  it,  Madam?"  said  Lady  Janet, 
tardy;  "she  gave  the  most  unequivocal  proof  of  both 
—  she  remembered  her  husband!" 

The  tartness  of  this  impertinent  speech  was  in- 
finitely  increased  by  the  voice  and  manner  of  the 
Speaker,  and  a  half-suppressed  titter  ran  through  the 
room,  Cashel  alone,  of  all,  feeling  annoyed  and  angry. 
Aunt  Fanny,  always  less  occupied  with  bAi^\i  >^^xl 
her  neighbours,  qnickly  saw  his  initatiLOix^  «aüSi  x^%c^^^ 
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to  chanp;e  a  topic  wliich  more  than  once  had  verged  on 
daiipor. 

"And  now,  Mr.  Caslicl,"  said  she,  "let  us  not  forget 
tlie  |)led<re  on  wliich  we  admitted  you." 

"Quito  ri^ht,"  exclaimed  Eoland;  "I  promised  a 
ßiigf?i*stion-,  hero  it  is  — " 

** Pardon  me  for  interrupting/'  said  Miss  Kenny- 
feck;  "])ut  in  what  capacity  do  you  make  this  Sug- 
gestion? Are  you  still  King,  or  have  you  abdicated?" 

"Abdicated  in  all  form,"  replied  Eoland,  bowing 
with  woU-assuraed  Immility;  "as  simple  Citizen  I  pro- 
pose  that  we  elect  a  *  Queen,'  to  rule  despotically  in  all 
tliings;  uncontrolled  and  irresponsible." 

"Oh,  delightful!  admirable!"  exclaimed  a  number 
of  voices,  among  wliich  all  tlie  men  and  the  younger 
ladies  niiglit  be  heard:  Lady  Janet  and  Mrs.  Kenny- 
feck,  and  a  few  others  "of  the  senior  Service,"  as  Mr. 
Linton  would  have  called  them,  seeming  to  canvass 
the  motion  with  more  cautious  reserve. 

"As  it  is  to  be  an  clective  monarchy,  Sir,"  said 
Lady  Janet,  with  a  shrewd  glance  over  all  the  possible  can- 
didates,  "how  do  you  proposethe  choice  istobemade?" 

"That  is  to  bo  for  after  consideration,"  replied  Ro- 
land; "wc  may  have  universal  suffrage  and  the  balloi" 

"No,  no,  by  Jove!"  exclaimed  Sir  Harvey  Upton; 
"we  must  not  enter  upon  our  new  reign  by  a  rebellion. 
Let  only  the  men  vote." 

"How  gallant!"  said  Miss  Kennyfeck,  sneeringly; 
while  a  chorus  of  "How  unfair!"  "How  ungenercra»!'* 
went  through  the  room. 

"What  say  ye  to  the  plan  they  hae  wiMhe  Pope?" 
ß&id  Sir  Andrew,  gimmii^  T£i^<s\o\i»ly;  "tak'  the  aoldest 
o'  the  Company." 
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This  snggestion  caused  a  langh,  in  which  certain 
►arties  did-  not  join  over-heartily.  Just  at  this  moment 
lie  door  opened,  and  Lord  KilgofiP,  leaning  on  the  arm 
f  two  seryants,  entered.  He  was  deathly  pale,  and 
eemed  several  years  older;  but  bis  face  had  acquired 
ometbing  of  its  wonted  expression;  and  it  was  witb  a 
ad,  but  courteous  smile,  be  retumed  tbe  salutations  of 
lie  Company. 

"Glad  to  see  you  amongst  us,  my  Lord,"  said 
/asbel,  as  be  placed  an  arm-cbair,  and  assisted  tbe  old 
lan  to  bis  seat.  "I  bave  just  been  telling  my  friends 
hat  our  country  air  and  quiet  will  speedily  restore 

DU." 

"Tbank  you  very  much,  Sir,"  said  be,  taking 
lasbePs  band.  "We  are  botb  greatly  indebted  to  your 
indness,  nor  can  we  indeed  ever  bope  to  repay  it." 

"Make  bim  a  receiver  on  tbe  estate,  tben,'*  wbispered 
iady  Janet  in  Miss  Kennyfeck's  ear,  "and  be'U  soon 
ay  bimself." 

"Teil  my  Lord  about  our  newly  intended  govem- 
lent,  Mr.  Casbel,"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck;  **I'm  sure  it 
"ill  amuse  bim."  And  Casbel,  more  in  obedience  to 
le  request,  tb/m  from  any  conviction  of  its  prudence, 
roceeded  to  obey.  One  word  only,  bowever,  seemed 
>  fix  itself  on  tbe  old  man's  memory.  "Queen!  Queen!" 
»peated  be  several  times  to  bimself. 

"Ob,  indeed,  you  expect  ber  Majesty  will  bonour 
>u  witb  a  Visit,  Sir?" 

Casbel  endeavoured  to  correct  tbe  misconception, 
it  to  no  purpose,  tbe  feeble  intelligence  could  not 
linquisb  its  grasp  so  easily,  and  be  went  on  in  a  low 
ntteriDg  tone, 

''Ladjr  Kilgoff  is  the  only  Peexeaa  \iV5t^>  ^^^  ''^ 

'a»ä  Cashel,  lA  ,  W 
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member  that;  you  shonld  speak  to  lier  abont  it,  Mr. 
CasheL" 

^'I  hope  we  are  soon  to  have  the  pleasme  of  seeing 
Ladj  Kilgoff,  mj  Lord/*  whispered  Cafihel,  half  to 
concnr  with ,  half  to  tarn  the  course  of  conrersation. 

**She  will  be  here  presently,"  said  he,  somewlist 
stiffly,  as  if  some  unpleasant  recollection  was  passmg 
throngh  his  mind;  and  Cashel  tumed  away  to  speak 
with  the  others,  who  eagerly  awaited  to  resnine  the 
interrupted  conversation. 

"Your  plan,  Mr.  Cashel;  we  are  dying  to  hear  it,** 
cried  one. 

"Oh,  by  all  means;  how  are  we  to  elect  the 
Queen?"  said  another. 

"What  say  you  to  a  lottery?"  said  he,  "or  some- 
thing  equally  the  upshot  of  chance.  For  instanoe,  let 
the  first  lady  who  enters  the  room  be  Queen." 

"Very  good,  indeed,"  said  Lady  Janet,  aloud;  then 
added  in  a  whisper,  '^I  see  that  old  Mrs.  Malone  with 
her  husband  toddling  up  the  avenue  this  instant" 

"Olivia,  my  love,"  whispered  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  to 
her  daughter,  "fetch  me  my  work  here,  and  don't  be  « 
moment  away,  child.  He^s  so  amusing!"  And  the 
young  lady  glided  unseen  from  the  room  at  her  "Mmt 
ma^s  bidding.  After  a  shbrt  but  animated  converaatioii, 
it  was  deeided  that  this  mode  of  choice  shonld  be 
adopted ;  and  now  all  stood  in  anxious  expectancy  to 
see  who  first  should  enter.  At  last  footstepe  were  heard 
approaching,  and  the  interest  rose  higher, 

"Leddy  Janet  was  right,"   said  Sir  Andrew,  wi& 
a  grin;  "ye'll  hae  Mrs.  Malone  for  your  SoTereiga»  I 
ien  her  step  "weeL*^ 
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"By  Jove!"  cried  Upton,  "PH  dispute  the  succes- 
sion;  that  would  never  do." 

"Tbat's  a  lighter  tread  and  a  faster,"  said  Cashel, 
listening. 

"There  are  two  coming,"  cried  Mrs.  White;  "I 
hear  voices;  how  are  we  then  to  decide?" 

There  was  no  time  to  canvass  this  knotty  point, 
when  a  hand  was  heard  upon  the  door-handle;  it 
tamed,  and  just  as  the  door  moved,  a  sound  of  feet 
upon  the  terrace  without  —  running  at  füll  speed  — 
tumed  every  eye  in  that  direction,  and  the  same  instant 
Miss  Meek  sprang  into  the  room  through  the  window, 
while  Lord  Charles  and  Linton  hurried  after  her,  at  the 
same  moment  that  Lady  Kilgoff,  followed  by  Olivia 
Kennyfeck,  entered  by  the  door. 

Miss  Meek's  appearance  might  have  astonished  the 
Company,  had  even  her  entree  been  more  ceremonious, 
for  she  was  without  hat,  her  hair  falling  in  long 
dishevelled  masses  about  her  Shoulders,  and  her  riding- 
habit,  tom  and  ragged,  was  carried  over  one  arm,  with 
a  freedom  much  more  in  accordance  with  speed  than 
grace. 

"Beat  by  two  lengths,  Charley,"  cried  she,  in  a 
joyous,  merry  laugh;  "beat  in  a  canter  —  Mr.  Linton 
nowhere." 

"Oh  dear  me,  what  is  all  this,  Jemima  love?" 
softly  sighed  her  bland  Papa-,  "youVe  not  been  riding, 
I  hope?" 

"Schooling  a  bit  with  Carley,  Pa,  and  as  we  left 
the  nags  at  the  stable,  they  challenged  me  to  a  race 
home;  I  don't  think  they'll  do  it  again.  Do  look  how 
they're  blown." 

Seme  of  the  Company  laughed  gooÖLAwxmovÄ^^^  ^ 

1\* 
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the  girlish  gaiety  of  the  scene.  Others,  among  whom, 
it  is  sad  to  say,  were  many  of  the  younger  ladies,  made 
significant  signs  of  being  shocked  by  the  indecomm, 
and  gathered  in  groups  to  canvass  the  papa^s  indiffer- 
ence  and  the  daughter's  indelicacy.  Meanwhile  Cashel 
had  been  completely  occupied  with  Lady  Ejlgoff, 
making  the  usual  inquiries  regarding  fatigue  and  rest, 
but  in  a  manner  that  bespoke  all  his  interest  in  a 
favoured  guest. 

"Are  you  aware  to  what  high  destiny  the  Fates 
have  called  you?"  said  he,  laughing.  "Some  attain 
fortune  by  being  first  to  seek  her  —  you^  on  the 
contrary,  win  by  dallying.  We  had  decided,  a  few 
moments  before  you  came  in,  that  the  first  lady  who 
entered  should  be  the  Queen  of  our  party  —  this  lot 
is  yours." 

"I  heg  to  correct  you,  Mr.  Cashel,"  cried  Lady 
Janet,  smartly,  "Miss  Meek  entered  before  her  Lady- 
ship." 

"Oh,  yes!  Certainly!  Without  a  doubt!"  re- 
sounded  from  the  whole  Company,  who  were  not  sony 
to  confer  their  suffrages  on  the  madcap  girl  rather  than 
on  the  fashionable  beauty. 

"How  distressing!"  sighed  Mr.  Meek.  "Oh,  deai! 
I  hope  this  is  not  so  —  nay,  I'm  sure,  Matilda,  it  can- 
not  be  the  case." 

"  You're  thinking  of  George  Colman,  Meek  —  I  see 
you  are,"  cried  Linton. 

"No,  indfeed  —  no,  upon  my  honour  —  what  was 
it  about  Colman?" 

"The  Story  is  everybody's  story.     The  Prince  in- 

sisted  once  that  George  was  his  senior,   and  George 

cnly  corrected  him  ot  ^\\s  tkäXäJkä  Vj  ^-«^m^  that  *He 
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could  not  possibly  have  had  the  rudeness  to  enter  the 
World  before  bis  Koyal  Higbness/  " 

"Ah!  yes  —  very  true  —  so  it  was,"  sigbed  Meek, 
wbo  affected  not  to  perceive  the  covert  sneer  at  bis 
assumed  courtesy. 

Wbile,  tberefore,  tbe  party  gatbered  aronnd  Casbel, 
witb  eager  assurance  of  Miss  Meek's  precedence,  Lady 
Balgoff,  rising,  crossed  tbe  room  to  wbere  tbat  young 
lady  was  standing,  and  graceftilly  arranging  ber  loose- 
flowing  ringlets  into  a  knot  at  the  back  of  tbe  bead, 
fastened  them  by  a  splendid  comb  which  she  took  from 
her  own,  and  wbose  top  was  fasbioned  into  a  band- 
some  Coronet  of  gold,  saying,  "The  question  of  legiti- 
macy  is  solyed  for  ever  —  tbe  Pretender  yields  her 
crown  to  tbe  true  Sovereign." 

The  gracefulness  and  tact  of  this  sudden  movement 
called  forth  tbe  wannest  acknowledgments  of  all,  save 
Lady  Janet,  wbo  wbispered:  "Miss  Kennyfeck,  it 
is  pretty  clear,  I  fancy,  wbo  is  to  pay  for  the  crown 
jewels ! " 

"Am  I  really  tbe  Queen?"  cried  the  young  girl, 
half  wild  witb  delight. 

"Most  assuredly,  Madam,"  said  Linton,  kissing  her 
band  in  deep  reverence.  "I  beg  to  be  first  to  tender 
my  homage." 

"Tbat's  so  like  bim!"  cried  she,  laughing;  "but 
you  shall  be  no  officer  of  mine.  Wbere's  Cbarley?  I 
want  to  make  bim  Master  of  the  Buckbounds,  if  there 
be  buckbounds." 

"Will  you  not  appoint  your  ladies  first,  Madam?" 
Said  Lady  Janet;  "or,  are  your  preferences  for  the 
other  sex  to  leave  us  quite  forgotten?" 

"J?ö  all  o£  jrou,  everything  you  pVeaa^^''  iä^^yqrä. 
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die  childisli  meny  voice,  "with  Charley.  Frobiilier  fer 
Master  of  the  Horse." 

"Linton  for  Master  of  the  Eerels,"  said  some  one. 

"Agreed,"  said  she. 

"Mr.  Cashel  had  better  be  First  Lord  of  the  Troa- 
sury,  I  suspect,"  said  Lady  Janet,  snappishly,  "if  the 
Administration  is  to  last/^ 

"And  if  ye  aVays  wear  drapery  o'  this  fashion,' 
said  Sir  Andrew,  taking  up  the  tom  fragment  of  her 
riding-habit  as  he  spoke,  "I  mann  say,  that  the  Mistress 
of  the  Eobes  will  na  be  a  sinecure." 

"Will  any  one  teil  me  what  are  my  powers?"  said 
she,  sitting  down  with  an  air  of  mock  dignity. 

"Will  any  one  dare  to  say  what  they  are  not?" 
responded  Cashel. 

"Have  I  unlimited  command  in  everything?" 

"In  everything,  Madam;  I,  and  all  mine,  are  at 
your  Orders  " 

"  That's  what  the  farce  will  end  in,"  whispered  Lady 
Janet  to  Mrs.  Kennyfeck. 

"Well,  then,  to  begin.  The  Court  will  dine  with 
US  to-day  —  to-morrow  we  will  hunt  in  our  royal 
forest  —  our  private  band  —  have  we  a  private  band, 
Mr.  Linton?" 

"Certainly,  your  Majesty;  so  private  as  to  be  almost 
undiscoverable." 

"Then  our  private  band  will  perfonn  in  the  even- 
ing;  perhaps,  too,  we  shall  dance.  Bemember,  my 
Lords  and  Ladies,  we  are  a  young  Sovereign,  who 
loves  pleasure,  and  that  a  sad  face,  or  a  moomfiil  one,  is 
treasoü  to  our  persona  coma  forward  now,  and  let  ns 
name  our  houselioliL^^ 
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high-spirited  girl,  in  whose  meny  mood  even  the  least 
disposed  were  drawn  to  participate,  Linton  approached 
Lady  Eilgoff,  who  had  seated  herseif  near  a  window, 
and  was  affecting  to  arrange  a  frame  of  embroidery,  on 
which  she  rarely  bestowed  a  moment^s  labonr. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

ril  make  her  brew  the  beverage  herseif, 
With  her  own  fingera  stir  the  cup, 
And  know  Uis  poison  as  «he  drink«  it. 

Haroud. 

Had  Linton  been  about  to  renew  an  acquaintance 
with  one  he  had  scarcely  known  before,  and  who  might 
possibly  have  ceased  to  remember  him,  his  manner 
could  not  have  been  more  studiously  diffident  and  re- 
8pectful. 

"I  rejoice  to  see  your  Ladyship  here,"  said  he,  in 
a  low,  deliberate  voice;  "where,  on  the  last  time  we 
spoke  together,  you  seemed  uncertain  of  coming.^^ 

"Very  true,  Mr.  Linton,"  said  she,  not  looking  np 
from  her  work;  "my  Lord  had  not  fully  made  up  his 
mind.^^ 

"Say,  rather,  your  Ladyship  had  changed  yours," 
said  he,  with  a  cold  smile;  "a  privilege  you  are  not 
wont  to  deny  yourself." 

"I  might  have  exercised  it  oftener  in  life  with 
advantage,"  replied  she,  still  holding  her  head  bent 
over  the  embroidery  frame. 

^^Don^t  you  think  that  yoi^*  Ladyship  and  I  are 
cid  friends  enough  to  speak  without  inuendo?" 

^*If  we  speak  at  all,"  said  she,  with  -a  lo^  Vsr^  <^j&x&. 
accent. 
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"True,  that  is  to  be  thought  of,"  rejoined  he,  with 
an  unmoved  quietude  of  voice.  "Being  in  a  manner 
prepared  for  a  change  in  your  Ladyship^s  sentiments 
towards  me  — " 

"Sir!"  Said  she,  intermpting,  and  as  suddenlj 
raising  her  face,  which  was  now  covered  with  a  deep 
blush. 

"I  trust  I  have  said  nothing  to  provoke  reproof," 
Said  Linton,  coldly.  "Your  Ladyship  is  well  aware  if 
my  words  be  not  true.  I  repeat  it,  then  —  your  senti- 
ments are  changed  towards  me,  or  —  the  alteration  is 
not  of  my  choosing  —  I  was  deceived  in  the  expression 
of  them,  when  last  we  met." 

"It  may  suit  your  purpose,  Sir,  but  it  can  scarcelj 
conform  to  the  generosity  of  a  gentleman,  to  taunt  me 
with  acceding  to  your  request  for  a  meeting.  If  any 
other  weakness  can  be  alleged  against  me,  pray  let  me 
hear  it." 

"When  we  last  met,"  said  Linton,  in  a  voice  of 
lower  and  deeper  meaning  than  before,  "we  did  so  that 
/might  speak,  and  you  hear,  the  avowal  of  a  passion 
which  for  years  has  filled  my  heart  —  against  which  I 
have  struggled  and  fought  in  vain  —  to  stifle  which  I 
have  plunged'into  dissipations  that  I  detested,  and 
foUowed  ambitions  I  despised  —  to  obliterate  all 
memory  of  which,  I  would  stoop  to  crime  itself,  rather 
than  suffer  on  in  the  hopeless  misery  I  must  do." 

"I  will  hear  no  more  of  this,"  said  she,  pashing 
back  the  work-table,  and  preparing  to  rise. 

"You  must,  and  you  shall  hear  me,  Madam,"  said 
he,  replacing  the  table  and  affecting  to  arrange  it  for 
her.     "I  conclude  you  do  not  wish  this  amiable  com- 
panjr  to  arbitrate  betweeu  ua?"' 
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1,  Sir!  is  it  thus  you  threaten  me?" 

m  phould  say  promise,   Madam.     There  can  be 

at  where  a  common  ruin  impends  on  all   con- 

)  what  end  allthis,  Mr.Linton?"  saidshe.  "You 
2annot  expect  from  me  any  retum  to  a  feeliog 
if  it  once  existed ,  you  yourself  were  the  means 
Dting  for  ever.  Even  you  could  scarcely  be  un- 
s  enough  to  persecute  one  for  whose  misery 
re  done  already  too  much." 
ill  you  accept  my  arm  for  half  an  hour?"  cried 
irrupting.  "I  pledge  myself  it  shall  be  the  Icust 
either  make  such  a  request,  or  even  allude  to 
)ic  between  us.  On  the  pretence  of  showing 
j  house,  I  may  be  able  —  if  not  to  justify  my- 
nay,  I  see  how  little  you  care  for  that  —  well, 
;  to  assure  you  that  I  have  no  other  wish,  no 
Dpe,  than  to  see  you  happy." 
cannot  trust  you,"  said  she,  in  a  tone  of  agi- 
"  already  we  are  remarked." 
I  perceive,"  said  he,  in  an  under  tone;  then 
in  a  voice  audible  enough  to  be  heard  by  the 
am  too  vain  of  my  architectural  merits  to  leave 
3covery  to  chance,  and  as  you  are  good  enough 
rou  would  like  to  see  the  house,  pray  will  your 
ip  accept  my  arm,  while  I  perform  the  Cicerone 

Blf?" 

1  "coup"  succeeded;  and,  to  avoid  the  difficnlty 
barrassment  a  refusal  would  have  created,  Lady 
arose,  and  prepared  to  accompany  him. 
,   what  —  what  is't,  my  Lady?"    said  Lord 

suddenly   awaking  from  a  kmöi  ol  \^'Oaax^^ 
,  as  she  whispoiQä.  some  wotda  VüYoä  ^«x. 
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'^  Her  Ladyship  ig  telling  yon  not  to  be  jealous,  my 
Lord ,  while  she  is  making  the  tour  of  tbe  hotise  "mili 
Mr.  Linton/'  said  Ladj  Janet,  with  a  maliciouB  sp&rkle 
of  her  green  eyes. 

"Why  not  make  it  a  royal  progrese?"  said  Sir 
Harvey;  "her  Majesty  the  Queen  might  like  it  welL" 

"Her  Majesty  likes  everything  that  promisee  arnnse- 
ment,^^  said  the  wild  romp;  "come,  Charley,  giya  US 
your  arm." 

"No,  IVe  got  a  letter  or  two  to  write,"  said  he, 
rudely;  "there'sUpton  or  Jennings  qoite  ready  for  any 
foolery." 

"This  is  too  bad!"  cried  she;  and  through  all  the 
pantomime  of  mock  royalty,  a  real  tear  rose  to  her 
eyes,  and  rolled  heavily  down  her  cheek;  then,  with  a 
sudden  change  of  humoor,  she  said,  "Mr.  Cashel,  will 
you  take  me?" 

The  request  was  too  late,  for  already  he  had  givea 
bis  arm  to  Lady  Janet;  an  act  of  devotion  he  was  pe^ 
forming  with  the  expression  of  a  saint  under  martyrdom. 

"Sir  Harvey  —  there's  no  help  for  it  —  we  are  re- 
duced  to  yoM." 

But  Sir  Harvey  was  leaving  the  room  with  Olivi» 
Kennyfeck.  In  fact,  couples  paired  off  in  every  diieo- 
tion;  the  only  disengs^d  cavalier  being  Sir  Andretr 
MacFarline,  who,  with  a  scurdonic  grin  on  bis  ißdatires, 
came  hobbling  forward,  as  he  said, 

"  Ye  maunna  tak^  sich  long  strides,  Missy,  if  ye  ga 
wi'  me,  for  IVe  got  a  couple  o'  ounces  of  Lmigredge 
shot  in  my  left  knee  —  forbye  the  gout  in  botb  askles." 

"I  say,  Jim,^^  called  out  Lord  Charles,  as  she  moved 
Bway,  "if  you  like  to  ride  Princepino  thb  afteamooB} 
ie'fi  ready  for  you." 
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"Are  you  going?"   said  slie,'tunung  her  head. 

"Yes." 

"Then  Pll  not  go."  And  so  saying,  she  left  the 
•om. 

Wben  Linton,  accompanied  foy  Lady  Kilgoff,  issoed 
om  the  drawing-room,  instead  of  proceeding  through 
le  billiard-room,  towards  the  suite  which  formed  the 
)how^'  part  of  the  mansion,  he  tumed  abmptly  to  his 
ft,  and  passing  through  a  narrow  corridor,  came  out 
3on  a  terrace,  at  the  end  of  which  stood  a  large  con- 
irvatory,  opening  into  the  garden. 

"I  ask  pardon,"  said  he,  "if  I  reverse  the  order  of 
ir  geography,  and  show  you  the  frontiers  of  the  realm 
äfbre  we  visit  the  capital,  but  otherwise  we  shall  only 
3  the  advanee-guard  of  that  interesting  Company,  who 
sive  nothing  more  at  heart  than  to  overhear  us." 

LadyKilgoff  walked  along  without  speaking,  at  his 
de,  having  relinquished  the  support  of  his  arm  with  a 
iff,  firigid  courtesy.  Had  any  one  been  there  to  mark 
le  two  figures,  as  side  by  side  they  went,  each  deep 
L  thought,  and  not  even  venturing  a  glance  at  the 
ther,  he  might  well  have  wondered  whät  stränge  link 
)ald  connect  them.  It  was  thus  they  entered  the  con- 
jrvatory,  where  two  rows  of  orange-trees  formed  a 
ine  of  foliage  almost  impenetrable  to  the  eye. 

^^As  this  may  be  the  last  time  we  shall  ever  speak 
)gether  in  secret  — " 

"You  have  promised  as  much,  Sir,"  said  she,  inter- 
ipting;  and  the  very  rapidity  of  her  utterance  betrayed 
le  eagemess  of  her  wish. 

"Be  it  so,  Madam,"  replied  he,  coldly,  and  with  a 
ine  of  stemness  very  difierent  from  llaAt  \sä  \aÄl  ^öskA^ 
t  &r8t.     "/  have  ever  preferred  "yoxxi  VvätÄ»  Vi  ^«25 
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own.  I  shall  never  prove  false  to  that  allegiance.  As 
we  are  now  about  to  speak  on  terms  which  never  can 
be  resumed,  let  us  at  least  be  frank.  Let  us  use  candour 
with  each  other.  Even  unpleasing  truth  is  better,  at 
such  a  moment,  than  smooth-tongued  insincerity." 

"Tills  preamble  does  not  promise  well,"  said  Lady 
Kilgoff,  with  a  cold  smile. 

"Not,  perhaps,  for  the  agreeability  of  cur  interview, 
but  it  may  save  us  both  much  time  and  much  temper. 
I  have  said  that  you  are  changed  towards  me." 

"Oh,  Sir!  if  I  had  suspected  that  this  was  to  be 
the  theme  — "  She  stopped,  and  6eemed  uncertaiii} 
when  he  finished  the  speech  for  her. 

"You  would  never  have  accorded  me  this  meeting. 
Do,  be  frank,  Madam,  and  spare  me  the  pain  of  self- 
inflicted  severitj.  Well,  I  will  not  impose  upon  your 
kindness,  nor  indeed  was  such  my  Intention,  if  you  had 
but  heard  me  out.  Yes,  Madam,  I  should  have  told 
you,  that  while  I  deplore  that  alteration,  I  no  more 
make  you  chargeable  with  it,  than  you  can  call  me  to 
account  for  cherishing  a  passion  without  a  hope.  Both 
one  and  the  other  are  independent  of  us.  That  one 
should  forget,  and  the  other  remember,  is  beyond  mere 
volition." 

He  waited  for  some  token  of  assent  —  some  slight 
evidence  of  concurrence  —  but  none  came,  and  he 
resumed : 

"When  first  I  had  the  happiness  of  being  distin- 
guished  by  some  slight  show  of  your  preference,  there 
were  many  others  who  sought  with  eagemess  for  that 
Position  I  was  supposed  to  occupy  in  your  favour.  It 
was  the  first  access  of  vanlty  in  my  heart,  and  it  eost 
me  dearly.    Some,  euviöÖLTCL^ — ^wcä^^^^^SSrä^ — ^A\nd> 
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that  my  triumpli  would  be  a  brief  one  —  some, 

enough  to  say  that  I  was  onlj  placed  like  a 
show  the  passage,  and  that  I  should  lie  fast 
while  others  sailed  on  with  prosperous  gale 
ring  fortune.  You,  Madam,  best  know  which 
vere  right.  I  see  that  I  weary  you.  I  can 
bow  distasteful  all  these  memories  must  be, 
d  I  evoke  them  without  absolute  necessity. 
ef,  then,  you  are  now  about  to  play  over  with 
e  very  game  by  which  you  once  deceived  me. 

caprice  to  sacrifice  another  to  your  vanity; 

Madam,  the  liberties  which  the  world  smiled 
5  Gardiner,  will  be  keenly  criticised  in  the 
^off.    In  the  former  case,  the  most  malevolent 

hint  at  a  m^salliance;  in  the  latter,  evil 
,n  take  a  wider  latitude.  To  be  sure,  the  fasci- 
ilities  of  the  suitor,  his  wealth,  his  enviable 
vill  plead  with  some-,  my  Lord's  age  and  de- 
will weigh  with  others;  but  even  these  cha- 
rsons  will  not  spare  you,  Your  own  sex  are 
ermerciful  in  their  judgments.     Men  are  un- 

enough  to  hint  that  there  was  no  secret  in 
",  some  will  go  fiirther,  and  afPect  to  say  that 
selves  were  not  unfavourably  looked  on." 
you  give  me  a  chair,  Sir,"  said  she,  in  a 
;h,  though  barely  above  a  whisper,  vibrated 
se  passion.     Linton  hastened  to  fetch  a  seat, 

features   glowing  with    the    elation    of  his 
This  passed   rapidly   away,    and    as   he 

chair  "for  her  to  sit  down,   his  face  had  re- 
former  cold,  almost  melancholy  lexpression. 
»e  you  are  not  ill?"   said  he,  with.  ^.u  ^vt  ^1 
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A  glance  of  the  most  ineffable  scom  was  her  talj 

reply. 

"It  is  with  sincere  sorrow  that  I  inflict  this  pain 
upon  you;  Indeed,  when  I  heard  of  that  nnhappj  jacht 
excursion,  mj  mind  was  made  up  to  see  Lord  ]älgoff 
the  very  moment  of  his  arrival,  and,  on  any  pretence, 
to  induce  him  to  leave  this.  This  hope,  howcYer,  was 
taken  from  me,  when  Ibeheld  the  sad  State  into  whieh 
he  had  fallen,  leaving  me  no  other  alternative  than  te 
address  yourself.  I  will  not  hurt  your  ears  by  repeatiag 
the  inventions,  each  füll  of  falsehood,  that  heralded 
your  arrival  here.  The  insulting  discussions  how  y<m 
should  be  met  —  whether  your  conduct  had  abeady 
precluded  your  acceptance  amongst  the  cirde  of  your 
equals  —  or,  that  you  were  only  a  subject  of  avoidance 
to  mothers  of  marriageable  daughters,  and  maiden  laim 
of  excessive  virtue.  You  have  mixed  in  the  world,  aad 
therefore  can  well  imagine  every  ingenious  tum  of  tbi4 
peculiar  eloquence.  How  was  I  —  I  who  have  knowa 
—  I  who  —  nay,  Madam,  not  a  word  shall  pass  iny 
lips  in  reference  to  that  theme  —  I  would  only  ask, 
could  I  hear  these  things,  could  I  see  your  foot  neariog 
the  cliff  and  not  cry  out.  Stop?  —  Another  step  and 
you  are  lost!  There  are  women  tfho  can  play  this 
dangerous  game  with  cool  heads  and  cooler  hearts; 
schooled  in  all  the  frigid  indifference  that  would  seem 
the  birthriglit  of  a  certain  class,  the  secrets  of  their 
affections  die  with  them  —  but  you  are  not  one  of  these. 
Born  in  what  they  would  call  a  humbler,  but  I  should 
call  a  far  higher,  sphere,  where  the  feelings  are  fresber 
and  the  emotions  purer,  you  might  chance  to  —  fall  in 
lover  [ 

i       A  faint  smile ,  so  tamV.  ^^\.  \\.  ^qict^^  no  espres- 
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sion  to  her  eyes,  was  Lady  Eolgoff^s  ackuowledgment 
of  these  last  wordB. 

'^Have  you  finished,  Sir?^'  said  she,  as  after  a  paus^ 
of  some  seconds  he  stood  still. 

"Not  yet,  Madam /^  replied  he,  drily. 

"In  that  case,  Sir,  would  it  not  be  as  well  to  teil 
the  man  who  is  lingering  yonder  to  leave  this?  except, 
perhaps,  it  may  be  your  desire  to  have  a  witness  to 
your  words." 

Linton  started,  and  grew  deadly  pale;  for  he  now 
perceived  that  the  man  must  have  been  in  the  conser- 
vatory  during  the  entire  interview.  Hastening  round  to 
where  he  stood,  his  fears  were  at  once  dispelled;  for  it 
was  the  Italian  sailor,  Giovanni,  who,  in  the  multipli- 
city  of  his  accomplishments ,  was  now  assisting  the 
gardener  among  the  plants. 

"It  is  of  no  consequence,  Madam,"  said  he,  re- 
taming.  "The  man  is  an  Italian,  who  understands 
nothing  of  English." 

"FoM  are  always  fortunate,  Mr,  Linton,"  said  she, 
with  a  deep  emphasis  on  the  pronoun. 

"I  have  ceased  to  boast  of  my  good  luck,  for  many 
a  day." 

"Having,  doubtless,  so  many  otter  qnalities  to  be 
prond  of,"  said  she,  with  a  malicious  sparkle  of  her 
dark  eyes. 

"The  question  is  now,  Madam,  of  one  far  more  inr 
teresting  than  me,** 

"Can  that  be  possible,  Sir?    Is  any  one's  welfare 
of  such  moment  to  his  friends  —  to  the  world  at  lai'ge 
—  as  the  high-minded,  the  honourable,  the  open-hearted 
Mr.  Linton,  who  condescends,  for  the  sake  of  a-^^JKÄiö.^ 
^to  \^s  yonng  Menda,  to  tum  gamblei,  aaaÄ.  xviMi^^'a^N 
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while  he  has  the  daring  courage  to  Single  ont  a  poor 
unprotected  woman,  without  one  who  could  rigbtftilly 
defend  her,  and,  under  the  miserable  mask  of  interest, 
to  insult  her?" 

"Is  it  thus  you  read  my  conduct,  Madam?"  said  he, 
with  an  air  at  once  sad  and  reproachful. 

"Not  altogether,  Mr.  Linton.  Beside  the  ineffable 
pleasure  of  giving  pain,  I  perceive  that  you  are  ac- 
quitting  a  debt  —  the  debt  of  hate  you  owe  me;  be- 
cause  —  but  I  cannot  descend  to  occupy  the  same  level 
with  you  in  this  business.  Myreply  to  you  is  a  veiy 
short  one.  Your  insult  to  me  must  go  unpunished;  for, 
as  you  well  know,  I  have  not  one  to  resent  it.  Ton 
have,  however,  introduced  another  name  in  this  dis- 
cussion;  to  that  gentleman  I  will  reveal  all  that  you 
have  said  this  day.  The  consequences  may  be  what 
they  will,  I  care  not;  I  never  provoked  them.  You 
best  know,  Sir,  how  the  reckoning  will  fare  with  you." 

Linton  grew  pale,  almost  lividly  so,  while  he  bit 
his  lip  tili  the  very  blood  came;  then,  suddenly  re- 
covering  himself,  he  said:  "I  am  not  aware  of  having 
mentioned  a  name.  I  think  your  Ladyship  must  have 
been  mistaken;  but" —  and  here  he  laughed  slightly— 
"you  will  scarce  succeed  in  sowing  discord  between  me 
and  my  old  friend,  Lord  Charles  Frobisher." 

"Lord  Charles  Frobisher!"  echoed  she,  almost 
stunned  with  the  effrontery. 

"You  seem  surprised,  Madam.     I  trust  your  Lady- 
ship meant  no   other."     The  insolence  of  bis  manner, 
as  he  said  this,   left  her  unable  for  some  minutes  to 
replj,   and  when  she  did  speak,    it  was  with  evident 
e£fbrt. 
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time  together.  X  own  —  and  it  is,  indeed,  hnmiliation 
enou^  to  owa  it  —  your  words  have  deeply  insulted 
me.  I  caimot  deny  jou  the  gatisfaction  of  knowiag 
thia;  and  yet,  with  all  these  things  before  me,  I  do  not 
hate  —  I  only  despise  you." 

So  sayingy  ehe  moyed  toward  the  door,  but  Linton 
stepped  forward,  and  said,  ^^One  instant,  Madam.  You 
seem  to  forget  that  we  are  pledged  to  walk  through 
the  rooms;  oor  amiable  Mends  are  doubtless  looking 
for  HS." 

^'I  will  ask  Mr.  Cashel  to  be  my  chaperon  another 
time,"  Said  she,  carelessly;  and  drawing  her  shawl 
aronnd  her,  passed  ont,  leaving  Linton  alone  in  the 
conservatory. 

"Ay,  by  St  Paul!  the  work  goes  bravely  on,"  cried 
he,  as  soon  as  she  had  disappeared.  ^^K  she  min  not 
him  and  herseif  to  boot,  now,  I  am  sore  mistaken.  The 
game  is  ^11  of  interest,  and,  if  I  had  not  so  much  in 
hand,  wonld  delight  me!*' 

With  this  brief  soliloquy,  he  tomed  to  where  the 
Italian  was  Standing,  prxming  an  orange-tree. 

"Have  you  leamed  any  English  yet,  Giovanni?" 

A  slight,  but  significant  gesture  of  one  finger  gave 
the  negative. 

"No  matter,  your  own  soft  vowels  are  in  more  re- 
qnest  here.  The  dress  I  told  you  of,  is  now  come;'  my 
servant  will  give  it  to  you;  so,  be  ready  with  your 
guitar,  if  the  ladies  wish  for  it,  this  evening." 

Giovanni  bowed  respectfiilly,  and  went  on  with  his 
work,  and  soon  after  Linton  strolled  into'  the  garden  to 
muse  over  the  late  scene. 

Had    any   one   been   there   to   mark  the  «\^^i^  ^1 
triumphan^  elation  on  his  features,  Üicy  -voxjXÄl  ^ä?«^ 

Ro/and  Cashel,  Ih  "V^ 
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while  he  haa  the  dani^  cönrage'*^.^  bold,  bad  beat 
unprotected  woman,  Tm&OUt  ''•"g  well  ihe  prouil  M- 
defend  h«,  «ad^  iäMF'..itcd  woman,  thorougUy 
to  inault  ter?"  "W^Tpatient  temper  and  bauglity 
"Is  it  ÜKH.rf*'  i'oresaw,  that  to  teil  her  slie  had 
■with  an  ÄJT^.t'  ol'  a  cnlumny,  was  to  rüuse  her 
"Not  J^„,nt  it  ojienly.  To  whisper  th.it  the  worU 
plcaaBiT       (jrDit  of  this  or  tlmt,  was  to  make  her  hrara 

bM'  ^,,/,  or  sink  under  the  effort, 
J^^.'"';ijiig'  her  to  such  resistanco  was  his  wily  gaiM,  . 
j  irfco  kaew  better  how  to  play  it?  The  insinaated 
•"^  ft[  the  class  to  which  she  had  once  belonged,  as 
^  not  "patented"  to  aasume  ilie  vicea  of  their  betten, 
,rs»  a  deep  aad  most  telling  hit;  and  lie  Baw,  when  they 
feparated,  that  her  tniod  was  made  np,  at  any  cost  and 
every  risk,  to  live  down  the  slander  hy  utter  contempt 
of  it  Linton  aaked  for  no  more.  "Let  her,"  said  he  to 
himself,  "but  enter  the  lists  with  the  world  for  an  ad- 
versary!  TU  give  her  all  the  henefit  of  the  best  jnotives 
—  as  mueh  piuity  of  heart,  and  so  foi-th,  as  ehe  caies 
for  —  bat,  'I'll  name  the  wmuer'  after  all." 

Too  trae.  The  worthy  people,  who  fancy  that  an 
innate  honesty  of  pnrpose  can  compensate  for  all  the 
breaclies  of  conventional  uee,  are  like  the  volunteers  of 
an  army  who  refuse  to  wear  its  uniform,  and  are  as 
often  picked  down  by  their  allies  as  by  their  e 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Bach  a  concoarsc  ne'er  was  seen 
Of  coachcs,  noddiea,  cars,  andjtngles, 

"Char-h-bancs"  —  to  hold  tüixtecn, 
And  ^^Sulkies"  meant  to  carry  Singles. 

Th£  Pic-Nxc  :  A  Lat. 

It  is  an  old  remark,  that  nothing  is  so  stupid  as 
love-letters;  and,  pretty  much  in  the  same  spirit,  we 
may  aflärm  that  there  are  few  duller  topics  than  festivi- 
ties.  The  scenes  in  which  the  actor  is  most  interested 
are,  out  of  compensation ,  perhaps,  those  least  worthy 
to  record;  the  very  inability  of  description  to  render 
them  is  disheartening  too.  One  must  etemally  resort 
to  the  effects  produced,  as  evidences  of  the  cause,  just 
as,  when  we  would  characterise  a  climate,  we  find  our- 
gelves  obliged  to  fall  back  upon  the  vegetable  produc- 
tions,  the  fruits  and  flowers  of  the  seasons,  to  convey 
even  anything  of  what  we  desire.  So  is  it  Pleasure  has 
its  own  atmosphere  —  we  may  breathe,  but  hardly 
chronicle  it. 

These  prosings  of  ours  have  reference  to  the  gaie- 
lies  of  Tubbermore,  which  certainly  were  all  that  a 
merry  party  and  an  unbounded  expenditure  could  com- 
pass.  The  style  of  living  was  princely  in  its  splendour; 
luxuries  fetched  from  every  land  —  the  rarest  wines  of 
every  country,  the  most  exquisite  flowers  —  all  that 
taste  can  suggest,  and  gold  can  buy,  were  there;  and 
whil©  the  Order  of  each  day  was  maintained  with  im- 
diminished  splendour,  every  little  fancy  of  the  guests 
was  studied  with  a  watchful  politeness  that  marks  the 
highest  delicacy  of  hospitality. 

If  a  bachelor's  house  be  wanting  in  tbft  ^^<CÄ*bö^'K?Ä 
which  Is  the  charm  of  a  family  lecejÄOTi^  ^<Kt^  *"»  ^ 
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freedom,  a  degree  of  liberty  in  all  the  movements  of 
the  guests,  which  some  wotdd  accept  as  a  fair  compro- 
mise;  for,  while  the  men  assume  a  ftill  equality  with 
their  host,  the  ladies  are  supreme  in  all  such  establish- 
ments.  Eoland  Cashel  was,  indeed,  not  the  man  to 
dislike  this  kind  of  democracy;  it  spared  him  trouble; 
it  inflicted  no  tiresome  routine  .of  attentions ;  he  was  free 
as  the  others  to  follow  the  bent  of  his  humour^  and  he 
asked  for  no  more. 

It  was  without  one  particle  of  vulgär  pride  of  wealth 
that  he  delighted  in  the  pleasure  he  saw  around  him; 
it  was  the  mere  buoyancy  of  a  high-spirited  natura 
The  cost  no  more  entered  into  his  calculations  in  ^ 
personal  than  a  pecuniary  sense.  A  consciousness  that 
he  was  the  source  of  all  that  splendid  festivity  —  that 
his  will  was  the  motive- power  of  all  that  complex 
machinery  of  pleasure  —  increased,  but  did  not  con- 
stitute,  his  enjoyment.  To  see  his  guests  happy,  in  the 
various  modes  they  preferred,  was  his  great  delight, 
and,  for  once,  he  feit  inclined  to  think  that  wealih  had 
great  privileges. 

The  display  of  all,  which  gratified  him  most,  was 
that  which  usually  took  place  each  day  after  luncheon; 
when  the  great  space  before  the  house  was  thronged 
with  ^equipages  of  yarious  kinds  and  degrees,  with 
saddle-horses  and  mounted  grooms,  and  amid  all  the 
bustle  of  discussing  where  to,  and  with  whom,  the  pariy 
issued  forth  to  spend  the  hours  before  dinner. 

A  looker-on  would  have  been  amused  to  wateh  all 

the  little  devices  in  request,  to  jwn  this  party,  to  ayoid 

that,  to  secure  a  seat  in  a  certain  carriage,  or  to  escape 

&om  some  other,  Linton^s  chief  amusement  being  to 

tbwart  as  many  oitkea^  ^\uiä  ^\l^  ^nM.^  «jad  while 
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he  paoked  a  sleepy  Chief  Jnstice  into  the  eame  barouche 
with  the  gay  Kennyfeek  girls,  to  eommit  Lady  Janet  to 
Ae  caare  of  some  dashing  dragoon,  who  did  not  dare 
decline  the  wife  of  a  "  Commander  of  the  Forces." 

Cashel  always  joined  the  party  on  horseback,  so 
long  as  Lady  Kilgoff  kept  the  house,  which  she  did  for 
the  first  week  of  her  stay;  but  when  ehe  announced  her 
intention  of  driving  out,  he  offered  his  Services  to  ac- 
company  her.  By  the  merest  accident  it  chanced  that 
the  very  day  she  fixed  on  for  her  first  excursion  was 
that  on  which  Cashel  had  determined  to  try  a  new  and 
most  splendid  equipage ,  which  had  just  arrived.  It  was 
a  phaeton,  built  in  all  the  costly  splendour  of  the  "Re- 
gency  of  the  Duke  of  Orleans;"  one  of  those  gorgeous 
toys  which  even  a  voluptuous  age  gazed  at  with  wonder. 
Two  jet-black  Arabians,  of  perfect  symmetry,  drew  it, 
the  whole  forming  a  most  beautiful  equipage. 
1"  Exclamations  of  astonishment  and  admiration  broke 
from  the  whole  party  as  the  carriage  drove  up  to  the 
door,  where  all  were  now  standing. 

"Whose  can  it  be?  —  Where  did  it  come  firom?  — 
What  a  magnificent  phaeton!  —  Mr.  Cashel,  pray  teil 
ns  all  about  it.  —  Do,  Mr.  Linton,  give  us  its  history." 

"It  has  none  as  yet,  my  dear  Mrs.  White;  that  it 
may  have,  one  of  these  days,  is  quite  possible," 

Lady  Janet  heard  the  speech,  and  nodded  signifi- 
cantly  in  assent. 

"Mr.  Linton,  you  are  coming  with  us,  a'n't  yeu?" 
said  a  lady's  voice  from  a  britschka  close  by. 

"I  really  don't  know  how  the  arrangementis;  Cashel 
Said  something  about  my  driving  Lady  Kilgoff." 

Lady  Kilgoff  pressed  her  lipa  cVotift,  «cA.  ^^Jöc^et^^ 
her  manüe  togetber  as  if  by  some  ÄUÖLÖiea  m^gvi^^^  ^'^ 
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temper,  but  never  spoke  a  word.  At  tbe  same  instant 
Cashel  made  bis  appearance  from  tbe  bouse. 

"Are  you  to  drive  me,  Mr.  Casbel?"  said  sbe, 
calmly. 

"If  you  will  bonour  me  so  far,"  replied  be,  bowing. 

"I  fancied  you  said  something  to  me  about  being 
ber  Ladysbip's  cbarioteer,"  said  Linton. 

"You  must  bave  been  dreaming,  man,"  cried  Casbel, 
laugbing. 

"Will  you  allow  my  Lady  to  cboose?"  rejoined 
Linton,  jokingly,  wbile  be  stole  at  ber  a  look-of  in- 
solent malice. 

Casbel  stood  uncertain  wbat  to  say  or  do  in  tbe 
emergency,  wben,  witb  a  firm  and  determined  voice, 
Lady  Ealgoff  said: 

"I  must  own  I  bave  no  confidence  in  Mr.  Linton's 
guidance." 

"Tbere,  Tom,"  said  Casbel,  gaily,  "Tm  glad  your 
vanity  came  in  for  tbat." 

"  I  bave  only  to  bope  tbat  you  are  in  safer  conduct, 
my  Lady,"  said  Linton;  and  be  bowed  witb  uncovered 
bead,  and  tben  stood  gazing  after  tbe  swift  carriage  as 
it  bastened  down  tbe  avenue. 

"Is  it  all  true  about  tbese  Kennyfeck  girls  having 
so  mucb  ^tin?^"  said  Captain  Jennings,  as  be  stroked 
down  bis  moustacbe  complacently. 

"Tbey  say  five-and-twenty  thousand  eacb,"  said 
Linton,  "and  I  ratber  credit  tiie  rumour." 

"Eb,  aw!  one  migbt  do  worse,"  yawned  tbe  bussar, 
languidly;  "I  wisb  tbey  badn't  tbat  confounded  accent!'* 
And  so  be  moved  off  to  join  tbe  party  on  borseback. 

"You  are  Coming  m\k  m^^  S^^sÄnva»^"  said  Mn 
"Downie  Meek  to  bis  4au^\.et^  '''•\  ^^ßo^  \ö  ^«^  x^'^bs^ 
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to  those  works  at  Killaloe.  We  have  so  much  Com- 
mittee  talk  in  the  House  on  inland  navigation.  Oh, 
dear!  it  is  very  tiresome." 

"Charley  says  Tm  to  go  with  him,  Pa;  he's  abont 
to  üy  Smasher  as  a  leader,  and  wants  me,  if  anything 
goes  wrong." 

"Oh,  dear!  —  quite  impossible." 

"Yes,  yes,  Jim,  I  insist,"  said  Frobisher,  in  a  half- 
whisper;  "neyer  mind  the  Grovernor." 

"Hefe  comes  the  drag,  Pa.  Oh,  how  beautifiil  it 
looks!  There  they  go,  all  together;  and  Smasher,  how 
neatly  he  carries  himself.  I  say,  Charley,  he  has  no 
fancy  for  that  splinter-bar  so  near  him,  —  it  touches 
bis  near  hock  every  instaut;  Avouldn't  it  be  better  to  let 
bis  trace  a  hole  looser?" 

"So  it  would,"  Said  Frobisher;  "but  get  up  and 
hold  the  ribbons  tili  I  have  got  my  gloves  on.  I  say, 
Linton,  keep  Downie  in  chat  one  moment,  until  we're 
off;' 

This  kindly  office  was,  however,  anticipated  by 
Lady  Janet  MacFarline ,  who ,  in  her  brief  transit  from 
the  door  to  the  carriage,  always  contrived  to  drop  each 
of  the  twenty  things  she  loaded  herseif  with  at  starting, 
and:  thus  to  press  into  the  Service  as  many  of  the  by- 
standers  as  possible,  who  foUowed,  one  with  a  muff, 
another  with  a  smelling-bottle ,  a  third  with  a  book,  a 
fourth  with  her  knitting,  and  so  on;  while Flint  brought 
up  the  rear  with  more  air-cushions  and  hot-water  appa- 
ratus  than  ever  were  seen  before  for  the  accommodation 
of  two  persons.  In  fact,  if  the  atmosphere  of  our  dear 
island ,  instead  of  being  the  mere  innocent  thing  of  fog 
it  is,  had  been  surcharged  with  all  tbft  '^^ä^järto^aäS. 
vapoura  of  the  mistrdle  and  tlie  ti'gVxooii.  \.o^'5JÖDÄt^  ^ösä 
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coold  not  bave  anned  herseif  with  stronger  precautioBB 
against  it',  while  even  Sir  Andrew,  with  the  constitation 
of  a  Kossian  bear,  was  compelled  to  wear  blue  spectacles 
in  snnshine  and  a  respirator  when  it  loured;  leaYmghiin, 
as  he  Said,  to  the  *^ domnable  alternative  o^  being  blind 
or  dumb." 

^^I  mann  say,'^  mattered  he,  behind  bis  barrier  of 
month-plate,  ^Hhat  Mesther  Cashel  has  bis  ain  notions 
aboot  amosin^  bis  Company  when  he  leaves  ane  o*  bis 
guests  to  drive  aboot  wi*  bis  ain  wife.  Beb,  Sir,  it  is  a 
pleasure  I  need  na  hae  eome  so  far  to  enjoy!'* 

"Where's  Sir  Harrey  Upton,  Sir  Andrew?"  said 
my  Lady,  tartly;  "he  has  never  been  near  me  to-day. 
I  hope  he*s  not  making  a  fool  of  himself  with  (hose 
Kennyfeck  minxes." 

"I  dinna  ken,  and  I  dinna  care,"  growled  Sir 
Andrew ;  and  then,  to  himself,  he  added,  "An'  if  he  be, 
it's  aye  better  fooling  wi'  young  lassies  than  doited 
auld  women!" 

"A  place  for  you^  Mr.  Linton!"  said  Mrs.  White,  as 
she  seated  herseif  in  a  low  droski,  where  her  companion, 
Mr.  Howle,  sat,  surrounded  with  all  the  details  for  a 
sketching  eixcnrsion. 

"Thanks,  but  I  bave  nothing  so  agreeable  in  pro- 
spect" 

"Why,  what  are  you  about  to  do?" 

"Alas!  I  must  set  out  on  a  canvassing  expedition, 
to  court  the  sweet  voices  of  my  interesting  constituency. 
You  know  that  I  am  a  candidate  for  the  borougf 

"That  must  be  very  disagreeable." 

"It  is;  but  I  could  not  ge^i  off;  Caabel  is  incurably 
'  l^zy,  and  /  never  know  \io^  ''X.q  %«^  ^^'''* 
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"Well/good-by,  and  all  fortune  to  you,"  said  she; 
nd  they  drove  away. 

Mr.  Kennyfeck  and  the  Chief  Justice,  moiinted  on 
rhat  are  called  snre-footed  ponies,  and  a  few  others, 
dll  lingered  about  the  door,  but  Linton  took  no  notice 
f  ihem,  but  at  once  re-entered  the  house. 

For  some  time  previons,  he  had  remarked  that  Lord 
olgofp  seemed,  as  it  were,  stmggling  to  emerge  from 
le  mist  that  had  shrouded  his  faculties;  his  perceptions 
ich  day  grew  quicker  and  clearer,  and  even  when 
lent,  Linton  observed  that  a  shrewd  expression  of  the 
ye  would  betoken  a  degree  of  apprehension  few  would 
ave  given  him  credit  for.  With  the  keenness  of  a 
lose  observer,  too,  Linton  perceived  that  he  more  than 
Qce  made  use  of  his  favourite  expression,  "It  appears 
)  m«,"  and  slight  as  the  remark  might  seem,  there  is 
0  more  certain  eyidence  of  the  retum  to  thought  and 
iason  than  the  resumption  of  any  habitual  mode  of 
ipression. 

Besolved  to  profit  by  this  gleam  of  Coming  intel- 
g^ice,  by  showing  the  old  Peer  an  attention  he  knew 
'ould  be  acceptable,  Linton  sent  up  a  message  to  ask 
If  his  Lordship  would  like  a  visit  from  him?"  A  most 
ordial  acceptance  was  retumed;  and,  a  few  moments 
fter,  Linton  entered  the  room  where  he  sat,  with  all 
lat  delicate  caution  so  becoming  a  sick  Chamber. 

Motioning  his  visitor  to  sit  down,  by  a  slight  gesture 
f  the  finger,  while  he  made  a  faint  effort  to  smile,  in 
3tum  for  the  other^s  salutation,  the  old  man  sat, 
ropped  up  by  pillows,  and  enveloped  in  shawls,  pale, 
id,  and  carewom. 

"I  was  hesitating  for  two  entire  days^  m^  LkOt^' 
lid  lanton,  lowering  bis  voiee  to  s\iit  \ke  ^'ax%R.\Ä?t  ^*l 
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the  occasion,  ^^wbether  I  might  pro|>OBe  to  come  and 
sit  an  hour  with  you,  and  I  have  only  to  beg  that  you 
will  not  permit  me  to  trespass  a  moment  longer  Üian 
you  feel  disposed  to  endure  me." 

"Very  kind  of  you  —  most  considerate,  Sir,"  said 
tlie  old  Peer,  bowing  witb  an  air  of  baugbty  courtesy. 

"You  seem  to  gain  strengtb  every  day,  my  Lord," 
resumed  Linton,  wbo  well  knew  that  there  is  nothing 
like  a  personal  topic  to  awaken  a  sick  man  s  interest 

"  There  is  something  here,'-  said  the  old  man,  slowly, 
as  he  placed  the  tip  of  bis  finger  on  the  centre  of  his 
forebead. 

"Mere  debility;  nervous  debility,  my  Lord.  You 
are  paying  the  heavy  debt  an  over-worked  intellect 
must  always  acquit-,  but  rest  and  repose  will  soon 
restore  you." 

"Yes,  Sir,"  muttered  the  other,  with  a  weak  smile, 
as  though,  without  fathoming  the  sentiment,  he  feit 
that  something  agreeable  to  his  feelings  had  been  spoken. 

"I  have  been  impatient  for  your  recovery,  my  Lord, 
I  will  confess  to  you,  on  personal  grounds;  I  feel  now 
how  much  I  have  been  indebted  to  your  Lordship's 
counsel  and  ad  vice  all  through  life,-  by  the  very  incer- 
titude  that  tracks  me.  Li  fact,  I  can  resolve  on  no- 
thing, determine  nothing,  without  your  sanction." 

The  old  man  nodded  assentingly;  the  assurance  had 
his  most  sincere  conviction. 

"It  would  seem,  my  Lord,  that  I  must  —  whether 
I  will  or  no  —  stand  for  this  borough,  here;  there  is 
no  alternative,  for  you  are  aware  that  Cashel  is  quite 
unfit  for  public  business.  Each  day  he  exhibits  more 
and  more  of  tbose  (^vialities^  which  bespeak  far  more 
goodness  of  beart  Wioji  \B\.0i\sÄ\3QÄi  Xs^äLSfiav"^  ^^  «snltore»  . 
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[is  waywardness  and  eccentricity  might  seriously  damage 
is  own  party  —  could  he  even  be  taught  that  he  had 
ne  —  and  become  terrible  weapons  in  the  hands  of 
le  enemy.  I  was  speaking  of  Cashel,  my  Lord,"  said 
«inton,  as  it  were  answering  the  look  of  inquiry  in  the 
Id  man's  face. 

"I  hato  him,  Sir,"  said  the  old  Peer,  with  a  bitter- 
ess  of  voice  and  look  that  well  suited  the  words. 

"I  really  cannot  wonder  at  it,"  said  Linton,  with  a 
eep  sigh;  "such  duplicity  is  too  shocking  —  far  too 
bocking  —  to  contemplate." 

"Eh!  —  what?  What  did  you  say,  Sir?"  cried  the 
Id  man,  impatiently. 

"I  was  remarking,  my  Lord,  that  I  have  no  con- 
dence  in  his  sincerity  —  that  he  strikes  me  as  capable 
f  playing  a  double  part." 

A  look  of  disappointment  succeeded  to  the  excited 
xpression  of  the  old  man's  face  —  he  had  evidently 
xpected  some  revelation  —  and  now  his  features  be- 
ame  clouded  and  gloomy. 

"We  may  be  unjust,  my  Lord,"  said  Linton.  "It 
lay  be  a  prejudice  on  our  part;  others  would  seem  to 
ave  a  different  estimate  of  that  gentleman.  Meek 
links  highly  of  him." 

"  Who,  Sir ;  I  didn't  hear  you  ?  "  asked  he,  snappishly. 

"Meek  —  Downie  Meek,  my  Lord." 

"Pshaw!"  said  the  old  man,  with  a  shrewd  twinkle 
f  the  eye,  that  made  Linton  fear  the  mind  behind  it 
ras  clearer  than  he  suspected. 

"I  know,   my  Lord,"   said  he,  hastily,   "that  you 
Iways    held    the   worthy    Secretary   cheap;    but   you 
eighed  him  in  a  balance  too  nice  for  thft  loa^^^M  ^^ 
eople  — '' 
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^^What  does  that  old  woman  say?  Teil  me  her 
opinion  of  Cashel,!*  said  Lord  Kilgoff,  rallying  into 
sometbing  like  bis  accustomed  xnanner.  '^Tou  know 
ifhom  I  mean!'^  cried  he,  impatient  at  Linton's  delaj 
in  answering;  "tbe  old  woman  one  sees  eveiywhere; 
sbe  married  tbat  Scotcb  sergeant  — " 

"Lady  Janet  MacFaxline  — ?" 

"Exactly,  Sir." 

"Sbe  tbinks  precisely  witb  your  Lordsbip." 

"Fm  sure  of  it;  I  told  my  Lady  so,"  muttered  he 
to  bimself. 

Linton  canght  tbe  words  witb  eagemess,  »nd  his 
dark  eyes  kindled;  for  at  last  were  tbey  nearing  the 
territory  he  wanted  to  oecupy. 

"Lady  EalgofiF,"  said  he,  slowly,  "does  not  need 
any  aid  to  appreciate  bim;  sbe  reads  him  tboroaghlji 
the  beartless,  selfisb,  unprincipled  spendtbriflk  tbat  heis/^ 

"Sbe  does  not,  Sir,"  rejoined  tbe  old  man,  with  s 
loud  Yoice,  and  a  stroke  of  bis  cane  upon  tbe  fioor, 
tbat  echoed  tbrougb  the  room.  "  You  never  were  more 
mista]ken  in  yonr  life.  Bus  insufferable  puppyism,  bis 
reckless  effrontery,  bis  underbred  familiarity,  are  pre- 
cisely tbe  very  qualities  sbe  is  pleased  witb.  *They 
are  so  different,'  as  sbe  says,  '  from  tbe  tiresome  roatioe 
of  fasbionable  manners/'' 

"Unquestionably  tbey  are,  my  Lord,"  said  Linton, 
witb  a  smile. 

"Exactly,  Sir;  tbey  diflfer,  as  do  her Ladyship's  owb 
babits  from  those  of  every  Lady  in  the  Peerage.  I 
told  her  so.  I  begged  to  set  her  right  on  that  subject, 
at  least." 

"Tour  LordBVnp'ft  T^^eoi^Tsi  ^  a  moat  eerere 
Ä^andard,"  said  L.iiitoTi,\ioVv[i^Vs^. 
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^^It  should  be  an  example,  Sir,  as  well  as  a  chastise- 
lent  Indeed,  I  believe  few  wonld  have  failed  to  profit 
7  it."  The  air  of  insolent  pride  in  which  he  spoke, 
eemed  for  an  instant  to  have  brought  back  the  wonted 
Dok  to  his  features,  and  he  sat  up,  with  bis  lips  com- 
iiessed,  and  his  chin  protmded,  as  in  his  days  of  yore. 

"I  would  entreat  your  Lordship  to  remember,"  said 
jinton,  "how  few  have  studied  in  the  same  school  you 
lave;  how  few  have  enjoyed  the  intimacy  of  'the  most 
»erfect  gentleman  of  all  Europe ;'  and  ofthat  small  circle, 
rho  is  there  could  have  derived  the  same  advant«^e 
rem  the  privilege?" 

"Tour  remark  is  very  just,  Sir.  I  owe  much,  very 
auch,  to  his  Eoyal  Highness/' 

The  tone  of  humility  in  which  he  said  this  was  a 
tigh  treat  to  the  sardonic  spirit  of  his  listener. 

''And  what  a  penance  to  you  must  be  a  visit  in 
och  a  house  as  this?"  said  Linton,  with  a  sigh. 

"True,  Sir;  but  who  induced  me  to  make  it?  An- 
wer  me  that." 

Linton  started  with  amazement,  for  he  was  very  far 
rom  supposing  that  his  Lordship's  memory  was  clear 
Qough  to  retain  the  events  of  an  interview  that  oc- 
nited  aome  months  before. 

"I  nevcr  anticipated  that  it  would  cost  you  so 
iearly,  my  Lord,"  sadd  he,  cautiously,  and  prepared  to 
;ive  his  words  any  tum  events  might  Warrant.  For 
nee,  however,  the  ingenuity  was  wasted.  Lord  Edlgoff, 
rearied  and  exhausted  by  the  increased  effort  of  his 
itelleet,  had  fallen  back  in  bis  chaaar,  and  with  droop- 
lg  lips  and  fallen  jaw,  sat,  the  very  picture  of  helpless 
ktuity: 
"So,  tben, "  said  Linton^  as  oa  tipioe  \ö  %tA»  \s$Äs»r 
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lessly  away,  "if  your  memory  was  inopportune,  it  was, 
at  least,  very  short-lived.  And  now,  adieu,  my  Lord,; 
tili  we  want  you  for  another  act  of  the  drama." 

CTLVPTER  XVn.     . 

WoMl  huTc  you  at  üur  luerry-making,  too. 

HOXXTKOOI. 
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If  we  should  appear,  of  late,  to  bave  forgotten 
some  of  those  friends  with  whom  we  first  made  our 
readers  acquainted  in  this  veracious  history,  we  beg  to 
plead  agaiust  any  charge  of  caprice  or  neglect  The 
cause  is  siniply  this:   a  story,  like  a  stream,  has  one 

'  main  current ;  and  he  who  would  foUow  the  broad  river, 
must  eschew  being  led  away  by  every  rivulet,  vhich 
may  separate  from  the  great  flood  to  follow  its  own 
vagrant  fancy  eisewhere.  Now,  the  Kennyfecks  had  i^-zze 
been  meanderiug  after  this  fashion  for  some  time  back. 
The  eider  had  commenced  a  very  vigorous  flirtadon 
with  the  dashing  Captain  Jennings,  while  the  younger 
sister  was  coyly  daliying  under  the  attentions  of  W«  ' 
brother  hussar  —  less,  be  it  remembered,  with  any 
direct  intention  of  surrender,  than  with  the  faint  hope, 
that  Cashel,  perceiving  the  siege,  should  think  fit  to 
rescue  the  fortress;  **Aunt  Fanny"  hovering  near,  a8 
"an  army  of  Observation,"  and  ready,  like  the  Prufr 
sians  in  the  last  war,  to  take  part  with  the  yictorioQB 
side,  whichever  that  might  be.  |:ic-':'i 

And  now,  we  ask  in  shame  and  sorrow,  is  it  not 
humiliating  to  think,  that  of  a  party  of  some  thirty  or 
more ,  met  together  to  enjoy  in  careless  freedom  the 
Izospitality  of  a  coiintry  house,  all  should  hare  beea 

animated  with  the  same  ^Y^^  ^^Vfi^äc^god^  —  «ajch^  beat 
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on  his  own  deep  game,  and,  in  some  one  guise  or  other 
of  deceitiiilness,  each  foUowing  out  some  scheme  of 
selfish  advantage? 

Some  may  say,  these  things  are  forced  and  un- 
natural;  that  Pleasure  proclaims  a  truce  in  the  great 
war  of  life,  where  combatants  lay  down  their  weapons, 
and  mix  like  friends  and  allies.  We  fear  this  is  not  tlie 
case.  Our  o,wn  brief  experiences  would  certainly  tend 
to  a  difFerent  conclusion.  Less  a  player  than  a  looker- 
on  in  the  great  game,  we  have  seen,  through  all  the 
excitements  of  dissipation,  all  the  fascinating  pleasures 
of  the  most  brilliant  circles,  the  steady  onward  pursuit 
of  self-interest;  and,  instead  of  the  occasions  of  social 
enjoyment  being  like  the  palm-shaded  wells  in  the 
desert,  where  men  meet  to  taste  the  peaceftilness  of 
perfect  rest,  they  are  rather  the  arena  where,  in  all  the 
glitter  of  the  most  splendid  armour,  the  combatants 
have  come  to  tilt,  with  more  than  life  upon  the  issue. 

For  this,  the  beauty  wreathes  herseif  in  all  the 
winning  smiles  of  loveliness;  for  this,  the  courtier  puts 
fbrth  his  most  captivating  address  and  his  most  seduc- 
tive  manner;  for  this,  the  wit  sharpens  the  keen  edge 
of  his  fancy,  and  the  statesman  matures  the  deep  re- 
solve  of  his  judgment.  The  diamond  coronets  that  deck 
the  hair  and  add  lustre  to  the  eyes  —  the  war-won 
medals  that  glitter  on  the  coat  of  some  hardy  veteran 
—  the  proud  insignia  of  merit  that  a  Sovereign's 
favour  grants  —  all  are  wom  to  this  end !  Each  brings 
to  the  game  whatever  he  may  possess  of  superiority, 
for  the  contest  is  ever  a  severe  one. 

And  now  to  go  back  to  our  Company.    From  Lady 
Janet,  intent  upon  everything  which  might  mimsl^^  \ö^ 
her   own   coznfort  or  mortify   her  neig^aJüOxxx  ^  Xa  *^^ 
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smooth  and  soft-voiced  Downie  Meek  —  with  ihe  kind- 
est  of  wishes  and  the  coldest  of  hearts  —  they  were, 
we  grieve  to  own  it,  far  more  imposing  to  look  at  füll 
dressed,  at  dinner,  than  to  investigate  by  the  seareliiiig 
anatomy  that  discloses  the  vices  and  foibles  of  humanity; 
and  it  is,  therefore,  with  less  regret  we  tum  from  Äe 
great  honse,  in  all  the  pomp  of  its  splendonr,  to  the 
humble  cottage,  where  Mr.  Corrigan  dwelt  With  his 
granddaughter. 

In  wide  contrast  to  the  magnificence  and  profbsion 
of  the  costly  household,  where  each  seemed  bent  on 
giving  way  to  every  caprice  that  extravaganee  could 
suggest,  was  the  simple  quietude  of  that  unpretending 
family.  The  efforts  by  which  Corrigan  had  overcome 
his  difficulties,  not  only  cost  him  all  the  litüe  capital 
he  possessed  in  the  world,  but  had  also  necessitated  a 
mode  of  living  more  restricted  than  he  had  ever  knovB. 
before.  The  little  luxuries  that  his  Station,  as  well  as 
his  age  and  long  use,  had  made  necessaries  —  the  re- 
finements  that  adom  even  the  very  simplest  livei  ^ 
had  all  to  be,  one  by  one,  surrendered.  Some  of  tbesa 
he  gave  up  manfully,  others  cost  him  deeply;  andwhen 
the  day  came  that  he  had  to  take  leave  of  his  old  grey 
pony,  the  faithful  companion  of  so  many  a  lonely 
ramble,  the  creature  he  had  reared  and  petted  like  a 
dog,  the  struggle  was  almost  too^much  for  him. 

He  walked  along  beside  the  man  who  led  the  beaet 
to  the  gate ,  telling  him  to  be  sure  and  seek  out  flome 
one  who  would  treat  her  kindly:  "Some  there  are 
would  do  so  für  my  sake;  but  she  deserres  it  bettar  Äf 
her  own.  —  Yes,'  Nora,  I'm  speaking  of  you,"  suA  he,  * 
eareissing  her,  aa  she  laid  her  nose  over  his  aorm.  "In 
sure  I  never  thougbt  -w^'^'Vän^  \ft  ^«s?C 
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*^She*s  good  as  goold  this  minit/*  said  the  man; 
"an'  it'U  go  hard  but  I'll  get  six  pounds  for  her,  any 
way." 

"Teil  whoever  buys  her,  that  Mr.  Gerrigan  will 
give  him  a  crownpiece  every  Christmas-day  that  he 
sees  her  looking  well  and  m  good  heart.  To  be  sure, 
it's  no  great  bribe,  we're  both  so  old,"  said  he,  smiling; 
"bat  my  blessing  goes  with  the  man  thafs  a  fiiend  to 
her/'  He  sat  down  as  he  said  this,  and  held  his  band 
over  his  face  tili  she  was  gone.  "  God  forgive  me  if  I 
set  my  heart  too  much  on  such  things,  but  it's  like 
parting  with  an  old  friend.  —  Poor  Mary's  harp  must 
go  next;  but  here  comes  Tiernay.  Well,  Doctor,  what 
news?" 

The  Doctor  shook  his  head  twice  or  thrice  despond- 
ingly,  but  said  nothing*,  at  last  he  muttered,  in  a 
grumbling  voice: 

"I  was  twice  at  the  Hall,  but  there's  no  seeing 
Cashel  himself;  an  insolent  puppy  of  a  valet  tumed 
away  contemptuously  as  I  asked  for  him,  and  said: 

"Mr.  Linton,  perhaps,  might  hear  what  you  have 
to  say." 

"Is  Kennyfeck  to  be  found?" 

"Yes,  I  saw  him  for  a  few  'minutes;  but  he's  like 
the  rest  of  them;  the  old  fool  fancies  he's  a  man  of 
fashion  here,  and  told  me  he  had  left  'the  Attomey' 
behind,  in  Merrion-square.  He  half  confessed  to  me, 
however,  what  I  feared.  Cashel  has  either  given  a 
promise  to  give  this  farm  of  yours  to  Linton  — " 

"Well,  the  new  landlord  will  not  be  less  kind  than 
the  old  one." 

"You  think  so,"  said  Tiernay,  stemly.  "Is  your 
knowledge  of  life  no  better  than  this?  "Hän^  ^qvslXv^^^ 

Jioland  Cashel. ;  //.  A.*^ 
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tili  now  withont  being  able  to  read  äiat  man?  Gome, 
come,  Corrigan,  don't  treat  this  as  a  prejudice  of  mine. 
I  have  watched  him  closely,  and  he  sees  it  I  teil  you 
again,  the  fellow  is  a  villain.^^ 

"Ay,  ay,"  said  Corrigan,  laoghing;  "yonr  doctor^s 
craft  has  made  you  always  on  the  look-out  for  some 
hidden  mischief.^^ 

^^My  doctor*8  craft  has  taoght  me  to  know  that 
Symptoms  are  never  without  a  meaning.  Bnt  enoügh 
of  him;  the  question  is  simply  this:  we  cannot  be  sup- 
posed  cognisant  of  any  arrangement  between  Cftshel 
and  this  man;  we  have,  then,  merely  to  propose  to 
Cashel  the  purchase  of  your  interest  in  the  cottage,  on 
which  you  will  cede  the  possession." 

'^Yes;  and  give  up,  besides,  all  claim  at  law,  for 
you  know  we  are  supported  by  the  highest  opinions.*' 

"Pooh  —  nonsense,  man;  don't  embarrass  the  case 
by  a  pretension  theyVe  sure  to  sneer  at.  The  cottage 
and  the  little  fields.  behind  it  are  tangible  and  pal- 
pable;  don^t  weakei^  your  case  by  a  plea  you  cpuld 
not  press." 

"Have  your  own  way,  then,"  said  the  old  man, 
mildly. 

"It  is  an  annuity,  you  say,  you'd  wish?" 

"On  Mary 's  life,  not  on  mine,  Doctor." 

"It  will  be  a  poor  thing,"  said  Tiemay,  with  « 
ßigh. 

"They  say  we  could  live  in  some  of  the  towns  in 
Flanders  very  cheaply,"  eaid  Corrigan,  cheerfully. 

"You  don't  know  how  to  live   cheaply,"  rejoined 

Tiemay,  crankily.   "You  think,  if  you  don't  see  a  man 

in  black  behind  your  chair,   and  that  you  eat  off  delf 

^ißstead  of  silvex ,  \\iat  'y^xii  vt^  ^  xQ^^f^^Vo.  of  simplicity* 
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I  saw  you  last  Sunday  put  by  the  decanter  with  half 
a  glass  of  Sherry  at  the  bottom  of  it,  and  you  were  as 
proud  of  your  thrift  as  if  you  had  reformed  your  whole 
household/^ 

"Everything  is  not  leamed  in  a  moment,  Tiemay," 
«ud  Corrigan,  mildly. 

"You  are  too  old  to  begin,  Con  Corrigan,"  said  the 
other,  gravely;  "such  men  as  you,  who  have  not  been 
educated  to  narrow  fortunes,  never  leam  thrift;  they 
can  endure  great  privations  well  enough,  but  it  is  the 
little,  petty,  dropping  ones  that  break  down  the  spirit 
—  thesd,  they  cannot  meet." 

"A  good  conscience  and  a  strong  will  can  do  a 
great  deal,  Tiemay.  One  thing  is  certain,  that  we 
shall  escape  persecution  from  him.  He  will  scarcely 
dißcover  us  in  our  humble  retreat." 

"IVe  thought  of  that,  too,"  said  Tiemay.  "It  is 
the  greatest  advantage  the  plan  possesses.  Now,  the 
next  point  is,  how  to  see  this  same  Cashel;  from  all 
that  I.  can  leam,  bis  life  is  one  of  dissipation  &om 
moming  tili  night.  Those  fashionable  sharpers  by 
whom  he  is  surrounded  are  making  him  pay  dearly  for 
his  admission  into  the  honourable  guild." 

"The  greater  the  pity,"  sighed  Corrigan;  "he  ap- 
peared  to  me  deserving  of  a  different  fate.  An  easy, 
complying  temper  — " 

"The  devil  a  worse  fault  I'd  wish  my  enemy," 
broke  in  Tiernay,  passionately.  "A  field  without  a 
fence  —  a  house  without  a  door  to  it!  And  there,  if 
I  am  not  mistaken,  I  hear  his  voice;  yes,  he's  Coming 
along  the  path,  and  some  one  with  him,  too." 

"ril  leave  you  to  talk  to  him,   Tiemay^  ikst  ^^"^ 
seem  in  'the  rein.'"    And  with  tixese  -wox&ä  ^^  ^^ 
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man  tumed  into  a  by-path,  just  as  Cashel,  with  Lady 
Kilgoff  on  bis  arm,  advanced  up  the  avenue. 

Nothing  is  more  remarkable  tban  tbe  unconscious 
bomage  tendered  to  female  beauty  and  elegance,  by 
men  wbose  mould  of  mind,  as  well  as  babit,  would 
seem  to  render  tbem  insensible  to  sucb  fascinations,  nor 
is  tbeir  instinctive  admiration  a  tribute  whidb  beauty 
ever  despises. 

Tbe  cbange  wbicb  came  over  tbe  rongb  Doctor's 
expression  as  tbe  party  came  nearer  exemplified  this 
trutb  strongly.  Tbe  look  of  stem  determination  with 
wbicb  be  was  preparing  to  meet  Casbel  cbanged  to 
one  of  astonisbment,  and,  at  last  to  undisguised  ad- 
miration, as  be  surveyed  tbe  gracefal  mien  and  bril- 
liant  beauty  before  bim.  Tbey  bad  left  tbe  pbaeton 
at  tbe  little  wicket,  and  tbe  exercise  on  foot  bad 
sligbtly  coloüred  ber  cbeek,  and  added  animation  to 
her  features  —  tbe  only  aid  necessary  to  make  her' 
loveliness  perfect. 

"I  bave  taken  a  great  liberty  witb  my  neigbbour, 
Doctor  Tiemay,"  said  Casbel,  as  be  came  near.  "Let 
me  present  you,  bowever,  first  —  Doctor  Tiemay,  Lady 
Kilgoff.  I  bad  been  telling  ber  Ladysbip  tbat  tbe  only 
picturesque  portion  of  tbis  coimtry  lies  witbin  tbis  bolly 
enclosure,  and  is  tbe  property  of  my  friend  Mr.  Coi^ 
rigan,  wbo,  altbougb  be  will  not  visit  me,  will  not,  Tm 
sure,  deny  me  tbe  pleasure  of  sbowing  bis  tasteful 
grounds  to  my  jßriends." 

"My  old  friend  would  be  but  too  proud  of  such  a 
visitor,"  Said  Tiemay,  bowing  low  to  Lady  Kilgoff. 

"Mr.  Casbel  bas  not  confessed  all  our  object,  Mr. 
Tiemay,''  said  sbe,  assuming  ber  most  gracious  manner. 
*^Our  yisit  has  in  ]pios^^QX.  ^<ö  Vo^^  ^^'^^oAkin^  Jffiss 


ROLAND  CASHEL.  197 

Leicester's  acquaintance;  as  I  know  yoü  are  the  in- 
timate  friend  of  the  family,  will  yon  kindly  say  if  this 
be  a  suitable  hour,  or,  indeed,  if  our  presence  here  at 
all  would  not  be  deemed  an  intrusion?" 

The  Doctor  coloured  deeply,  and  bis  eye  sparkled 
with  pleasure,  for,  -stränge  enough  as  it  may  appear, 
while  sneering  at  the  dissipations  of  the  great  house, 
be  feit  a  degree  of  indignant  anger  at  the  thought  of 
Mary  sitting  alone  and  neglected,  with  gaieties  around 
her  on  every  side. 

**It  was  a  most  thougbtM  kindness  of  your  Lady- 
sbip," replied  be,  "for  my  friend  is  too  old  and  too 
infirm  to  seek  society,  and,  so,  the  poor  cbild  bas  no 
otber  companionship  tban  two  old  men,  only  fit  to 
weary  each  otber." 

"You  make  me  hope  that  our  mission  will  succeed, 
Sir,"  Said  Lady  Kilgoff,  still  employing  her  most 
fascinating  look  and  voice;  "we  may  reckon  you  as  an 
ally,  I  trust." 

"I  am  your  Ladyship's  most  devoted,"  said  the  old 
man,  conrteonsly;  "bow  can  I  be  of  service?" 

*'Oar  object  is  to  induce  Miss  Leicester  to  pass 
some  days  with  us,"  said  she;  "we  are  plotting 
varioos  amusements  that  might  interest  her  —  private 
tbeatricals  among  the  rest." 

"Here  she  comes,  my  Lady,"  said  Tiemay,  with 
animation;^  "I  am  proud  to  be  the  means  of  intro- 
ducing  her." 

Just  at  this  instant  Mary  Leicester  bad  caught  sight 
of  tbe  party,    and   uncertain   wbether  to  advance  or 
retire,  was  standing  for  a  moment  \mä.^c\dL<^^^  -^r^si^qs^ 
Tiemajr  called  out, 
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and  mj  old  Mend,  this  wotdd  be  doubtless  the  readiest 
and  the  best  Solution  of  the  difficulty,^^  said  Tiemay; 
^'but  what  would  be  said  if  we  consented  to  such  an 
^angement?  What  would  not  be  said?  Ay,  faitb, 
diere^s  not  a  scandalous  rumour  that  malice  could  forge 
would  not  be  rife  upon  us." 

"And  do  70U  think  such  calumnies  have  any  terror 
for  mef'*  cried  Cashel. 

"When  youVe  lived  to  my  age,  Sir,  you'U  reason 
differently." 

"It  shall  be  all  as  you  wish,  then,"  said  Cashel. 
"But  stay!"  cried  he,  after  a  moment's  thought;  "there 
is  a  difßculty  I  had  almost  forgotten.  I  must  loci 
that  it  may  not  interfere  with  our  plans.  When  can 
I  see  you  again?  Would  it  suit  you  to  come  and 
.  breakfast  with  me  to-morrow?  TU  have  my  man  of 
business,  and  well  arrange  everything." 

"Agreed,  Sir;  111  not  fall.  I  like  your  promptitnde. 
A  favour  is  a  double  benefit  when  speedily  granted." 

"Now  I  shall  ask  one  from  you,  Doctor.  If  I  can 
persuade  my  kind  friends  here  to  visit  us,  will  you,  too, 
be  of  the  party  sometimes?" 

"Not  a  bit  of  it  Why  should  I,  Sir,  expose  you 
to  the  insolent  criticism  my  unpolished  manners  and 
rüde  address  would  bring  upon  you  —  or  myself  to 
the  disdain  that  fashionable  folk  would  show  me?  I 
am  proud  —  too  proud,  perhaps,  at  the  confidence  you 
would  repose  in  my  honour  —  I  don't  wish  to  blush 
for  my  breeding  by  way  of  recompense.  There,  Sir! 
there  is  one  yonder  in  every  way  worthy  all  the 
distinction  rank  and  wealth  can  give  her.  I  feel  happy 
to  tbiuk  that  sbe  is  toisio^ei^uTrism^'ösiQSÄ^Vö^ii^^ 
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cannot  prize  her  worth,  will   at  least  appreciate  her 
fascinations.'' 
•    "Will  Mr.  Corrigan  consent?" 

"He  must  —  he  shall,"  broke  in  Tiemay.  "FU 
insist  npon  it;  but  come  along  with  me  into  the  cottage, 
while  the  ladies  are  cementing  their  acquaintance;  we^ll 
see  him,  and  talk  him  over/' 

So   saying,  he  led  Cashel   into  the  little  library,  * 
where,   deep   sunk  in  his  thoughts,  the  old  man  was 
seated,  with  an  open  book  before  him,  but  of  which  he, 
had  not  read  a  line. 

"Con!"  cried  Tiemay,  "Mr.  Cashel  has  come  to 
bring  you  and  Miss  Mary  up  to  the  Hall,  to  dinner. 
There,  Sir,  look  at  the  face  he  puts  on;  an  excuse  in 
every  wrinkle  of  it." 

"But,  my  dear  friend  —  my  worthy  Doctor  —  you 
know  perfectly  — " 

"1*11  know  perfectly  that  you  must  go  —  no  help 
forJt.  I  have  told  Mr.  Cashel  that  you'd  make  fifty 
apologies  —  pretend  age  —  ill-health  —  want  of  habit, 
and  so  on;  the^  valid  reason  being  that  you  think  his 
Company  a  set  of  raflfe,  and  — " 

"Oh,  Tiemay,  I  beg  you'U  not  ascribe  such  senti- 
ments  to  tw^." 

"Well,  I  thought  so  myself,  t'other  day  —  ay, 
half  an  hour  ago;  but  there  is  a  lady  yonder,  Walking 
up  and  down  the  grass-plot,  has  made  me  change  my 
mind;  come  out  and  see  her,  man,  and  then  say  as 
many  *No's'  as  you  please."  And,  half-dragging,  half- 
leading  the  old  man  out,  Tiemay  went  on  — 

"You'U  see,  Mr.  Cashel,  how  polite  hell  grow  when 
he  sees  the  bright  eyes  and  the  fair  dcie^,    Xord^L 
not  hear  of  any  more  refiisals  then,  1  ^totovä^  ^wx^ 
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Meanwhile,  so  far  had  Lady  KilgofP  advanced  in 
the  favourable  opinion  of  Miss  Leicester,  that  the  young 
girl  was  already  eager  to  aecept  the  proffered  invitap 
tion.  Old  Mr.  Corrigan,  iiowever,  could  not  be  indnced 
to  leave  bis  home,  and  so  it  was  arranged  that  Lady 
Kilgoff  should  drive  over  on  the  foUowing  day  to  fetob 
her;  with  which  understanding  they  parted,  eaoh  look- 
ing  forward  with  pleasore  to  their  next  meeting. 

CHAPTER  XVm. 

Gone !  and  in  seoret,  too ! 

Ajod  all  the  plans  for  pleasure  which  engaged  fh4 
attention  of  the  great  hoase,  two  objects  now  diyided 
the  interest  between  them.  One  was  the  expected  arri- 
val  of  the  beautiiul.Miss  Leicester —  "]|fe-.  CasheFs 
babe  in  the  wood,"  as  Lady  Janet  called  her,  —  the 
other,  the  reading  of  a  little  one-act  piece,  which  Mr. 
Linton  had  written  for  the  Company,  Althongh  both 
were  in  their  several  ways  "  events,"  the  degree  of  interest 
they  excited  was  very  disproportioned  to  their  intrinsie 
conseqnence,  and  can  only  be  explained  by  dwelling 
on  the  various  intrigues  and  schemes  by  which  that 
little  World  was  agitated. 

Lady  Janet,  whose  natural  spiteMness  was  a  most 
catholic  feeling,  began  to  fear  that  Lady  Kilgoff  had 
acquired  such  an  influence  over  Cashel,  that  she  could 
mould  him  to  any  course  she  pleased  —  even  a 
marriage.  She  suspected,  therefore,  that  this  rostic 
beauty  had  been  selected  by  her  Ladyship,  as  one 
very  unlikely  to  compete  with  herseif  in  Roland's  re- 
gard,  and  that  sbe  N^aa  thus  securing  a  lasting  ascen- 
dancy  over  him. 
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Mrs.  Leicester  White,  who  saw,  or  believed  she 
saw,  herseif  neglected  by  Roland,  took  an  indignant 
Tiew  of  the  matter,  and  threw  out  dubious  and  shadowy 
BUSpicions  about  "who  this  young  lady  might  be,  who 
seetned  so  opportunely  to  have  sprang  up  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood,"  and  expressed,  in -confidence,  her  great 
snrprise,  "how  Lady  Kilgoff  could  lend  herseif  to  such 
an  arrangem^t.^' 

Mrs.  Kennyfeck  was  outraged  at  the  entrance  of  a 
new  competitor  into  the  field,  where  her  daughter  was 
no  longer  a  "favourite."  In  fact,  the  new  visitor's 
arrival  was  heralded  by  no  signs  of  welcome,  save 
fix)m  the  young  men  of  the  party,  who  naturally  were 
pleased  to  hear  that  a  very  handsome  and  attractive 
girl  was  expected. 

As  for  Aunt  Fanny,  her  indignation  knew  no 
bonnds;  indeed,  ever  since  she  had  set  foot  in  the  house 
her  State  had  been  one  little  short  of  insanity.  In  her 
own  very  graphic  phrase  —  "She  was  fit  to  be  tied, 
at  all  öhe  saw."  Now,  when  an  elderly  maiden  ladj- 
thus  comprehensively  sums  up  the  cause  of  her  anger, 
without  döBcending  to  "a  bill  of  particulars,"  the 
ebances  are,  that  some  personal  wrong  —  real  or  ima- 
ginary  —  is  inore  in  fault  than  anything  reprehensible 
in  the  <ia6e  she  is  so  severe  upon.  So  was  it  here: 
Aunt  Faniiy  literally  saw  nothing,  although  she  heard 
a  gtetkt  deal.  Daily,  hourly,  were  the  accusations  of 
the  whdle  Kennyfeck  family  directed  against  her  for 
tbe  löä$  of  Cashel.  But  for  her,  and  her  absurd 
credxrHty  OA  the  Statement  of  an  anonymous  letter,  and 
there  hid  been  äo  yacht  voyage  with  Lady  Kilgoff  — 
no  shipwr^ck  —  no  life  in  a  cabin  on  \hÄ  co^ßX.  — 
no  —  In  a  word,  all  these  events  taA  eMcLex  i[io\.\i».V 
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pened  at  all,   or  onlj  occnrred  with  Livy  Kennyfeck 
for  their  heroine. 

Koland's  cold,  almost  distant  politeness  to  tlie 
joung  ladieSfWas  marked  enough  to  appear  intentioiial; 
nor  could  all  the  litüe  by-play  of  flirtation  with  oihers 
excite  in  him  the  slightest  evidence  of  displeasnre.  If 
the  familj  were  outraged  at  this  change,  poor  Livy 
herseif  bore  up  admirably;  and  while  playing  a  hnndred 
little  attractive  devices  for  Cashel,  sueceeded  in  making 
a  very  deep  Impression  on  the  well-whiskered  Sir 
Harvey  Upton,  of  the  — th.  Indeed,  as  Linton,  who 
saw  everything,  shrewdly  remarked  —  "She  may  not 
pocket  the  ball  she  intended,  but  rely  on\  she^ll  make 
a  'hazard^  somewhere/* 

Of  all  that  great  Company,  but  one  alone  fonnd  no 
place  in  her  heart  for  some  secret  wile;  this  was  Miss 
Meek,  who,  sadly  disappointed  at  the  little  influence  of 
her  royalty,  had  ceased  to  care  mnch  for  in-door  affairs, 
and  spent  her  momings  "schooling"  with  Charley,  and 
her  evenings  listening  to  sporting  talk  whenever  two  or 
three  *'fast  men"  got  togeöier  in  the  drawing-room. 

The  evening  that  preceded  Miss  Leicester's  intended 
arrival  had  been  fixed  for  the  reading  of  Mr.  Linton^s 
comedy  —  a  little  drämatic  piece,  which,  whether  he 
had  Stolen  wholesale  from  the  French,  or  only  borrowed 
in  part,  none  knew;  but  various  were  the  rumours  tiiat 
it  would  tum  out  to  be  a  very  satirical  composition, 
with  allusions  to  many  of  those  who  were  to  dt  in 
judgment  over  it.  How  this  supposition  originated,  or 
with  whom ,  tiier^  \a  tlo  «»^-^^^  nor  if  well  fonnded  in 

ÄOjr  respect,  for  lAlitoiDLV«Ä\ÄN^'t  ^<ör*rcL\sÄ  ^^^sS^s^tf^ 

anjr  one,  nox  aWude^öi  \.o  V^.  ^^^'^  \a.  «^^  ^^\.N.^«. 
xnanner. 
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Each,  however,  looked  to  see  bis  neighbour  "shown 
np;"  and  while  one  said,  "What  a  character  could  be 
made  of  old  Sir  Andrew,  with  bis  vulgarity,  bis  deaf- 
ness,  and  bis  gluttony!"  anotber  tbougbt  tbat  Downie 
Meek,  in  bis  oilj  smootbness,  bis  sigbings,  and  bis 
"dear  me's,"  would  be  admirable  —  all  tbe  ladies 
averring  tbat  Lady  Kilgoff  would  be  a  perfect  em- 
bodiment  of  Lady  Teazle,  as  "Sir  Peter"  suspected, 
and  "  Josepb"  intended  ber  to  be. 

Fears  for  individual  safety  were  merged  in  bopes 
of  seeing  otbers  assailed,  and  it  was  in  sometbing  like 
a  flutter  of  expectancy  tbat  tbe  party  assembled  in  tbe 
drawing-room  before  dinner.  Great  was  tbeir  surprise 
to  find  tbat  Mr.  Linton  did  not  make  bis  appearance. 
Tbe  dinner  was  announced,  but  be  never  came,  and 
bis  place  vacant  at  tbe  foot  of  tbe  table  was  tbe  conti- 
nual  suggester  of  every  possible  reason  for  bis  abscence. 
If  Lady  Bjlgoff  could  not  divest  berself  of  a  certain 
terror  —  vague  and  meaningless,  it  is  true  —  tbe 
dread  sbe  feit  proceeded  from  knowing  bim  to  be  one, 
wbose  every  act  bad  some  deep  purpose;  wbile  otbers 
were  tben  canvassing  bis  absence  in  easy  freedom,  sbe 
took  tbe  first  opportunity  of  asking  Casbel  wbetber  be 
were  in  tbe  secret,  or  if  it  were  really  true  tbat  Linton 
bad  not  communicated,  even  witb  bim,  about  bis  de- 
parture. 

"I  am  no  better  informed  tban  my  friends  bere,'' 
Said  ßoland;   "and,  to  say  trutb,   I  bave  given  myself 
litüe  tbougbt  about  tbe  matter.     We  bave  not,   as  you 
are  aware,  of  late  seen  so  mucb  of  ^«jcäa.  oi^^öt  ^»^^^^ 
used  once;  he  bas  bimseU  rather  drawn  oft  tsv^^  «sq^^ 

Aare  leR  tbe  interval   between   üb  to  V\Äeo.n  ^^fÄs^^"«^ 

nacb  regret " 
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^^Bemember,  however,  what  I  told  yoa;  he  can  be 
a  terrible  enemj."* 

Cashel  smiled  calmlj  as  he  said,  ^^I  have  consorted 
with  men  whose  vengeance  never  took  longer  to  acquit 
than  the  time  occupied  in  drawing  a  knife  from  the 
gleere  or  a  pistol  from  the  girdle.  I  care  very  litüe 
for  him  whose  weapon  is  mere  sabtlety." 

^^It  is  this  over-confidence  makes  me  fear  for  700," 
Said  sbe,  anxiously;  ^^for,  I  saj  again,  jou  do  not 
know  him/* 

*^I  wißh  I  never  had,''  said  Gashel,  with  an  ear- 
nestness  of  voice  and  accent  ^^He  has  involved  me  in 
a  hundred  pursuits,  for  which  I  feel  neither  taste  nor 
enjoyment.  To  him  I  owe  it  that  pleasnre  is  ever  as- 
sociated  in  my  mind  with  mere  debanch;  and  the  onlj 
generosity  he  has  taught  me,  bas  been  the  spendthrifl 
waste  of  the  gaming-table." 

"  Could  you  not  find  out  something  of  him  —  when 
he  went,  and  in  what  direction?^^  said  she,  anxiously. 
"I  cannot  teil  you  why,  but  my  beart  misgives  me 
about  bis  departure." 

More  in  compliance  with  her  scruples,  than  that  he 
deemed  the  matter  worth  a  thought,  Cashel  left  the 
room,  to  make  inquiries  from  the  servants;  but  all  he 
could  leam  was,  that  Mr.  Linton  arose  before  daybreak, 
and  had  left  the  house  on  foot;  bis  own  seirant  not 
knowing  in  what  direction,  nor  having  heard  anything 
of  bis  master's  previous  intention. 

His  intimacy  with  the  family  at  the  cottage  left  it 
J70£isible  that  they  ml^ht  know  something  of  his  move- 
ments,  and  CasheV  aÄCQt^\XL^^  \^^^^)^f^<^\  %.  \&»aAen^er 
tbitber   to   ask-,  Wt  ^V\^V  ^^  ^'ßSÄ  ^ü:«äää».  t5ä>s^  ^ 
^v-ery  previous  in^vuiy» 
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While  Cafihel  was  foUowing  up  this  search,  with  a 
egree  of  interest  that  increased  as  the  difficulty  aug- 
lented,  he  little  knew  how  watchfiiUy  bis  every  word 
od  gestore  was  noted  down  by  one  who  stood  at  bis 
[de.  Tbis  was  Mr.  Pbillis,  wbo,  wbile  seeming  to 
articipate  in  bis  master's  astonisbment,  tbrew  out  £rom 
me  to  time  certain  stränge,  vague  bints,  less  suggestive  ' 
f  bis  own  opinions,  tban  as  baits,  to  attract  tbose  of 
is  master. 

"Very  odd,  indeed,  Sir  —  very  stränge  —  so  re- 
ular  a  gentleman,  too  —  always  rising  at  the  same 
our.  His  man  says  be's  like  tbe  clock.  To  be  siire," 
dded  be,  after  a  pause,  ^'bis  manner  is  cbanged  of 
ite." 

*'How  do  you  mean?"  asked  Casbel,  burriedly. 

"He  seems  anxious,   Sir  —  uneasy,  as  one  migbt 

"I  bave  not  perceived  it." 

"His  man  says  — " 

"Wbat  care  I  for  tbat,"  said  Casbel,  impatiently. 
It  is  not  to  pry  into  Mr.  Linton^s  babits  that  I  am 
iere;  it  is  to  assure  myseif  tbat  no  accident  bas  bap- 
>ened  to  bim,  and  tbat,  if  be  stand  in  need  of  my 
ssistance,  I  sball  not  be  neglecting  bim.  Teil  two  of 
be  grooms  to  take  borses,  and  ride  dow^  to  Killaloe 
nd  Dunkeeran,  and  ask  at  tbe  Inns  tbere  if  be  bas 
»een  seen.  Let  tbem  make  inquiry,  too,  along  tbe  - 
oad."  Witb  these  directions,  bastily  giv^i,  be  re- 
amed  to  tbe  drawing-room ;  bis  mind  far  more  interested 
a.  tbe  event  tban  be  knew  bow  to  account  for. 

"No  tidings  o£  Tom?"  said  Lotd  C\v«t\ft^^T^^äoföt^ 
uDging  carelessljr  in  a  well-cußhion^i  Äi«!vc. 
Cashel  made  a  sign  in  the  negaÜNe. 
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**Well,  it^s  always  a  satisfaction  to  his  friends  to 
know  that  he^ll  not  come  to  harm,^'  said  he,  with  an 
ambiguouß  smile.  ■ 

*^The  countiy  is  much  disturbed  at  this  moment, 
said  the  Chief  Justice ;  "the  calendar  was  a  very  heavy 
one  last  Assize.  I  trust  no  marauding  parly  maj  have 
laid  hold  of  him." 

"Ah,  yes;  that  would  be  very  sad  indeed,"  sighed 
Meek,  mistaking  him  for  a  spy. 

"No  great  blonder,  after  all,"  said  Lady  Janet,  al- 
most  loud  enoogh  for  other  ears  than  her  next  neigh- 
bour's. 

"K  the  night  were  moonlight,"  said  Miss  Meek,  as 
she  opened  a  shutter  and  peeped  out  into  the  darkness, 
"Td  say  he  was  trying  those  fences  we  have  laid  out 
for  the  hurdle-race." 

"By  Jove,  Jim,  that  is  a  shrewd  thought!"  said 
Lord  Charles,  forgetting  that  he  was  addressing  her  by 
a  familiär  soubriquet  he  never  used  before  Company. 

"You  have  a  bet  with  him,  Charley?"  said  Upton. 

"Yes,  we  have  ^11  manner  of  bets  on  the  race,  and 
ril  have  one  with  you,  if  you  like  it  —  an  even  fifty 
that  Tom  tums  up  ^all  right  and  no  accident,'  after 
this  holt" 

"Ah,  my  Lord,  you're  in  the  secret,  thenl"  swd 
Aunt  Fanny,  whose  experience  of  sporting  transactions 
derived  from  "the  West,"  induced  her  to  suspect  that 
a  wager  contained  a  trap-fall. 

A  very  cool  stare  was  the  only  acknowledgment  he 

deigned  to  return  to  this  speech,  while  Mrs.  Kennyfeck 

iooked  unutterabVe  xe^xo^OaftÄ  ^\.V^x  ^^s^^^^  relative. 

"I  call  the  pxeaeivX.  com^^xi^  \ä  ^\ssÄ»Ä^  ^ssä^^sl 


ROLAND  CASHEL.  209 

end,  l\e  has  bequeathed  to  me  bis  brown  cob  pony, 
'Batter.'" 

*^I  protest  against  tbe  gift,''  said  Miss  Kennyfeck. 
'*Mr.  Lmton  told  me,  if  be  were  killed  in  tbe  steeple- 
cbase  on  Tuesday  next,  I  sbould  bave  *Batter.'" 

"Tbat  was  a  special  reservation,  Miss  Kennyfeck," 
Said  tbe  Cbief  Justice;  ^^so  tbat  if  bis  deatb  did  not 
occur  in  tbe  manner  specified,  tbe  deed  or  gift  became 
null  and  void." 

"I  only  know,"  said  Miss  Meek,  "tbat  Mr.  Linton 
Said,  as  we  came  back  from  tbe  burdle-field  —  *Re- 
member,  ""Batter""  is  yours,  if — if — '"  Sbe  besitated 
and  grew  red,  and  tben  stopped  speaking,  in  evident 
sbame  and  confusion. 

"If  wbat?  teil  US  tbe  condition;  you  are  boond  to 
be  candid,"  said  several  voices  togetber. 

"IUI  teil  you^  but  I'U  not  teil  any  one  eise,"  said 
tbe  young  girl,  tuming  to  Lady  Kilgoff;  and  at  tbe 
same  instant  sbe  wbispered  in  ber  ear,  "If  I  were  to 
be  married  to  Mr.  Casbel." 

"Well,"  said  ber  Ladysbip,  laugbing,  "and  was 
tbe  bribe  sufficient?" 

"I  sbould  tbink  not!"  replied  sbe,  witb  a  scomftd 
toss  of  tbe  bead ,  as  sbe  walked  back  to  ber  seat. 

"I  winna  say,"  said  Sir  Andrew,  "but  I  ba'  a  bit 
Claim  mysel  to  tbat  bonnie  snufiP-box  be  ca^d  a  Louis- 
Quatorze;  if  ye  mind,  Leddies,  I  asked  bim  to  mak' 
me  a  present  o'  it,  and  be  replied  —  *In  my  weell, 
Sir  Andrew ;  I'll  leave  it  ye  in  my  weell.' " 

"I  foresee  tbere  will  be  aWxiÖLWWÄ  ^^  \!ia.^gj>Äss^ 
said  tbe  Chief  Justice]  "for  Öie  cYÄxnÄ  «t^>öQf^^^ßssö»t 
oas  and  conäiciing." 

Roland  Cashel,  //.  "^^ 
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"Yon'U  not  be  troubled  wiüi  the  next  of  kin,  I  be- 
lieve,"  Said  Lady  Janet,  in  her  most  spiteful  of  voices. 

"I  say,  my  Lord  Chief  Justice,"  said  Frobisher, 
"let  me  have  a  travelling  opinion  from  yon,  on  a  legal 
point  Wonldn't  Linton's  heirs,  or  representatiyes,  or 
whatever  they're  called,  be  bound  to  'book  np'  if 
Ramskin  is  beaten  in  the  handicap?" 

"The  law  expressly  declares  such  transactions  with- 
out  its  pale,  my  Lord,"  said  the  Judge,  rebukingly. 

"Well,  I  can  only  say,"  interrupted  Upton,  "that 
when  we  were  in  cantonments  at  Sickmabund,  Jack 
Faris  'of  ours'  had  a  heavy  stake  in  a  game  of  piquet 
with  the  Major;  and  just  as  he  was  going  to  count  his 
point,  he  gave  a  tremendous  yell,  and  jumped  up  from 
the  table.  It  was  a  cobra  capella  had  bitten  him  in 
the  calf  of  the  leg.  Everything  was  done  for  him  at 
once,  but  all  in  yain;  he  swelled  up  to  the  size  of  four, 
and  died  in  about  two  hours.  It  was  rather  hard  on 
old  Cox,  the  Major,  who  had  two  hundred  pounds  on 
it,  and  a  capital  hand;  and  so  he  made  a  representa- 
tion  to  the  Mess,  showing  that  he  had  seven  cards  to 
his  point,  with  a  quint  in  hearts;  that,  taking  in  the 
.  ace  of  clubs,  he  should  count  a  quatorze,  and,  there- 
fore,  unquestionably  win  the  game.  The  thing  was 
clear  as  day,  and  so  they  awarded  him  the  stakes.  Cox 
behaved  very  handsomely,  too;  for  he  said,  'If  Faris's 
widow  likes  to  play  the  game  out,  111  give  her  the 
opportunity  when'we  get  back  to  England,  and  back 
myself ,  two  to  one/  " 

"I^he  Chevalier  Bayatd  himself  could  not  have 
done  more,"    said  "MBa^  "Sätsk^^^-,  -^fnÄa.  ^^ss^sa^Iq 
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it  Bandsome,    for   old  Cox   was  alwajs  liard  up  for 
money." 

"And  what  is  to  become  of  our  theatricals,  if  Mr. 
Linton  should  have  been  so  ill-natured  as  to  drown 
himself?"  said  Mrs.  White,  in  a  most  disconsolate  tone; 
for  sbe  Lad  already  made  terrible  havoc  in  her  ward- 
robe  to  accomplish  a  Tarkish  costume. 

"Such  a  disappointment  as  it  will  be,"  sighed 
Olivia  Kennyfeck,  who  had  speculated  on  a  last  effort 
npon  Cashel  in  a  Mexican  dress,  where,  certes,  super- 
fluity  should  not  be  the  fault. 

"Ton  can  always  make  some  compensation  for 
the  disappointment,"  said  Lady  Kilgoff,  "by  a  fancy 
baU." 

"Oh,  delightful!  the  very  thing!"  exclaimed  several 
together.     "When  shall  it  be,  Mr.  Cashel?" 

"I  am  entirely  at  your  Orders,"  said  he,  bowing 
courteously. 

"Shall  we  say  Tuesday,  then?" 

"Not  Tuesday;  we  have  the  race  on  that  moming," 
said  Frobisher;  "and  some  of  us,  at  least,  will  be  too 
tired  for  a  ball  afterwards." 

"Well,  Wednesday;  is  Wednesday  open?" 

"  Wednesday  was  fixed  for  a  boat  excursion  to  Holy 
Island,"  said  Cashel. 

"You  can't  haye  Thursday,  then,"  exclaimed  Lady 
Janet;  "that  is  the  only  evening  we  ever  have  our 
rubber.     Fll  not  give  you  Thursday." 

"Friday  we   are  to  have  some  people  at  dinner," 
said  Cashel;    "and  Saturday  was 'to  have  be^o.  v^pssä 
piece    of    eieciioneering    featVvity    iot   \ias^ss^^    '^^sös- 
ßtitaents. " 

"TfiÄ^  matter  now;*  saidMis-'^N^y^N'"^^^'*^ 
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poor  dear  man  is  in  a*  better  place;  a  very  iBad 
thought,"  sighed  she,  "but  such  things  are  lia]^pemng 
every  day." 

"Ah,  yes,  very  sad,"  responded  Meek,  who  nerer 
failed  to  perform  echo  to  any  one^s  lamentation. 

"Ah,  indeed!"  chimed  in  Aunt  Fanny,  "cut  offlike 
a  daisy."  And  she  wiped  her  eyes  and  looked  solemn, 
for  she  believed  she  was  quoting  Scripture. 

At  last  it  was  decided  that  the  ball  should  come 
off  on  the  earliest  evening  possible,  irrespective  of  all 
other  arrangements ;  and  now,  the  Company  formed  in 
a  great  circle,  discussing  dresses  and  characters  and 
costumes  with  an  eager  interest,  that  showed  how  little 
Linton's  fate  had  thrown  a  shadow  over  the  bright 
picture  of  anticipated  pleasnre. 

CHAPTEE  XIX. 

Ue  could  outroguo  a  lawyer. 

0Z.DBAM. 

KEVEALiKa  so  freely  as  we  do  the  hidden  ^les  of 
our  chai'acters  for  the  reader's  pleasure,  it  would  iU 
become  us  to  affeet  any  reserve  or  mystery  regarding 
their  actions.  We  shall  not  make,  therefore,  any  secret 
of  Mr.  Linton's  absence ,  nor  ask  of  our  patient  reader 
to  partake  of  the  mystification  that  prevailed  among  the 
Company  at  Tubbermore. 

It  so   chanced,  that  on  the  evening  preceding  his 

departure  he  saw  in  a  newspaper  paragraph  the  arrival 

of  a  very  distinguished  lawyer  at  Limerick  on  his  way 

to  Dublin,   and  the   thought  at  once  occurred  tö  him, 

tbat  ibe  opportumty  'wbä  xtv^^x.  ^w?WÄ€i^<^  i<«.  ^\^tA.\iiing 

an  opinion  respecting  t\i^ ''^^^yv^^^^^^W;-^  ^v^^^ 

inönriing  either  bub^icio^  ot  ^^i  \%^i.^^^^^  ^^^^ 
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Another  object,  inferior,  but  not  devoid  of  interest, 
also  snggested  itself.  It  was  this:  profiting  by  a  secret 
passage  which  led  from  the  theatre  to  Cashers 
bedroom,  it  was  Linton's  custom  to  visit  this  Chamber 
every  day,  ransacking  the  letters  and  papers  which,  in 
his  careless  indolence,  Roland  left  loose  upon  the  tables, 
and  thns  possessing  himself  of  the  minutest  knowledge 
of  CasheVs  affairs.  In  his  very  last  visit  to  this  room, 
he  perceived  a  cumbrous  document,  of  which  the  seal* 
on  the  envelope  was  broken,  but  apparently  the  Con- 
tents unlooked  at.  It  was  enough  that  he  read  the 
endorsement,  "Deed  of  Conveyance  of  the  Cottage  and 
Lands  of  Tubber-beg." 

Feeling  how  far  he  himself  was  interested  in  the 
paper,  and  well  knowing  the  forgetful  habits  of  Cashel, 
who  would  never  detect  its  removal,  he  cooUy  folded 
it  up  and  carried  it  away. 

At  first,  his  Intention  was  simply  to  peruse  the 
paper  at  his  ease,  and,  if  need  were,  to  show  it  in 
confidence  to  Corrigan,  and  thus  establish  for  himself 
that  degree  of  influence  over  the  old  man  which  thö 
character  of  his  landlord  might  convey.  But  another 
and  a  bolder  expedient  soon  suggested  itself  to  his 
mind  —  nor  was  he  one  to  shrink  from  an  enterprise 
merely  on  account  of  its  hazard  —  and  this  was  no 
less  than  to  forge  CasheVs  signature  to  the  deed  — 
for,  as  yet,  it  was  wanting  in  that  most  essential 
particular. 

That  Eoland  would  never  remember  anything  of 
the  matter,,  and  that  he  would  aVwa^^  yqsS^'^  \ft\>Ä^^s^^ 
bis  own  memory  defective ,  thaa  sw^^o^^  «vslOq.  ^  Hsö«&2^ 
cation  possible,  Linton  was  weW  coTwm^ö..  ^V^t*^  ^^ 
bat  one  dmcnlty:   how   sliould  \iÄ  mMi%%^  ^^^  ^'^  "^ 
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nesses,  whose  names  were  to  be  appended,  as  actaally 
present  at  the  moment  of  signing.  Here  .was  a 
stumbling-block  —  since  he  could  scarcely  hope  to  find 
others  as  short  of  memorj  as  was  Koland  CasheL  It 
was  while  still  canvassing  the  question  in  his  mind 
that  he  came  upon  the  intelligence  in  the  newspaper  of 
the  lawyer^s  arrival  at  Limerick,  and  suddenly  it  strack 
him  that  he  could  easily  in  ih&t  city  find  out  two  per- 
sons,  who,  for  a  sufficient  consideration,  would  append 
their  signatures  to  the  deed.  A  litte  Airther  reflection 
devised  even  an  easier  plan,  which  was  to  take  along 
with  him  the  Italian  sailor  Giovanni,  and  make  him 
represent  Cashel,  whose  appearance  was  quite  nnknown. 
By  Giovanni's  personation  of  Eoland,  Linton  escaped 
all  the  hazard  of  letting  others  into  his  confidence, 
while  the  sailor  himself,  in  a  few  days  more,  would 
leave  the  country  —  never  to  retum. 

It  was  with  the  calm  assurance  of  a  man  who  could 
put  a  price  upon  any  action  required  of  him,  that 
Giovanni  found  himself,  an  hour  after  midnight,  sum- 
moned  to  Linton's  dressing-room. 

^^I  told  you  some  time  back,  Giovanni,  that  we 
might .  be  serviceable  to  each  other.  The  hour  has 
come  a  little  earlier  than  I  looked  for;  and  now  the 
question  is,  are  you  of  the  same  mind  as  you  then 
were?" 

"I  know  nothing  of  the  laws  of  this  country,  Signor, 
but  if  there  be  life  on  the  i^sue  — " 

"No,  no,  nothing  like  that,  my  worthy  fellow.  In 
tbe  present  case,  aW.  \  «i^  i^x^  \si  ^^w£  «ilence  and  your 

fiecrecy," 

"Oh,  that  iß  eaaWy  VaA.  —  ^^  ^^'^^^^;^:^  ^ 

**Well,   I  wis\v  to  ^o  o^^x  \.«-m^TL^^M^t^^ 
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to  Limerick.  I  desire,  too,  that  you  should  accompany 
me  —  as  my  companion,  however,  and  my  equal.  We 
are  about  the  same  height  and  size,  so  take  that  snit 
there,  dress  yourself,  and  wait  for  me  at  the  cross- 
roads  below  the  village." 

The  Italian  took  the  parcel  without  speaking,  and 
was  about  to  letire,  when  Lmton  said: 

"You  can  write,  I  suppose?" 

The  other  nodded. 

^^I  shall  want  you  to  sign  a  document  in  presence 
of  witnesses  —  not  your  own  name,  but  another,  which 
rU  teil  you." 

The  Italian^s  dark  eyes  flashed  with  a  keen  and 
subtle  meaning,  and  leaning  forward,  he  said  in  a  low, 
distinct  tone, 

^^His  Excellency  means  that  I  should  forge  a 
name?" 

"It  is  scarcely  deserving  so  grave  a  phrase/'  replied 
Linton  affecting  an  easy  smile;  "but  what  I  ask 
amounts  pretty  much  to  that.  Have  you  scruples 
about  it?" 

"My  scruples  are  not  easily  alarmed,  Signor;  only 
let  US  understand  each  other.  111  do  anything*^  —  and 
he  laid  a  deep  emphasis  on  the  word  —  "when  I  see 
my  way  clear  before  me,  nothing,  when  Fm  blind- 
folded." 

"A  man  after  my  own  heart!"  cried  Linton;  "and 
now  good  night  Be.  true  to  the  time  and  place."  And 
with  this  they  parted. 

The  grey  mist  of  a  winter  moming  was  Just  clftaatr 
ing  &way  as  Linton,  accompameä.  Vj  OJvot^^dckv^  ^^s^'^ 
up   to   the  princip&l    Hotel    o£  lj\m<enß!te.>  -«\Ä5t^  ^ 
Hammond,   the   eminent  laarriatex,  ^^  ^^^  ^\ö^^^ 
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Having  ascertained  that  he  was  still  in  the  house, 
Linton  at  once  sent  up  his  name,  with  a  request  to  be 
admitted  to  an  interview  with  liim.  The  position  he 
had  so  long  enjoyed  among  the  officials  of  the  Yiceroj, 
had  made  Linton  a  person  of  considerable  importance 
in  a  city  where  the  ^^plated  article'*  so  often  passes  for 
silver;  and  no  sooner  had  the  lawyer  read  the  name, 
than  he  immediately  retumed  a  polite  answer,  saying, 
that  he  was  perfectly  at  Mr.  Linton's  Orders. 

The  few  inquiries  which  Mr.  Linton  had  meanwhile 
made  at  the  bar  of  the  Hotel,  informed  him  that  Mr. 
Hammond  was  making  all  haste  to  England,  where  he 
was  äbout  to  appear  in  a  case  before  the  House  of 
Lords;  that  horses  had  been  abeady  ordered  for  him 
along  the  whole  line  of  road,  and  his  presence  in  Lon- 
don was  imperative.  Armed  with  these  facts,  Linton 
entered  the  room,  where,  sorroonded  with  deeds,  drafts, 
and  Acts  of  Parliament,  the  Leamed  Counsel  was 
sitting  at  his  breakfast. 

*^It  was  but  last  night  late,  Mr.  Hammond,^*  said 
he,  advancing  with  his  very  frankest  manner,  "tibat  we 
caught  sight  of  your  name  as  having  arrived  here,  and 
you  See  I  have  lost  no  time  in  profiting  by  the  intel- 
ligenee.  I  have  come  thirty  Irish  miles  this  day  to 
catch  and  carry  you  off  with  me  to  Mr.  Cashers,  at 
Tubbermore.'' 

"Most  kind,    indeed  —  very   flattenng  —  I  am 
really  overpowered ,"  said  the  lawyer,  actually  redden- 
h^  with  pleasnre*,  and  \i^  ä^\'^  ^^  ^^^wsl  ^arath^  he  was 
^^orerpawered"  by    a   com^XvcaftTÄ.  ^^^  \>5tiöÄ  ^ji:^s**s^, 

wie  repnte   among  Vns   X^Texta^^-» 
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admitted  into  that  peculiar  class  which  calls  itself  the 
first  Society  of  the  metropolis. 

"I  assure  you,"  resumed  Linton,  "it  was  by  a  vote 
of  the  Tf  hole  house  I  undertook  my  mission.  The  Bal- 
goffs,  the  MacFai-lines,  the  Chief  Justice,  Meek,  and  — 
in  fact,  all  your  Mends  are  there  —  and  we  only  want 
yoM  to  make  the  party  complete." 

"I  cannot  express  the  regret  —  the  very  deep 
regret  —  I  feel  at  being  obliged  to  decline  such  an 
honoiir;  one  which,  I  am  free  to  confess,  actually  takes 
me  by  surprise.  But,  my  dear  Mr.  Linton,  you  see 
these  weighty  papers  —  that  formidable  heap  yonder  — " 

*'Meek  said  so,"  said  Linton,  internipting,  and  at 
the  same  time  assuming  a  look  of  deep  despondency. 
*' '  Hammond  will  refuse,'  said  he.  *  There's  no  man  at 
the  Irish  Bar  has  the  same  amount  of  business;  he 
cannot  give  his  friends  even  one  hour  from  his 
cHents.' " 

"Tm  sure  I  scarcely  suspected  the  Eight  Honour- 
able  Secretary  knew  of  me,"  said  Hammond,  blushing 
between  pleasure  and  shame. 

"Downie  not  know  of  you!  —  not  know  Mr.  Ham- 
mond! —  come,  come  —  this  may  do  for  a  bit  of  quiz 
in  those  Irish  newspapers  that  are  always  affecting  to 
Charge  English  officials  with  ignorance  of  the  dis- 
tinguished  men  here;  but  I  cannot  permitMr.  Hammond 
himself  to  throw  out  the  aspersion,  nor,  indeed,  can  I 
suffer  Meek ,  one  of  my  oldest  friends ,  to  lie  under  the 
obloquy.  I  need  not  teil  one  so  much  more  capable  of 
appreciating  these  things  than  myself,  how  every  ad- 
ministration  comes  into  office  with  a  host  of  foUowers 
far  more  eager  for  place ,  and  infiniteVy  tüot^  Q,Ci\&Äföc^» 
of  tbeir  high  deservings,  than  the  tm\y  ea^«Xi\^  tössql  «f 
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the  party.  These  4ocasts^  eat  up  the  first  harvest,  bat, 
happily  for  humanity,  they  rarely  live  for  a  second.^^ 

Linton  leaned  back  in  bis  cbair,  and  appeared  to 
be  taking  counsel  witb  bimself,  and  at  length,  as  if 
having  formed  bis  resolve,  said, 

^^Of  course  frankness  witb  sucb  a  man  is  never  a 
mistaken  policy/^  And  witb  tbis  muttered  soliloquy 
again  became  silent. 

CHAPTEK  XX. 

Itwaanot  "Flattery,"  hesoid,  but  "Hope." 

Bxix. 

We  leflt  Mr.  Linton  and  Mr.  Hammond  seated 
opposite  eacb  otber.  Tbe  former  lost  in  seeming  re- 
flection,  tbe  latter  awaiting  witb  eager  expectancy  for 
sometbing  wbicb  migbt  explain  tbe  few  stränge  words 
be  bad  just  listened  to. 

"May  I  venture  on  a  bit  of  confidence,  Mr.  Ham- 
mond/^ said  Linton,  Clearing  bis  brow  as  be  spoke; 
"you'U  never  betray  me?" 

"Never  —  on  my  bonour." 

"Never,  willingly,  I  well  know;  but  I  mean,  will 
you  strictly  keep  wbat  I  sball  teil  you  —  for  yourself 
alone  —  because,  as  I  am  tbe  only  depositaiy  of 
tbe  fact,  it  would  be  inevitable  ruin  to  me  if  it  got 
about?" 

"I  give  you  my  solemn  pledge  —  I  promise.^* 

"Quito  enougb  —  well  — "     Here  be  leaned  on 

tbe  otber^s  sboulder,   and  putting  bis  lips  close  to  bis 

ear,  said:  "Malone  will  retire  —  Eepton  will  be  Cbief 

—  and "  —  bere  be  prodded  tbe  listener  witb  bis  fmger 

—  "Attorney-GeneraV 
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"You  mean  me,  Sir  —  do  you  mean  that  I  am  to 
be  Attor  —  " 

,,"Hush!"  Said  Linton,  in  a  long  low  note;  "do  not 
breathe  it,  even  in  your  sleep !  If  I  know  these  tbings, 
it  is  because  I  am  trusted  in  quarters  where  men  of 
far  more  influence  are  boodwinked.  Were  I  once  to 
be  suspected  of  even  tbis  mucb,  it  would  be  *up*  witb 
me  for  ever." 

"My  dear  friend  — will  you  pardon  me  for  calling 
you  so?  —  I'd  suffer  tbe  torture  of  tbe  rack  before  Td 
divulge  one  syllable  of  it.  I  own  to  you,  my  family, 
and  my  friends  in  general,  have  not  been  patient  under 
wbat  tbey  deemed  tbe  Government  neglect  of  me." 

"And  witb  too  good  reason,  Sir,"  said  Linton, 
assumiüg  tbe  look  and  air  of  a  moraliser.  "And  do 
you  know  wby  you  bave  been  passed  over,  Mr.  Ham- 
mond?  I'll  teil  you,  Sir;  because  your  talents  were  too 
brilliant,  and  your  integrity  too  spotless,  for  promotion, 
in  times,  wben  inferior  capacities  and  more  convenient 
consciences  were  easier  tools  to  bandle!  —  Because 
you  are  not  a  man  wbo,  once  placed  in  a  conspicuous 
Position,  can  be  consigned  to  darkness  and  neglect 
wben  bis  capabilities  bave  been  proved  to  tbe  worldl 
—  Because  your  knowledge,  Sir  —  your  deep  insigbt 
into  tbe  political  condition  of  tbis  country,  would  soon 
bave  placed  you  above  tbe  beads  of  tbe  very  men  wbo 
appointed  you.  But  times  are  cbanged  —  capable 
men  —  zealous  men  —  ay,  Sir,  and  I  will  say,  great 
men,  are  in  request  now.  The  Public  will  bave  tbem, 
and  Ministers  can  no  longer  eitber  overlook  tbeir  claim, 
nor  ignore  tbeir  merit.  You  may  rely  upon  it  —  I 
see  siMnetbing  of  wbat  goes  on  bebind  ^«^  %^«qrh^  ^ 
the  great  atate  drama  —  and  be  aasvxteÖL^  'öoa^.  ^t^k^ 
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era  is  about  to  dawn  on  the  really  able  men  of  tbis 
conntry." 

"  Your  words  have  given  me  a  degree  of  encourage- 
ment,  Mr.  Linton,  that  I  was  very  far  from  ever  expect- 
ing  to  receive.  I  have  often  deplored  — '  not  on  my 
own  account,  I  pledge  my  honour  —  but  I  have  grieved 
for  others,  whom  I  have  seen  here,  unnoticed  and  un- 
distinguished  by  successive  Govemments." 

"Well,  there  is  an  end  of  the  System  now,  and  it 
was  time!"  said  Linton,  solemnly.  ^^But  to  come  back. 
Is  there  no  chance  of  stealing  you  away,  even  for  a 
couple  of  days?" 

"Impossible,  my  dear  Mr.  Linton.  The  voluminous 
mass  of  evidence  yonder  relates  to  an  appeal  case,  in 
which  I  am  to  appear  before  'the  Lords.'  It  is  a  most 
important  suit;  and  I  am  at  this  ve^  moment  on  my 
way  to  London,  to  attend  a  consultation  with  the  Soli- 
dtor-General." 

"How  unfortunate!  —  for  W5,  I  mean  —  for,  indeed, 
yonr  client  cannot  join  in  the  'plaint  By  the  way, 
your  mention  of  'the  Lords,'  reminds  me  of  a  very 
cnrious  circumstance.  You  are  aware  of  the  manner  in 
which  my  friend^Cashel  succeeded  to  this  great  estate 
here?" 

"Yes.  I  was  consulted  on  a  point  of  law  in  it,  and 
was  present  at  the  two  trials." 

"Well,  a  most  singular  discovery  has  been  made 
within  the  last  few  days.  I  suppose  you  remember 
that  the  property  had  been  part  of  a  confiscated  estate, 
belonging  to  an  old  Irish  family,  named  Corrigan?'' 

"I  remember  perfectly  —  a  very  fine  old  man, 
tbat  naed  to  be  well  kao^n  ai  Baly's  Club,  long  ago." 
"     ^^The  same.     ^e\\,  t\i\Ä  ö\^  ^^TÄÄ\siss5\.\iaÄ\ÄKa. 
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Iways  und  er  the  Impression,  that  shortly  after  the 
.ccession  of  George  III.  the  Act  of  Confiscation  wää 
epealed,  and  a  fiill  pardon  granted  to  his  ancestors 
6r  the  part  they  had  taken  in  the  eyents  of  the  time." 

"I  never  knew  the  descendants  of  one  of  those  . 
confiscated^  families  who  had  not  some  such  halluci- 
lation,"  Said  Hammond,  laughing;    "they  cling  to  the 
traw,  like  the  drowning  man.'' 

"Exactly,"  said  Linton.  "I  quite  agree  with  you. 
n  the  present  case,  however,  the  support  is  better  than  a 
traw;  for  there  is  an  actual  honä  fide  document  extant, 
lurporting  to  be  the  very  pardon  in  question,  signed 
>y  the  King,  and  bearing  the  royal  seal." 

"Where  is  this?  In  whose  possession?''  said 
lammond,  eagerly. 

Linton  did  not  heed  the  question,  but  continued: 

"By  a  very  singular  coincidence,  the  discovery  is 
LOt  of  so  much  moment  as  it  might  be;  because,  as 
Jashel  is  about  to  marry  the  old  man's  granddaughter 
—  bis  sole  heiress  —  no  change  in  the  destination  of 
he  estate  would  ensue,  even  supposing  Corrigan's  title 
3  be  all  that  he  ever  conceived  it.  However,  Cashel 
3  really  anxious  on  the  point:  he  feels  scniples  about 
laking  Settlements  and  so  forth,  with  the  consciousness 
bat  he  may  be  actually  disposing  of  what  he  has  no 
eal  claim  to.  He  is  a  sensitive  fellow;  and  yet  he 
reads,  on  the  other  side,  the  kind  of  exposure  that 
^ould  ensue  in  the  event  of  this  discovery  becoming 
nown.  The  fact  is,  bis  own  ancestors  were  little 
etter  than  bailiifs  on  the  estate;  and  the  inference  from 
lis  new-found  paper  would  lead  one  to  say^  not  o^%\r 
onest  Stewards  besides." 
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"Bnt  if  this  document  be  authentic,  Mr.  Linton, 
Casliers  title  is.  not  worth  sixpence/' 

"That  is  exactly  what  rm  coming  to,"  said  Linton; 
who,  the  reader  may  have  abeady  perceived,  was 
merely  inventing  a  case  regarding  a  marriage,  the 
better  to  leam  from  the  counsel  the  precise  position  the 
estate  would  stand  in  towards  Mary  Leicester's  husbani 
"If  this  document  be  authentic,  CasheVs  title  is  invalid. 
Now,  what  would  constitute  its  authenticity?" 

"Several  circumstances:  the  registry  of  the  pardon 
in  the  State  Paper  Office  —  the  document  itself,  bea^ 
ing  the  unmistakable  ^  evidences  of  its  origin  —  the 
signature  and  seal  —  in  fact,  it  could  not  admit  of 
much  doubt  when  submitted  to  examination." 

"I  told  Cashel  so,"  said  Linton.  "I  said  to  him, 
*My  opinion  unquestionably  is  that  the  pardon  is 
genuine;  but,'  said  I,  *when  we  have  Hammond  here, 
he  shall  see  it,  and  decide  the  question.' " 

"Ah!  that  is  impossible  — " 

"So  I  perceive,"  broke  in  Linton;  "we  then  hoped 
otherwise." 

"Why  didn't  you  bring  it  over  with  you?" 

"So  I  did,"  said  Linton;  "here  it  is."  And,  open- 
ing  a  carefuUy-folded  envelope,  he  placed  the  important 
document  in  the  lawyer's  hands. 

Hammond  spread  it  out  upon  the  table,  and  sat 
down  to  read  it  over  carefuUy,  while  Linton,  to  afford 
the  more  time  to  the  scrutiny,  took  the  opportunity  of 
descending  to  his  breakfast. 

He  stopp^d  as  he  passed  the  bar  to  say  a  few 

words  to  the  landlord  —  one  of  those  easy  speechefl 

be  knew  so  well  lio^  to  make  about  the  "  State  of 

trade, "   "what  troveWet»  ^«t^  ^%a5swL^;^  yflD&.^*'W!f  tibe 
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rospect  looked  for  the  Coming  season^^  —  and  then, 
'hen  toming  awaj,  as  if  snddenly  recollecting  himself, 
lid: 

**By  tlie  way,  Swindon,  you're  a  cautious  fellow, 
lat  a  man  may  trust  with  a  secret  —  you  know  who 
le  gentleman  is  that  came  with  me?^^ 

'*No,  Sir;  never  saw  him  before.  Indeed,  I  did 
ot  remark  him  closely." 

"All  the  better,  Swindon.  He  does  not  fancy  any- 
ling  like  scrutiny.     He  is  Mr.  Eoland  CasheL" 

"Of  Tubbermore,  Sir?" 

"The  same.  Hush,  man  —  be  cautious!  He  has 
ome  up  here  about  a  little  law  business  on  which  he 
esired  to  consult  Mr.  Hammond,  and  now  we  have  a 
oeument  for  signature,  if  you  could  only  find  us 
nother  person  equally  discreet  with  yourself  to  be  the 
dtness,  for  these  kind  of  things,  when  they  get  about 
1  the  World,  are  misrepresented  in  a  thousand  ways. 
)o  you  happen  to-  have  any  confidential  man  here 
'ould  suit  US?" 

"If  my  head-waiter,  Sir,  Mr.  Nipkin,  would  do;  he 
Tites  an  excellent  band,  and  is  a  most  reserved,  cau- 
ous  young  man." 

"Perfectly,  Swindon;  hell  do  perfectly.  Will  you 
)in  US  up-stairs,  where  my  firiend  is  in  waiting?  Pray, 
Iso,  give  Nipkin  a  hint  not  to  bestow  any  undue 
ttention  on  Mr.  Cashel,  who  wants  to  be  tncog.  so 
ir  as  may  be;  as  for  yourself,  Swindon,  no  hint  is 
ecessary." 

A  gracefiil  bow  from  the  landlord  acknowledged  the 
ompliment,    and  he  hastened  to   give  the  necessary 
rders,  while  Linton  continued  his  "way  \ä>  \5aft  «^"«sXr 
lent  where  tbe  Italian  awaited  him. 
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"Impatient  for  breakfast,  I  suppose,  Giovanni?" 
said  Linton,  gaily,  as  he  entered.  "Well,  sit  down,  and 
let  US  begin.  ALready  I  have  done  more  than  half  the 
bnsiness  which  brought  me  here,  and  we  may  be  on 
OUT  way  back  within  an  honr." 

Giovanni  seated  himself  at  the  table  without  anj  of 
that  constraint^a  sense  of  inferiority  enforces,  and  began 
his  breakfast  in  silence. 

"Youunderstand,"  saidLinton,  '*  that  when  7011  bave 
written  the  name  ^Eoland  Cashel,^  and  are  askedifthat 
be  your  act  and  deed,  you  have  simply  to  say  *Ye8;' 
a  bow  —  a  mere  nod,  indeed  —  is  snfficienf 

"I  nnderstand/'  said  he,  thoughtfully,  as  if  reflect- 
ing  over  the  matter  with  himself.  "I  conclude,  then," 
added  he,  after  a  panse,  *'that  the  sooner  I  leave  ihe 
country  afterwards,  the  better  —  I  mean  the  safer  — 
for  me." 

"As  to  any  positive  danger,"  said  Linton,  afiecting 
an  easy  carelessness,  "there  is  none.  The  docoment  is 
merely  a  copy  of  one  already  signed  by  Mr.  Cashel, 
but  which  I  have  mislaid,  and  I  am  so  ashamed  of  mj 
negligence  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  confess  it." 

This  tame  explanation  Linton  was  unable  to  finisli 
without  faltering,  for  the  Italian^s  keen  and  piercing 
dark  eyes  seemed  to  penetrate  into  him  as  he  was 
speaking. 

"With  this  I  have  nothing  to  do,"  said  he,  abmptly. 
"It  is  quite  clear,  however,  that  Giovanni  Santini  is  not 
Eoland  Cashel;  nor,  if  there  be  a  penalty  on  what  I 
have  done,  am  I  so  certain  that  he  whose  name  I  shall 
have  forged  wiU  undergo  it  in  my  place." 

''  You  talk  of  fot^erj  «sA  ^^\3«SicÄÄ  ^ä  'S.  -^^  "were 
about  to  commitafe\oivy,"  B«i^\AsÄftTiA«^'^^^fi^  "^^^ 


ROLAND   CASHEL.  225 

give  me  the  cream.     There  is  really  no  such  peril  in 
the  case,  and  if  there  were,  it  would  be  all  mine/' 

"I  know  nothing  of  your  laws  here  —  I  desire  to 
know  nothing  of  them/'  said  the  Italian,  haughtily; 
"but  if  it  should  be  my  lot  to  be  arraigned,  let  it  be 
for  Bomething  more  worthy  of  manhood.  111  sign  tbe 
paper,  but  I  shall  leave  the  conntry  at  once/' 

No  words  could  have  been  more  grateful  to  Linton^s 
ears  than  these.  He  was,  even  at  that  very  moment, 
considenng  in  his  own  mind  in  what  way  to  disembar- 
rass  himself  of  his  "friend"  when  this  sendce  should 
have  been  effected. 

"As  you  please,  Giovanni,"  said  he,  gravely.  "I 
regret  to  part  Company  so  soon  with  one  whose  £rank- 
ness  so  well  accords  with  my  own  humou?* 

The  Italian's  lips  parted  slightly,  and  a  smile  of 
cold  and  dubious  meaning  flitted  across  his  dark  features. 

"We  part  here,  then,"  said  he,  rising  firom  the  table. 
"There  is  a  vessel.  leaves  this  for  Bristol  at  noon  to- 
day.     It  is  already  past  eleven  o'clock." 

"ril  not  delay,"  said  Linton,  rising  and  ringing  the 
bell;  "send  Mr.  Swindon  here,"  said  he  to  the  waiter, 
while  he  opened  a  parchment  document  upon  the  iable, 
and  after  hastily  glancing  over  it,  folded  it  carefully 
again,  leaving  uppermost  the  margin,  where  certain 
pencil  marks  indicated  the  places  of  signature.  "This 
is  yours,  Giovanni,"  said  he,  placing  a  weighty  purse 
in  the  Italian's  hand,  who  took  it  with  all  the  easy  in-^ 
difference  of  one  whose  feelings  of  shame  were  not  too 
acute.     "Remember  what  I  have  — " 

There  was  no  time  to  fiinish,  for  already  a  light 
tap  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  the  landlord.^  folLo»^^^ 
by  the  head-waiter,  enterei 

JioianäCashH.  It.  ^2b 
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"We  are  pressed  for  time,  Swindon,"  said  Linton, 
as  he  examined  tbe  pens,  wbich,  like  all  Hotel  ones, 
geemed  invented  for  mling  music  paper,  ''and  have  sent 
for  jou  to  witness  the  signature  to  this  docmnent  Here, 
Cashel,  jou  are  to  sign  here,"  said  he,  torning  to 
Giovanni,  who  had  just  lighted  a  cigar,  and  was  Smo- 
king awaj-  with  all  imaginable  cookiess.  The  Italian 
took  the  pen,  and  with  a  bold  and  steadj  hand  wrote 
the  words  "Eoland  Cashel." 

''Mr.  S winden  at  this  side;  Mr.  Nipkin's  name  comes 
undemeatL" 

"You  acknowledge  this  for  yonr  hand  and  seal, 
Sir?"  said  Swindon,  tnming  towards  Giovanni 

"I  do,"  said  the  Italian,  in  an  accent  which  did  not 
betraj  the  slightest  emotion,  nor  any  trace  of  foreign 
pronunciation. 

"All  right;  thank  you,  Swindon  —  thanks,  Mr. 
Nipkin,"  said  Linton,  as,  with  an  elation  of  countenance 
all  his  efforts  conld  not  suppress,  he  folded  up  the 
parchment;  "and  now,  will  you  order  my  horses  at 
once?" 

The  landlord  and  the  waiter  lefk  the  room,  and 
Linton  found  himself  once  more  alone  with  Giovanni; 
the  only  consolation  he  feit,  being,  that  it  was  for  the 
last  time.  There  was  a  pause,  in  which  eaeh  gazed 
steadily  at  the  other  without  a  word.  At  last,  with  a 
long-drawn  sigh,  Giovanni  exclaimed: 

"Perdio!  but  it  is  hard  to  do."  And  with  this  he 
pressed  his  hat  upon  his  brows,  and  waving  a  careless 
farewell  with  his  hand,  walked  out,  leaving  Linton  in 
a  State  of  amazement  not  altogether  unmingled.  with 
ßear.  Tom  watched  the  tall  and  stalwart  figure  of  the 
foreignor  as   he  moved  \)qiou^  ^«^  ^x<y«^  ^JcaiL  €Ued 
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the  quay,  and  it  was  with  a  sense  of  relief,  he  could 
not  explain  to  himself,  that  be  saw  him  cross  the  plank 
that  led  to  the  steamer,  on  whose  deck  numerous  pas- 
sengers  were  ahready  assembled.  The  bell  rang  out  in 
waming  of  her  approaching  departure,  and  Linton  kept 
his  eyes  intently  fixed  upon  the  one  figure,  which 
towered  above  the  others  around  him.  Already  the 
scene  of  bustle  portended  the  moment  of  starting,  and 
some  were  hastening  on  board,  as  others,  with  not  less 
eagemess,  were  endeavouring  to  get  on  shore;  when, 
just  at  that  instant,  the  landlord's  voice  was  heard. 

"Mr.  Hammond.is  just  going  oflF,  Sir;  he  wants  to 
say  one  word  to  you  before  he  goes." 

,  Mr.  Hammond  had  just  taken  his  seat  in  his  car- 
nage,  and  sat  with  one  band  upon  the  door,  awaiting 
Linton^s  Coming. 

'*I  am  run  sharp  for  time,  Mr.  Linton,"  cried  he, 
"and  have  not  a  second  to  lose.  I  wish  sincerely  I 
could  have  given  a  little  more  time  to  that  document 
—  not  indeed  that  any  feature  of  difficulty  exists  in 
forming  an  opinion,  only  that  I  believe  I  could  have 
put  your  friend  on  the  safe  road  as  to  his  future  course.'' 

*' You  regard  it  then  as  authentic  —  as  a  good  and 
valid  instrument  ?  "   said  Linton,  in  a  low  but  eager  voice, 

"So  much  so,"  said  Hammond,  lowering  his  tone 
to  a  mere  whisper,  "that  if  he  does  not  marry  the  young 
lady  in  question,  I  would  not  give  him  twenty  Shillings 
for  his  title." 

"By  Jovel"  exclaimed  Linton,  leaning  his  head  on 
the  door  of  the  carriage,  as  if  to  conceal  his  chagrin, 
but  in  reality  to  hide  the  exuberance  of  his  joy;  "and 
this  is  your  candid  opinion  of  the  case?" 

"I  am  wilUng  to  stake  my  {aoiQ  «ä  «*  \a.^«t  ^'^ 
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the  issue;  för,  remember,  the  whole  history  of  the  suit 
is  familiär  to  me ;  I  recoUect  well  the  flaws  in  the  course 
of  proofs  adduced,  and  I  see  how  this  discovery  recon- 
ciles  each  discrepancy,  and  supplies  every  missing  link 
of  the  chain." 

"Poor  fellow  —  it  will  be  a  8ad  blow  for  him," 
Said  Linton,  with  admirablj-feigned  emotion. 

"But  it  need  not,  Mr.  Linton.  The  church  can 
tie  a  knot  not  even  an  equity  suit  can  open.  Let  him 
marry." 

"Ay,  if  he  will." 

"Teil  him  he  must;  teil  him  what  I  now  teil  you, 
that  this  girl  is  the  greatest  heiress  in  the  land,  and 
that  he  is  a  beggar.  Piain  speaking,  Mr.  Linton,  but 
time  is  short.     Gk)od-by." 

"One  Word  more.  Is  the  document  of  such  a  na- 
ture  that  leaves  him  no  case  whatever?  Is  all  the  ground 
cut  away  beneäth  his  feet?" 

"Every  inch  of  it  Once  more,  good-by.  Here  is 
your  parchment;  keep  it  safely;  there  are  few  men  in 
this  city  hold  in  their  hands  a  paper  of  such  moment" 

"lll  take  good  care  of  it,"  said  Linton,  senten- 
tiously;  "and  so  good=by,  and  a  safe  joumey  to  you. 
I'U  not  forget  our  conversation  of  this  moming.  Meek 
shall  hear  of  it  before  I  sleep  to-night.     Adieu." 

"The  riebest  heiress  in  the  land,  and  Gashel  a 
beggar,"  repeated  Linton,  slowly,  to  himself,  as  the 
carriage  drove  off.  "Charley  Frobisher  would  say, 
*Hedge  on  the  double  event,'  but  I'll  keep  my  book." 
And,  with  this  slang  reflection,  he  sauntered  into  the 
Inn  to  wait  for  his  horses. 
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CHAPTEE  XXI. 

His  Gonnsel,  like  his  physic, 

If  hard  to  take,  was  good  when  taken. 

Y1I.I.AOS  WORTBIBt. 

Long  before  the  guests  of  Tubbermore  were  astir, 
Casbel  sat  in  his  libraiy  awaiting  the  arrival  of  Doctor 
Tiemay.  In  obedience  to  Roland's  requost,  Mr.  Kenny- 
feck  was  present,  and  afPected  to  look  over  books  or 
ont  of  Windows  —  to  scan  over  prints  or  inspect  maps 
—  anything,  in  short,  which  should  pass  the  time  and 
sborten  the  interval  of  waiting  —  doubly  awkward 
from  being  the  first  moment  he  had  been  alone  with 
Cashel  since  his  arrival. 

Cashel  was  silent  and  absorbed,  and,  more  intent 
upon  foUowing  out  the  train  of  his  own  thonghts,  never 
noticed  the  various  arts  by  which  Kennyfeck  affected 
to  interest  himself.  The  Solicitor,  too,  bent  from  time 
to  time  a  stealthy  look  on  the  young  man,  on  whose 
features  he  had  rarely  seen  the  same  traces  of  deep 
reflection. 

At  last,  with  a  half  start,  as  if  suddenly  awaking, 
Cashel  sat  up  in  his  chair,  and  said: 

"Have  I  explained  to  you  what  Doctor  Tiemay's 
bosiness  is  here,  this  moming?  It  is  to  make  a  pro- 
position  from  Mr.  Corrigan  for  the  sale  of  his  interest 
in  Tnbber-beg.  He  wishes  to  leave  the  country  and 
go  abroad." 

''His  interest,    Sir,"    replied  Kennyfeck,    cabnly, 
"althongh  more  valuable  to  yon  than  to  any  one  eise, 
mnst  be  a  matter  of  small  amonnt;  for  years  back,  he 
has  done  little  more  than  vegetate  oil  \Iti^  y^^^^^*» 
without  capital  or  skill  to  improve  it?"* 
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"Tm  not  asking  you  to  appraise  it  just  yet,"  said 
Koland,  snappishly;  "I  was  simply  infonning  you  of 
the  object  of  the  gentleman's  visit.  It  is  the  advantage 
of  this  piirchase  that  I  wished  you  to  consider,  not  its  cost." 

"The  cost  will  define  the  advantage,  Sir,"  rejoined 
Kennyfeck,  "particularly  as  the  demand  may  be  high, 
and  the  payment  inconvenient." 

"How  do  you  mean,  inconvenient?" 

Kennyfeck  hesitated.  There  was  something  in  the 
hurried  abruptness  of  the  question,  as  well  as  in  the 
excited  expression  of  the  questioner's  face,  that  con- 
fused  him;  so  that  Cashel  had  time  to  repeat  the  words 
before  he  could  reply. 

"Is'it  that  I  am  straitened  for  money?"  said  he, 
passionately. 

"Not  quite  —  that  —  Sir,"  replied  Kennyfeck, 
stopping  between  every  word.  "You  have  resources 
—  very  great  resources  —  untouched,  and  you  have 
considerable  sums  in  foreign  securities,  intact  — " 

"Never  mind  these,"  broke  in  Roland,  hurriedly. 
"How  do  we  stand  with  those  London  fellows?" 

Kennyfeck  shook  his  head  gravely,  but  without 
speaking. 

"I  pray  you,   Sir,"    said  Roland,    in  a  voice  of 

hardly-suppressed  passion,   "keep  pantomime  for  an- 

other  moment,   or  a  keener  Interpreter  of  it,   and  con- 

descend,    in   piain   English,    to    answer    me    my   last 

^  question." 

"There  is  no  difficulty  with  Bigger  and  Swain,  Sir," 

said  Kennyfeck,  as  his  cheek  grew  slightly  red.    "They 

will  neither  be  pressing  for  a  settlement,  nor  exacting 

wben  making  it*,  Ijesvd^Ä^  ^om  liave  not   overdi-awn 

veij  beavily  after  aW 
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"Overdrawn,  said  you?  —  did  you  say  overdrawn, 
Mr.  Kennyfeck?" 

"Yes,  Sir.  In  the  account  last  forwarded,  your 
debit  was  eleven  thousand  four  hundred  and  forty 
poxmds;  since  that  yon  have  drawn  —  but  not  for  any 
large  amount." 

"Overdrawn ! "  repeated  Cashel,  as  tlioagh  bis  thongbts 
had  never  wandered  beyond  tbe  first  sbock  of  that  fact; 
tben  rallying  into  something  like  bis  babitual  easy  bu- 
mour,  be  said,  "I  am,  I  need  not  teil  you,  tbe  stupidest 
man  of  business  tbat  ever  breatbed,  so  pray  forgive  me 
if  I  ask  you  once  more,  if  I  understood  you  arigbt 
tbat  I  bave  not  only  expended  all  tbe  money  I  owned 
in  tbese  people's  bands,  but  lactually  bad  contracted  a 
debt  to  them?" 

"Tbat  is  tbe  case,  Sir,"  said  Kennyfeck,  gravely. 

A  deep  groan  broke  from  Cashel,  and  be  sat  silent 
and  still. 

"I  would  wisb  to  observe,  Sir,"  said  Kennyfeck, 
wbo  was  sbocked  ät  tbe  alteration  a  few  moments  bad 
made  in  tbe  young  man's  countenance  —  "I  would 
wisb  to  observe,  Sir,  tbat  if  you  desire  a  sum  of  money 
for  any  purpose  — " 

"Stay  —  let  me  interrupt  you  bere,"  Said  Casbel, 
laying  bis  band  on  Kennyfeck^s  arm,  and  using  a  tone 
wbose  eamest  distinctness  tbrilled  tbrougb  bis  bearer's 
beart;  "I  sbould  deceive  you,  were  you  to  suppose 
tbat  it  is  tbe  want  of  money  gives  me  tbe  pain  I  am 
now  sufPering.  Tbat  I  bad  believed  myself  rieb  a  few 
moments  back,  and  now  found  myself  a  beggar,  could 
not  give  one  tbousandetb  part  of  tbat  suffering  wbicb  I 
feel  bere.  I  bave  braved  poverty  in  evety  foicvss.^  «sä. 
I  conlr]  brave  it  again;  but  TW  teW  yoM  ^"WX.  S^  Ss»  *^ö^ 
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now  cuts  me  to  the  sonl,  and  lowers  me  to  myself.  It 
is  that,  in  a  senseless,  hearüess  career,  I  sbonld  have 
squandered  the  wealth  hj  which  I  once  imagined  I  was 
to  bless  and  succour  hnndreds.  It  is  to  think,  that  of 
all  the  gold  I  have  wasted,  not  one  memory  has  been 
purchased  of  a  sick-bed  consoled,  a  sufPering  lessened, 
a  sinking  spirit  encouraged  —  I  have  done  nothing, 
actually  nothing,  saye  pamper  vice  and  sensnal  heart- 
lessness.  I  came  to  this  kingdom  a  few  months  back, 
my  very  dreams  filled  with  schemes  of  benevolence. 
I  feit  as  if  this  wealth  were  given  to  me  that  I  might 
show  the  world  how  much  of  good  may  be  done  by 
one  who,  having  experienced  narrow  fortune,  should 
best  know  how  to  relieve  it  in  others;  and  now,  here 
am  I,  the  wealth  and  the  high  aspirations  alike  de- 
parted,  with  no  tradition  to  carry  away,  save  of  a  life 
passed  in  debauch,  the  friendship  of  worthless,  the 
pitying  contempt  of  good  men!  Hear  me  out.  I  was 
nurtured  in  no  school  of  sentiment;  I  belonged  to  a 
dass  who  had  too  HtÜe  time  or  taste  to  indulge  scraples. 
We  were  reckless,  passionate  —  cruel,  if  you  will  — 
but  we  were  not  bad  in  cold  blood;  we  seldom  hated 
long;  we  never  could  tum  on  a  benefactor.  These  are 
not  the  lessons  IVe  lived  to  leam  herel  It  is  over, 
however  —  it  is  past  now!  I'U  go  back  to  the  old 
haunts,  and  the  old  comrades.  It  will  go  hard  with 
m^  if  I  quarrel  with  their  rüde  speech  and  rough  de- 
meanour.     I'll  think  of  gentlemen  !  and  be  grateful." 

!  The  rapid  utterance  in  which  he  poured  forth  these 
words,  and  the  fervid  excitement  of  bis  manner,  abashed 
Kennyfeck,  and  deterred  him  from  reply.-  Cashel  was 
Übe  first  to  speak. 
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wliatever  Mr.  Corrigan's  interest  be  worth  —  or  rather, 
"wliatever  he  will  accept  in  lieu  of  it  —  I  insist  apon 
bis  haring.  But  I  see  Doctor  Tiemay  Coming  up 
to  the  door;  we  can  talk  of  these  things  at  another 
time." 

When  Tiernay  entered  the  library  he  was  heated 
with  his  walk,  and  bis  face  betrayed  unmistakable  signs 
of  recent  irritation;  indeed,  he  did  not  long  conceal 
Üie  reason. 

"Is  it  true,  Mr.  Cashel,  that  Mr.  Linton  is  your 
nominee  for  the  borough  of  Derraheeny?" 

"Yes;  what  of  that?" 

"Why,  that  he  canvasses  the  constituency  in  a 
fisisbion  we  haye  not  yet  been  accustomed  to;  at  least 
your  tenants,  of  whom  I  am  one,  are  told  that  our 
votes  are  the  condition  on  which  onr  leases  will  receive 
renewal;  that  you  will  not  brook  Opposition  in  any  one 
who  holds  under  yon.  Are  these  your  sentiments,  Mr. 
Gashel,  or  only  his?" 

"Not  mine,  assuredly,"  replied  Cashel,  gravely. 

"I  Said  as  much.  I  told  several  of  my  neighbours 
that  if  this  mode  of  canvass  had  your  sanction,  it  was 
from  not  knowing  the  privileges  of  an  elector." 

"I  neither  sanctioned  nor  knew  of  it,"  rejoined 
Cashel,  eagerly. 

"  So  much  the  better  —  at  least  for  me,"  said  Tier- 
nay, seating  himself  at  the  breakfast-table,  "for  I  shall 
not  lose  a  good  breakfast,  as  I  should  have  been  forced 
to  do  had  these  been  your  intentions." 

"I  would  observe,  Doctor  Tiernay,"  interposed 
Kennyfeck,  mildly,  "that  the  borough,  being  entirely 
the  property  of  Mr.  Cashel,  its  charitiea  iiiftÄaVaasÄÄLV^ 
biB  hormtjr^  and  its  Ächools  suppoitfei.  a\.\!L\%  <5,c»^\.^  "öösä^ 
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he  has  a  fair  claim  on  the  gratitude  of  those  who  benefit 
by  bis  benevolence." 

"Let  bim  stand  bimself  for  tbe  borougb,  and  well 
not  deny  tbe  debt,"  said  Tiernay,  rongbly;  "but  if 
for  every  ten  be  sbould  expend  a  bundred,  ay,  Sir, 
or  a  tbousand  on  tbe  village,  Fd  not  vote  for  Mr. 
Linton." 

**Mo8t  certainly,  Doctor;  Fd  never  seek  to  coerce 
you,"  said  Casbel,  smiling. 

"Labour  lost,  Sir.  I  am  your  tenant  for  a  bolding 
of  twenty-two  pounds  a  year.  I  bave  never  been  in 
arrear;  you,  consequently,  bave  not  granted  me  any 
favour,  save  tbat  of  extending  your  acquaintance  to 
me.  Now,  Sir,  except  tbat  yon  are  a  rieb  man  and  I 
a  poor  one,  bow  is  even  tbat  condescension  on  your 
part  a  favour?  and  bow  could  you  purpose  upon  it,  to 
ask  me  to  surrender  my  rigbt  of  judgment  on  an  im- 
portant  point,  to  you,  wbo,  from  your  bigb  Station, 
your  rank  and  influence,  bave  a  tbousand  prerogatives, 
wbile  /bave  but  tbis  one?" 

"I  never  beard  the  just  influence  of  tbe  landed  pro- 
prietor  disputed  before,"  said  Kennyfeck,  wbo  feit  out- 
raged  at  tbe  Doctor's  bardibood. 

"It  is  orAy  just  influence,  Sir,"  said  Tiernay,  "when 
he  wbo  wields  it  is  an  example,  as  much  by  bis  bfe, 
as  by  tbe  exercise  of  an  ability  tbat  commands  respect 
Show  me  a  man  at  tbe  bead  of  a  large  property,  ex- 
tending tbe  bappiness  of  bis  tenantry,  succouring  the 
sick,  assisting  the  needy,  spreading  the  blessings  of 
bis  own  knowledge  among  those  who  bave  neitber  lei- 
sure  nor  opportunity  to  acquire  it  for  themselves.  Let 
me  aee  him,  while  en^oyiiv^  to  the  füllest  tbe  bounteoua 
^ifts  tbat  are  but  the  portioxL  o^  l«^  \ä.  \5ssä  ^^^ä^^  not 
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forgetfal  of  those  whose  life  is  toil,  and  whose  stmggle 
is  for  mere  existence.  Let  me  not  know  the  landlord 
only  by  bis  liveries  and  bis  equipage,  bis  fox-bounds, 
bis  plate,  bis  racers,  and  bis  sycopbants." 

*'Hard  bitting,  Doctor!"  cried  Casbel,  interrupting. 

"Not  if  you  can  take  it  so  good-bnmouredly,"  said 
Tiemay,  "not  if  it  only  lose  me  tbe  bonour  of 
ever  entering  bere,  and  teacb  you  to  reflect  on  tbese 
tbings." 

"Yon  mistake  me  mucb,"  said  Gasbel,  "if  you 
judge  me  so  narrowly." 

"I  did  not  think  tbus  meanly  of  you;  nor,  if  I  did, 
would  it  bave  stopped  me.  I  often  promised  myself, 
that  if  I  could  but  eat  of  a  rieb  man^s  salt,  I^d  teil  bim 
my  mind,  wbile  under  tbe  protection  of  bis  bospitality« 
I  bave  paid  my  debt  now;  and  so,  no  more  of  it. 
Kennyfeck  could  teil  you  better  tban  I,  if  it  be  not, 
in  part  at  least,  deserved.  All  tbis  splendour  tbat 
dazzles  our  eyes  —  all  tbis  luxury,  tbat  mak€s  tbe 
contrast  of  our  poverty  tbe  colder  —  all  tbis  reckless 
waste,  tbat  is  like  an  unfeeling  jest  upon  our  small 
tbrift,  is  bard  to  bear  wben  we  see  it,  not  tbe  pastime 
of  an  idle  bour,  but  tbe  business  of  a  life.  You  can 
do  far  better  tbings  tban  tbese,  and  be  bappier  as  well 
as  better  for  doing  tbem!  And  now,  Sir,  are  you  in 
the  mood  to  discuss  my  friend's  project?" 

"iPerfectly  so,  Doctor;  you  bave  only  to  speak  your 
sentiments  on  tbe  matter  before  Mr.  Kennyfeck;  my 
concurrence  is  already  witb  you." 

"We  want  you  to  buy  our  interest  in  Tubber-beg," 
said  tbe  Doctor,  drawing  bis  cbair  in  front  of  Kenny- 
feck;  "and  tbougb  you  teil  U8  tkat  ^o^et-^'a^Ä  «oäl 
hoUies,  laurestinaa  and  geraniumB^  ai^  uoX.  -^«iäJÄcl^  ^^^ 
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insist  on  yotir  remuneratmg  us  for  some  sbare  of  the 
cost  The  spot  is  a  sweet  one,  and  will  improTe  jour 
demesne.     Now,  what's  it  wortL?" 

"There  are  difficulties  which  may  preclude  any 
arrangement/'  said  Kennyfeck,  gravely.  "There  was 
a  deed  of  gift  of  this  very  property  made  out,  and 
only  awaiting  Mr.  Cashers  signature." 

"To  whom?"  ßaid  Tiemay,  gasping  with  anxiety. 

"To  Mr.  Linton." 

"The  very  thing  I  feared,"  said  the  old  man,  drop- 
ping  his  head,  sorrowfuUy. 

"It  is  easily  remedied,  I  fancy,"  said  Cashel.  "It 
was  a  hasty  promise  given  to  afTord  him  qualifieation 
for  Parliament.  I'U  give  him  something  of  larger  value. 
I  know  he'U  not  stand  in  our  way  here." 

"How  you  talk  of  giving,  Sir!  Yon  should  have 
been  the  Good  Fairy  of  a  nursery  tale ,  and  not  a  mere 
man  of  acres  and  bank-notes.  But  have  yonr  own  way. 
It^s  only  anticipating  the  crash  a  month  or  so;  roined 
you  must  be!" 

"Is  that  so  certain,^*  said  Cashel,  half  smiling,  half 
seriously. 

"Ask  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  there,  whose  highest  ambition 
half  a  year  ago  was  to  be  your  agent,  and  now  he'd 
scarcely  take  you  for  a  son  in -law!  Don't  look  so 
angry,  man;  what  I  said  is  but  an  illustration.  It  will 
be  with  your  property  as  it  was-  with  your  pleasure- 
boat  t'other  day;  you'U  never  know  youVe  Struck  tili 
youVe  sinking." 

"You  affect  to  have  a  very  intimate  knowledge  of 
Mr.  Cashel's  affairs,  Sir,"  said  Kennyfeck,  who  wa« 
driven  beyond  a\\  £vMrt\i«t  ^täxä^tä«^. 

"Some what  more  \\i«jv  ^qm  ^^^'s»^^'^^  ^^^x.  ^^»jokssj^ 
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feck;  for  I  know  liis  tenantry.  Not  as  you  know  them, 
irom.  answering  to  their  names  at  rent-day,  but  from 
fleeing  them  in  seasons  of  distress  sjii  famine,  ^ —  from 
heariug  their  half-uttered  hopes,  that  better  days  were 
Coming  when  the  new  landlord  himself  was  about  to 
Visit  them,  —  from  listening  to  their  sangoine  ex- 
pectations  of  benefits,  —  and  now,  within  some  few 
days,  from  hearing  the  low  mutterings  of  their  dis- 
content  —  the  prelude  of  worse  than  that." 

^^I  haye  seen  nothing  eise  than  the  same  scenes  for 
forty  years,  but  I  never  remember  the  people  more  re- 
gulär in  their  payments,"  said  the  Attomey. 

"Well,  don't  venture  among  the  Drumcoologhan 
boys  alone;  that,  at  least,  I  would  recommend  you," 
said  the  Doctor,  menacingly. 

"Why  not?  —  Who  are  they?  —  Where  are  these 
fellows?"  cried  Cashel,  for  danger  was  a  theme  that 
never  failed  to  stir  his  heart. 

"It's  a  bad  barony,  Sir,"  said  Kennyfeck,  solemnly. 

"A  district  that  has  supplied  the  gallows  and  the 
convict-ship  for  many  a  year;  but  we  are  wandering 
away  from  the  theme  we  ought  to  discuss,"  interposed 
Tiemay,  "and  the  question  narrows  itself  to  this:  if  this 
propert)r  is  still  yours  —  if  you  have  not  already  eon- 
signed  it  to  another  —  what  is  my  friend's  interest 
worth?" 

"That  will  require  calculation  and  reflection." 

"Neither,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,"  broke  in  Gashel.  "Leam 
Mr.  Corrigan^s  expectations,  and  see  that  they  are  com- 
plied  with." 

^^My  friend  desired  a  small  annuily  on  the  Ufa  of 
his  granddaughter." 

"Ea  it  an  ännuity,  then,^^  rep^eä.  Ca^in^ 
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"By  Heaven!"   exclaimed  Tiemay,   as  if  he  could 
not  restraiu  the  Impulse  that  worked  within  him,   "you 
are  a  fine-hearted  fellow.     Here,  Sir,"   said  he,  taking 
a  paper  from  his  pocket —  "here  is  a  document,  which 
my  poor  friend  sat  up  half  the  night  to  write,  hut  which 
rd  half  made  up  my  mind  never  to  give  you.     You'd 
never  guess  what  it  is,  nor  your  keen  friend  either,  hut 
I'll  spare  you  the  trouble  of  spelhng  it  over.    It's  a  re- 
nunciation  of  Cornelius  Corrigan,  Esq.,  for  himself  and 
his  heirs  for  ever,   of  all  right,  direct  or  contingent,  to 
the  estate  of  Tubbermore,   once  the  family  property  of 
his  ancestors  for  eleven  generations.     You  never  heard 
of  such  a  claim,"  said  Tiemay,  turning  to  Cashel,  "but 
Mr.  Kennyfeck  did;  he  knows  well  the  importance  of 
that  piece   of  paper  he  affects  to  treat  with  such  in- 
difterence." 

"And  do  you  suppose,  Sir,  that  if  this  claim  you 
speak  of  be  a  good  and  valid  one,  that  I  could,  as  a 
man  of  honour,  maintain  a  possession  to  which  I  had 
no  right?  No;  let  Mr.  Corrigan  take  back  that  paper; 
let  him  try  his  right,  as  the  laws  enable  him.  If  I 
stand  not  here  as  the  just  owner  of  this  house,  I  am 
ready  to  leave  it  at  this  instant;  but  I  am  neither  to  be 
intimidafed  by  a  threat,  nor  conciliated  by  a  com- 
promise." 

"Mr.  Corrigan's  claim  has  nothing  to  go  upon,  I 
assure  you,"  broke  in  Kennyfeck.  "If  we  accept  the 
paper,  it  is  by  a  courtesy  to  show  that  we  respect  tbe 
feeling  that  suggested  it  —  nothing  more." 

While   these    words   were    addressed    to    Tiemay,     1 
Cashel,  who  had  walked  towards  one  of  the  Windows, 
did  not  hear  them. 

"Well,"   cried  Ti^xiia.'^^  «Syst  «kl  ^:sE^cqR<«3^  ^^uase^ 
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"the  devil  a  worse  negotiator  ever  accepted  a  mission 
than  myself!  "When  I  desire  to  be  frank,  tlie  only 
truths  that  occur  to  me  are  sure  to  be  offensive,  and  I 
never  am  so  certain  to  insult  as  when  I  fancy  Fm  doing 
a  favour.  Good-by,  Sir;  pardon  the  liberties  of  an  old 
man,  whose  profession  has  tanght  him  to  believe  that 
remedies  are  seldom  painless,  and  who,  although  a 
poor  man,  would  rather  any  day  lose  the  fee  than  the 
patient!  Youll  not  treat  Con  Corrigan  the  less  kindly 
because  he  has  an  imprudent  friend.  Fm  sorry  to  think 
that  I  leave  an  unfavourable  impression  behind  me ;  but 
Fm  glad,  heartily  glad,  I  came  here  to  breakfast,  for 
I  go  away  convinced  of  two  things,  that  I  was  far  from 
believing  so  certain  when  I  entered — " 

He  paused  for  a  second  or  two,  and  then  said: 

"That  a  spendthrift  could  have  an  unblemished 
sense  of  honour,  and  that  an  attomey  could  appre- 
ciate  it!" 

With  these  words  he  departed,  while  Cashel,  after 
staring  for  a  few  moments  at  Kennyfeck,  threw  him  seif 
back  in  his  chair,  and  laughed  long  and  heartily. 

"An  original,  Sir —  quite  an  original!"  said  Kenny- 
feck, who,  not  exactly  knowing  whether  to  accept  the 
Doctor's  parting  speech  as  a  compliment,  or  the  reverse, 
contented  himself  with  this  very  vague  expression. 

"He's  a  fine  old  fellow,  although  he  does  lay  on 
his  salve  in  Indian  fashion,  with  a  scalping-knife;  but 
I  wish  he'd  not*  have  said  anything  of  that  confounded 
paper." 

"Pardon  me,  Sir,"  interposed  Kennyfeck,  taking  it 
from  his  pocket,  "but  it  might  prove  of  inestimable 
value,  in  Äe  event  of  any  future  litigatiouL." 

''What!  yovL  kept  it,  then?"   cried  CaAiÄ- 
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"Of  course  I  did,  Sir.  It  is  a  document  scarce  in- 
ferior to  a  deed  of  title;  for  although  Mr.  Corrigaa  has 
nothing  to  substantiate  a  claim  at  law,  it  is  incontest- 
able  tbat  bis  family  were  tbe  origiaal  owners  of  this 
estate." 

Casbel  took  tbe  paper  from  Kennyfeck^s  band,  and 
seemed  to  peruse  it  for  some  minutes,  and  then  ap- 
proacbing  tbe  fire  be  tbrew  it  into  tbe  blaze,  and 
pressed  it  down  witb  tbe  poker  tili  it  was  consmned; 
wbile  Kennyfeck,  too  mucb  constemated  to  utfcer  a 
Word ,  stood  tbe  personification  of  terror-struck  astonish- 
ment. 

"You  bave  bumt  it,  Sir!"  said  be  at  last,  in  « 
wbisper. 

^'Wby  not,  Sir?"  cried  Cafibel,  rudely.  "Sbotdd  I 
bave  made  use  of  it  against  tbe  man  wbo  wrote  it,  or 
against  bis  beirs,  if  by  cbance  tbej  sbould  seek  one 
day  to  dispute  my  rigbt?" 

A  deep  sigb  was  all  tbe  reply  Kennyfeck  could 
make. 

"I  understand  your  compassion  well,"  said  Casbel, 
scornfully.  ''You  are  rigbt,  Sir.  It  was  tbe  buccaneer, 
not  tbe  gentleman  spoke  tbere;  but  I^m  sick  of  masque- 
rading,  and  I  long  for  a  little  reality." 

Witbout  waiting  for  a  reply,  Eoland  left  tbe  room, 
and  wandered  out  into  tbe  Park. 


CHAPTEß  XXn. 

"Liko  Dido's  seif,"  8he  said,  »Tin  freel 
Trojan  or  Tyrian,  are  alike  to  me." 

There  was  \)ul  oul^  «^^^\'^'&  ^^  x^^x^ssss?^  "^^  KenBy- 
feck  ever  attempted  m  \l^a  IäkS^^  ^ökä  -h^,  n*^ ^^>^ 
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with  a  solemn  mystery  every  litüe  event  in  bis  pro- 
fessional career  which  he  saw  excited  any  curiosity  with 
his  wife  and  daughters.  It  was  tme,  that,  on  such  oc- 
casions,  he  became  a  mark  for  most  sneering  insinuations 
and  derisive  commentaries;  but  he  rose  with  the  dignity 
of  a  martyr  above  ail  their  taunts^  and  donbtless  feit 
in  his  heart  the  supporting  energy  of  a  high -priest 
Standing  watch  over  the  gate  of  the  Temple. 

The  few  pencilled  lines  byCashel,  which  had  suin- 
moned  him  to  the  meeting  recorded  in  the  last  chäpter, 
he  threw  into  the  fire  as  soon  as  he  had  read,  and  then 
arising  from  the  breakfast-table,  drily  observed, 

"Don't  wait  breakfast,  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  I  shall  not 
be  back  for  some  time." 

**Another  secret,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,"  said  his  wife, 
scoffingly. 

He  only  smiled  in  reply. 

"It  ought  to  be  a  duel,  at  least,  Pa,^'  said  his  eldest 
daughter,  "from  the  urgent  haste  of  your  departure." 

"Or  a  runaway  couple,  who  wish  to  have  the  Set- 
tlements— " 

**Is  that  all  you  know  of  the  matter,  Livy?"  said 
her  sister,  laughing  heartily;  "why,  child,  yourGretna 
Green  folks  never  have  Settlements  —  never  think  of 
them  tili  six  months  later,  when  they  are  wanting  to 
separate." 

"Is  there  any  occasion  for  mystery  in  this  case?" 
rejoined  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  haughtily. 

"To  be  sure  there  may,  my  dear,"  brt>ke  in  AaxLt 
Fanny;  "there's  many  a  dirty  t\im^  1äi'&\a?*r5^'tÄV«??^^^ 
to  do,  tbejr'd  he  ashamed  to  own  beioT^^^^3t  ^^xs^öää"- 

Even  tbis  did  not  move  Mr.  ^eMi"yi^^^  ^I^ST^ 
\t>m  the  way  be  nestled  his  dna  \>^\ää\  ^^  '^'^^^ 

Rolattd  Cashei.  //.  "^^ 
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liis  white  cravat,  and  a  certain  scarcely  perceptiMe 
shake  of  the  head,  it  was  clear  he  longed  to  refute  the 
foul  aspersion. 

"I  suppose  you  will  appear  at  dinner,  Sir?"  said 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  with  her  grandest  air. 

"I  hope  so,  Mrs. Kennyfeck,"  was  the  mild  answer. 

"Without  you  should  take  it  into  your.head,  Pa, 
to  enter  into  rivalry  with  Mr.  Linton,  and  stay  away, 
Heaven  knows  where  or  how  long,"  said  Miss  Kennyfeck, 

Mr.  Kennyfeck  did  not  wait  for  more,  but  left  the 
room  with  an  air  whose  solemnity  well  snited  any 
amonnt  of  secrecy. 

^^Is  there  a  carriage  at  the  door?"  said  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck. 

"No,  Mamma;  there  are  three  saddle-horses  —  one 
with  a  side-saddle.  That  odious  Miss  Meek!"  exclaimed 
Miss  Kennyfeck;  "what  Lord  Charles  can  see  in  her  I 
cannot  conceive.  To  he  sure,  she  saves  a  stableboj 
the  more,  and  that  to  him  is  something." 

"Has  your  father  gone  out  by  the  back  terrace?" 
resumed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  one  only  theme  occupying 
her  thoughts. 

Olivia  retired  into  axi  adjoining  room,  and  soon  re- 
tumed,  saying, 

''No,  Ma;  there's  no  one  there,  except  Sir  Andrew 
and  Lady  Janet,  taking  their  morning  walk." 

"Their  run,  rather,  my  dear,"  chimed  in  Miss 
Kennyfeck,  **for  she  chases  the  poor  old  man  up  and 
down  with  a  cup  of  camomile  tea,  which  either  scalds 
or  sets  him  a-coughing.  Im  sure  that  tiresome  old 
couple  have  awoke  me  every  day  the  last  week  with 
their  squabbling?' 

"Step  down  mto  ^«^"^Ästw:^^  \s£^\q^^  ^x&LUsa. 
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Kennyfeck  to  her  younger  daughter,  "and  bring  me  up 
the  Post  or  the  St.  James* s  Chronicley 

"And  if  you  meet  Phillis,  just  ask  if  he  saw  your 
father,  for  he  forgot  his  gloves."  And,  suiting  the 
action  to  the  word,  Aunt  Fanny  dived  into  a  cavem  of 
an  apron-pocket,  and  drew  out  a  pair  of  knitted  things 
withont  fingers,  which  she  ofPered  to  Olivia. 

"Do  no  such  thing,  Miss  Olivia  Kennyfeck,"  said 
her  Mamma,  with  an  air  of  imposing  grandeur. 

"Ma  wants  the  newspaper,  Olivia,  and  is  not 
thinking  of  Papa,"  said  Miss  Kennyfeck;  and  her  eyes 
sparkled  with  a  malicious  fun  she  well  knew  how  to  enjoy. 

As  Miss  Olivia  Kennyfeck  left  the  room,  her  sister 
approached  the  fireplace,  where  a  small  charred  portion 
of  the  note  thrown  down  by  her  father  was  yet  lying. 
She  took  it,  and  Walking  toward  the  window  examined 
it  carefuUy. 

And  while  we  leave  her  thus  occupied,  let  us,  for 
the  reader's  Information  —  albeit  he  may  deem  the 
matter  trivial  —  give  the  contents  as  Cashel  wrote  them: 

"Dear  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  —  Make  my  excuses  to 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck  and  the  Demoiselles  Cary  and  Olivia, 
if  I  deprive  them  of  your  society  this  moming  at  break- 
fast,  for  I  shall  want  your  counsel  and  assistance  in  the 
settlement  of  some  difficult  affairs.  I  have  been  shame- 
fuUy  backward  in  paying  my  respectful  addresses  to  the 
ladies  of  your  family;  but  to-day,  if  they  will  permit,  I 
intend  to  afPord  myself  that  pleasure.  It  is  as  a  fnend, 
and  not  as  my  counsel  leamed  in  law,  I  ask  your  pre- 
sence  with  me  in  my  library  at  ten  o'clock.  <■  Till  then, 

"Believe  me  yoxjit^^ 
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Now,  of  this  very  common-place  documeüt,  a  fow 
blackened,  crumpled,  frail  fragments  were  all  that  re- 
mained;  and  these,  even  to  the  searching  dark  eyes  of 
Miss  Kennyfeck,  revealed  very  little.  Indeed,  bad  they 
not  been  written  in  CasbeFs  band,  sbe  would  bave 
tbrown  tbesm  away  at  once,  as  unworthy  of  farther 
tbought.  ,Tbis  fact,  and  tbe  word  "Olivia,"  wbicb  fihe 
diflcovered  after  mucb  scrutiny,  boweyer,  excited  all  her 
zeal,  and  sbe  Laboured  now  like  an  antiquarian,  who 
believes  be  has  gained  tbe  clue  to  some  mysteriotis  in- 
scription.  Sbe  gatbered  üp  tbe  two  or  tbree  filmy  black 
bits  of  paper  wbicb  yet  lay  witbin  tbe  fender,  and 
pladng  tbem  before  ber,  stüdied  tbem  long  and  care- 
ftilly.     Tbe  word  "  settlement"  was  clear  as  print 

"*01ivia'  and  *  setüemeüt'  in  tbe  same  paper," 
tbougbt  sbe;  ^^wbat  can  tbis  mean?" 

"Come  bere,  Mamma  —  Aunt  Fanny  —  look  at 
tbis  for  a  moment,"  said  sbe,  eagerly,  and  tbe  two 
ladies  approacbed  at  ber  bidding. 

"Wbat  is  tbat  word?"  said  sbe  to  Mrs.  Kennyfeck. 
"Is  it  not  'Olivia?'  Don't  you  see  tbe  end  of  Üie  *r 
bas  been  bnmed  away,  but  tbe  rest  is  quite  piain?" 

"So  it  is  ^ —  npon  my  life!  —  and  in  CashePs  band, 
too!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck. 

"And  wbat  is  tbat?"  asked  Miss  Kennyfeck,  trium- 
phantly,  pointing  to  anotber  word. 

Aunt  Fanny,  witb  ber  spectacles  on,  bent  down, 
and  examined  it  long. 

"*Battlement.  Tbat  is  *battlement'  as  clear  as  day," 
said  sbe. 

"  What  nonßeüSö,  wvai»   It  Is  ^aettlement'    Look  at 
wbai  you  call  a  'V  —  \^\^  ?KDi''^r' 
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"Cary'g  quite  right.  The  word  is  *settlement,'"  said 
Mrs.  Eüennjfeek,  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  joy. 

"And  there!  —  I  hope  you  can  read!"  exelaimed 
Miss  Kpnnyfeck,  "eveA  without  your  spectacles  —  'pay- 
ing'  -r^  'ad^r^ßseg.'" 

"Show  it  to  me^  Cary,"  said  her  mother,  eagerly. 
"I  declare  I  can  read  it  perfectly.  Is  it  possible!  — 
can  this  be  indeed  true?" 

"Of  coorse  it  is,  Mamma.  Will  you  teil  me  by 
what  other  coincidence  you  could  find  Olivia's  name 
coupled  with  the  words  *settlement'  and  ^addresses^  in 
the  same  note?" 

"It  is  very  suspicious,  certainly,"  said  Aunt  Fanny. 

"I  think  it  veiy  convincing,  aunt  —  not  suspicious," 
said  Misö  Kennyfeck,  proudly.  "Here  is  something  about 
'friend,'  and  another  word  I  can't  make  out." 

"That's  something  about  a  ♦saw,*  my  love,"  said 
Aunt  Fanny. 

"How  absurd,  aunt;  the  word  is  *law.'  I  have  it 
See  —  here  is  the  name  —  it  is  the  conclusion  of  the 
note,  and  ran,  doubtless,  thus:  *Your  present  friend, 
a^  ftiture  son-in-law,  —  R.  C  " 

Mrs.  Kennyfeck  leaned  forward,  and  kissed  her 
daughter^s  cheek  with  a  degree  of  fervour  she  very 
rareiy  gave  way  to;  and  then,  lying  back  in  her  chair, 
pressed  her  handkerchief  to  her  face,  while  she,  doubt- 
less ,  revelled  in  a  little  excursion  of  fancy,  not  the  less 
brilUant  because  tempered  with  anxiety. 

If  the  moment  was  one  of  maternal  ecstasy  for  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck,  it  was  no  less  one  of  triumphant  joy  to  her 
danghter.    It  was  she  who  revealed  the  secret  i&ftas&ö!^\ 
her  skill  and  ingenuity  had  giveii  \\^\.  V^  ^^  ^^i::^ 
mxBterfj  and  consistency  to  itB  meoÄaföreöa^.    "Wa»^  ^^' 
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minatioii  could  be  too  great  for  such  senrices?  It  was 
thea,  like  a  legilimate  sorereign  assuming  tke  reins  of 
goyemment,  she  said: 

*'I  beg,  Aunt  Fanny,  that  jou  will  not  jspoil  the 
game  this  time,  as  most  onquestionably  yon  did  be- 
fore." 

^*Let  US  see  tbat  there  ib  one  to  be  spoiled,  mj 
dear/'  rejoined  Aunt  Fanny,  snappisbly. 

"You  are  really  too  provoking,  Fanny,"  said  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck,  removing  her  handkerchief  from  two  yeiy 
red  eyelids.  "You  never  are  satisfied  wben  you  see  us 
bappy.     Gary  bas  sbown  you  enougb  to  convince  any 


one 


"Any  one  disposed  to  conviction,  Mamma,*'  broke 
in  Miss  Kennyfeck,  baugbtily.     "Hush,  bere's  Olivia." 

"Mr.  Meek  is  reading  the  JPost,  Ma,"  said  the  young 
lady,  entering,  "and  be  bas  got  the  other  papers  in  bis 
pocket,  but  be  says  tbere's  really  notbing  of  any  interest 
in  them." 

"I  think  Livy  sbould  be  told,  Mamma/*  whispered 
Miss  Kennyfeck  to  her  motber. 

"I  quite  agree  with  you,  Gary,"  said  Mrs.  Kenny- 
feck; "I  never  was  a  frieud  to  any  secrecy  in  families. 
Your  fatber,  indeed,  Lgrieve  to  say,  does  not  partici- 
pate  in  my  sentiments,  but  much  may  be  excused  in 
bim,  from  the  babits  of  bis  profession,  and,  I  will  also 
say,  from  the  class  in  lifo  be  sprang  £rom."  Here  Mrs. 
Kennyfeck,  wbo  bad  spoken  like  one  delivering  an 
Oracle,  stopped  to  drop  a  tear  over  the  sad  mesaWance 
wliicb  bad  coud^iaiife^  \sät  \ft  \i^<iWBCÄ  the  wife  of  an 
attorney  *^ Olivia,  io:y  ^^ax^  <£Ytc«ssÄ\»säL^^  V^s^i^  ^&^ 
dosed  tiie  natui^  oi  \3ti^  'm\ßtTv^^.^\^^>.^^^ 
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are  deeply  concemed,  my  dear.     Have  you  any  suspi- 
cion  to  what  I  allude?" 

Olivia  assumed  her  very  sweetest  look  of  innocence, 
but  made  no  reply. 

^^  Mamma  wants  you  to  be  candid  enougb  to  say,  if 
there  is  anything  in  the  way  of  particular  attention  you 
may  have  received  lately,  which  sbould  corroborate  the 
impressions  we  entertain." 

Miss  Kennyfeck  delivered  these  words  so  categori- 
cally,  that  her  sister  well  knew  how,  in  the  event  of 
refusal,  a  searching  cross-examination  was  reserved 
for  her. 

Olivia  looked  down,  and  a  veiy  slight  embarrass- 
ment  might  be  detected  in  the  quickened  heaving  of 
her  ehest. 

"Teil  US,  my  darling,"  said  Aunt  Fanny,  "if  —  if 
any  one  has,  in  a  manner  so  to  say  —  you  understand 
—  eh?'' 

"Keep  the  blushes,  Livy,  for  another  time;  they 
look  beautiful  with  orange  flowers  in  the  hair,"  said  her 
sister;  **but  be  candid  with  us." 

"If  you  mean  attentions,  Mamma " 

"We  mean  attentions,  *and  something  more,'  as 
Lord  Lyndhurst  says,"  interposed  Miss  Kennyfeck,  who 
feit  that  she  was  the  proper  person  to  conduct  the  in- 

quiry. 

"I  cannot  positively   say,    Mamma,    that   we    are 
engaged,  but  I  believe  that  if  you  and  Pa  make  no 
obstacles  —  if,  in  fact,  you  are  satisfied  that  his  rank 
and   fortune  are  sufficient  for  your  ex.^^c.\a*xwÄ  ^  ^ss^^ 
owa  Üiey  are,  for  mine 


What  bumilitj  I "  exclaimeöL  ^ää  ^eös^3^%RNB.^^^ 
ing  up  her  handa. 
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"Hush,  Gary  —  go  on,  Livy,"  said  her  mother. 

"I  have  no  more  to  say,  Mamma.  Sir  Harvey  told 
me " 

"Sir  Harvey!"  cried  Mrs.  Kemiyfeck. 

"Sir  Harvey  Upton!"  echoed  Misb  Kennyfeck. 

"The  man  with  the  hair  all  over  bis  face!"  ex- 
claimed  Aunt  Famiy,  wHose  westem  habits  had  not 
accustomed  her  to  moustaches. 

Olivia  stared  from  one  to  the  other  in  mingled  fear 
and  astonishment  She  suddenly  sa^nr  that  she  had  been 
betrayed  into  a  confession  to  which  they  did  not  possess 
the  slightest  clue;  she  also  perceived  that  the  tidings, 
for  which  she  anticipated  a  most  joyous  welcome,  were 
received  with  coldness  and  almost  disdain. 

"He  is  a  Baronet,  Mamma,  with  very  great  expec- 
tations,"  said  she,  proudly;  for  really,  it  was  a  large 
"bird"  to  bag,  in  the  beginning  of  the  season,  too! 

"Very  possibly,"  said  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  looking  to 
her  eider  daughter,  with  that  silent  eloquence  which  the 
Court  occasionally  bestows  npon  the  Crown  Counsel, 
meaning  to  say:  "Have  you  anything  to  reply  to  that?" 

"Mamma  is  aware  that  Sir  Harvey  is  a  Baronet, 
and  a  Captain  of  Hussars,  and  Jonas  Upton  of  Smn- 
merton  is  bis  uncle,  who  may,  or  may  not,  leave  bim 
bis  large  estates  —  a  circumstance,  most  probably, 
mainly  dependent  on  the  alliance  he  may  form  in  mar- 
nage." 

"Tes,  indeed!  my  dear,"  broke  in  Aunt  Fanny; 
"and  when  the  old  man  finds  out  that  ^tis   only  an . 

^ttoniey's  daughter ^" 

•-"JFanny     do  you  m^Mi  ^"ö  ^ccct^  ts^ä  ^Jb^ocws^Äi" 
«creamedMw.Keiiiiy«e(äLs  ^^«x^^i  eK5Ät«i^\^\^x»^^ 
to  he  ashamed  o£  theii  £alV^^*^'' 
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"'Tis  a  lesson  they  might  know  by  heart,  this  time 
of  day,  my  dear/'  said  the  inexorable  Fanny,  who  put 
up  her  spectacles,  and  smoothed  down  her  apron  — 
unmistakable  signs  that  she  was  preparing  for  battle. 

"You  needn't  *beat  to  qnarters/  aunt,  as  Captain 
Luttredge  says ;  there  is  no  one  going  to  fire  into  you," 
said  Miss  Kennyfeck.  "The  question  at  present  is, 
how  is  Olivia  to  free  herseif  from  an  unhappy  coh- 
nexion " 

"An  unhappy  connexion!"  exclaimed  Livy,  in 
amazement. 

"Listen  to  your  sister,  and  don't  interrupt  her,"  said 
Mrs.  Kennyfeck. 

"Ispoke  advisedly,  Livy,"  resumed  the  eider,  "when 
I  called  your  connexion  with  Sir  Harvey  Upton,  un- 
happy. We  have  just  leamed  that  far  higher  views  are 
opening  te  you  —  that  no  less  a  person  than  Mr. 
CajBhel " 

"Impossible,  Mamma!  he  never  notices  me  in  the 
least  Cur  acquaintance  is  scarcely  more  than  a  cold 
act  of  recognition  when  we  meet." 

"Though  love  is  hot  sometimes,  soon  it  grows  cold," 
muttered  Aunt  Fanny,  who  believed  she  was  quoting  to 
the  letter. 

"There  never  was  love  in  the  case  at  all,  aunt," 
said  Olivia. 

"Attend  to  wß,  Livy,"  säid  her  sister,  who  seemed 
impatient  at  this  digression.    "It  is  sufficient  —  it  ought 
at  least  to  be  sufficient  —  for  you,  that  we  know  Mr. 
Koland  CasheFs  intentions.     It  is  fot  tjou  \ä  ^"fe\sö^^  ^ 
coolness  with  Sir  Harvej.    There  iä  üo  ^äkq^^  ^^  *^^ 
task.    I  could  not  presume  to  instrucX.  ijou  m  «»^  xas^^sss 
ffthiskind,  nor  will  L" 
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"Take  a  friend^s  advice,  Livy  dear,  and  don't  throw 
out  dirty  water  tili  you  re  eure  of  clean." 

"What,  aunt?"  askedOlivia,  who  really  was  puzzled 
by  the  figurative  eloquence  of  her  relative. 

"Pshaw!"  Said  Miss  Kennyfeck,  equally  angry  at 
the  counsel  and  the  vulgarity  of  the  expression  it  was 
couched  in.  "Livy,  attend  to  me**  said  she  again. 
"Mr.  Cashel  has  sent  for  Papa  this  moming  to  make  a 
formal  —  Hush,  here  is  Pa  himself."  And  Mr.  Kenny- 
feck's  heavy  tread  was  heard  approaching  the  door. 

Mr.  Kennyfeck's  sudden  entrance  not  only  closed 
the  discussion,  but  left  the  debaters  in  the  difficulty  of 
having  no  concerted  line  of  conduct  respecting  the  new 
arrival;  and  although  Mrs.  Kennyfeck^s  eyebrows  were 
worked  with  a  telegraphic  activity,  and  Miss  Kenny- 
feck's  pantomimic  replies  as  promptly  retumed,  it  was 
clear  to  see  that  neither  comprehended  the  other. 
Kanitz  lays  it  down  as  an  axiom  that  "when  two  wings 
of  an  army  are  in  presence  of  an  enemy,  and  withont 
means  of  rapid  and  certain  communication,  it  is  always 
better  to  act  on  the  defensive  than  to  attack,  without 
some  evident  weak  point  of  the  adversary  encourages 
a  forward  movement"  It  is  more  than  probable  that 
neither  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  nor  her  fair  daughter  had 
studied  the  authority  in  question,  yet  with  a  tact  quite 
instinctive  they  proceeded  to  act  upon  it. 

"You  are  back  early,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,"  said  bis 
wife,  with  a  tone  of  half  indifference. 

Mr.  Kennyfeck  looked  at  bis  watch,  and  said  it 
wanteA.  twenty  imiiu\.Q^«  \.q  \>N^lve. 

"Has  Ifc.  LmtouI^\^xxvvft^^'^^Y^  ^sSkääl^^cös.^^®®.^- 

"I  believe  not.     1  ^«^^  tvo^^^«^  -öc«.^.V^>^T 
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"It  would  be  little  loss  if  he  never  did!"  said  Aunt 
Fanny,  as  she  bit  the  end  of  an  obstinate  thread  that 
would  not  enter  the  eye  of  her  needle. 

^'Oh,  Aunt  Fanny!"  exclaimed  Olivia,  in  a  depre- 
cating  tone. 

"Ton  my  word,  my  dear,  them's  my  sentiments  — 
whatever  yours  is." 

**Mr.  Cashel  certainly  thinks  differently,"  said  Mrs. 
E.ennyfeck,  glad  to  introduce  the  nmne  uppermost  in 
all  their  thoughts. 

"I  think  of  late  there  has  been  something  like  a 
coldness  between  them  —  you  gee  them  very  rarely 
together.  Did  Mr.  Cashel  mention  his  name  to  you 
this  moming,  Mr.  Kennyfeck?"  said  his  wife;  and  by 
this  sudden  question  revealing  that  they  knew,  at  least, 
where  he  had  been. 

"Mere  passingly,  incidentally,"  said  Mr.  Kennyfeck, 
evidently  amazed  that  his  small  mystery  had  been 
penetrated;  then,  after  a  slight  pause,  he  added,  very 
probably  with  a  sly  malice  to  pique  curiosity,  "Mr. 
Cashel  is  desirous  of  Mr.  Linton's  counsel  on  a  step  he 
meditates  taking." 

"Indeed,  Sir;  and  has  he  much  confidence  in  Mr. 
Linton's  judgment?" 

"In  this  instance,  it  is  likely  he  will  foUow  the 
dictates  of  his  own,  Mxs.  Kennyfeck,"  said  the  Attomey, 
solemnly. 

This  fencing  was  too  much  for  Mrs.  Kennyfeck,  in 
whom  the  Job-like  dement  was   always  at  zero.     It 
was  an  insult,    too,    to  her  \md^x^\A.Ti^\si*^^  ^^"^s.^ 
Kennyfeck  sbould  skirmisli  in  ftäa  i^^voro. -wäö.  Vw  % 
and  so,  drawing  ierself  proudly  u^ .,  ^^  ^«^^"-        •  i>  ^^ 
''Mr.  üCeimjfeck,    I  would  ViÄi  X.o  ^Jä«.  1^^-*  ^  ^ 
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have,  even  upon  one  single  occasion,  discovered  that 
my  knowledge  of  the  world,  my  tact,  or  my  inteUi^nce, 
were  inferior  to  your  own?" 

"Never,  Madam;  I'm  sure  I  never  dispnted  the  — " 

"No,  Sir,  you  never  dared  to  contest  the  fact, 
ihough  you  may  have  endeavoured  to  escape  &om  its 
application.  I  believe,  Sir,  the  only  instance  of  de- 
ficient  judgment  I  can  be  accused  of,  you^  at  least, 
ought  not  to  reproach  me  with.  'My  family^ "  - —  this 
was  a  Word  Mrs.  Kennyfeck  used  to  enunciate  with  an 
emphasis  that  always  impressed  her  husband,  very  little 
provocation  might  possibly  have^made  her  Bay,  "Our 
house"  —  "my  family,  indeed,  may  reftise  to  forgive 
me"  —  she  stopped,  wiped  her  eyes,  and  then,  with 
what  seemed  a  heroic  victory  over  her  feelings,  went 
on  —  "but  the  welfare  of  my  children,  Sir,  may  well 
be  conceived  dear  to  one,  who  would  not  league  to 
them  the  unhappy  descent  she  has  herseif  su£Pered." 

Mrs.  Kennyfeck  paused  again.  It  appeared  aa 
though,  do  what  she  would,  there  was  no  esoaping 
from  the  theme  of  her  mesalliance  when  once  she  had 
touched  it.     It  was  very  birdlime  in  its  adhesiveness. 

"When,  therefore,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  the  occasion  pre- 
sents  itself  of  resuming,  through  my  children  • —  for, 
alasi  it  is  lost  to  me  in  my  own  person  —  the  Station 
I  have  forfeited,  I  do  think  that  I  should  at  least  be 
consulted,  that  my  ad  vice  should  be  asked,  and  my 
guidance  required.     Don't  you  think  so  too,  Sir?" 

Now,  of  all  men  living,   never  was  there  one  more 
inept  to   read  riddY^Ä  \k^si  ^^cst  Mx:  Kennyfeck,  and 
wbile  he  averred  Üiat'^iö  ^^xlekeJt^:^  <sÄrM3Qa:wÄL\sw\5Ä 
opinion,  he  had  not  \ke  i«ai\fi^^  ^^^^^^^  ^1  ^^^ä«. 
irliat  that  opinion  imij^ie^- 
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"Don't  jou  thiük,  Sir,  also,  it  would  be  better  to 
use  a  little  candour  with  your  family?" 

"Tes,  Pa,  we  know  all  about  it,"  said  Miss  Kenny- 
feck,  nodding  sigtiificantly. 

"Ay^  indeed,  we  had  it  in  black  and  white  —  that 
iß,  if  we  can  call  a  bit  of  bumt  — " 

"Atint  Fanny,  what  are  you  about?"  cried  Miss 
Kennyfeck,  in  a  voice  of  real  terror,  for  she  was 
shocked  at  the  meanness  she  did  not  scmple  to  stoop  to. 

"Yes,  Mr.  Kennyfeck,"  reiterated  bis  wife,  "we 
know  all!  If,  however,  you  still  persist  in  maintaining 
that  mysterious  aspect  you  have  assumed  with  your 
family,  I  must  say,  Sir,  it  is  perfectly  absurd." 

"It  is  unnecessary,  too,  Papa,"  cried  Miss  Kennyfeck. 

"And  it's  unfair  to  that  young  creature,"  chimed  in 
Aunt  Fanny,  with  a  gesture  towards  Olivia,  who  sat, 
en  tahleau  for  injured  innocence,  next  a  window. 

Possibly,  if  any  could  have  read  Mr.  Kennyfeck's 
sentiments  at  that  instant,  they  would  have  recognised 
the  sufferings  of  a  true  martyr.  To  bis  own  heart  he 
muttered, 

"This  is  very  hard;  it  is  being  called  upon  to  reply 
to  a  case  without  a  copy  of  the  affidayits." 

At  length,  with  a  courage  that  he  did  not  believe 
he  was  capable  of,  he  said: 

"I  am  confused,  Mrs.  Kennyfeck;  I  am  over- 
whelmed;  I  may  submit  a  plea  of  surprise  —  that  is,  I 
would  move  the  Court,  I  mean  —  in  fact,  I  must  beg 
joxk  will  permit  me  to  adjoum  this  case." 

And  with  these  words,   and  in  an  agitation  very 
unusual  with  him,  he  hastened  from  the  room.  Scarcely 
had  the  äoor  cloaed  after  him)  ihaxi  \i^  xe^o^^xv«^^  *^^  «s^ 
puUiDg  in  hiB  beadf  said, 
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was  it  tfae  tribute  paid  to  some  halfcalled  up  memorj. 
It  was  none  of  these ;  though  perhaps  each  entered  into 
it  aä  an  ingredient.  But  what  right  have  we  to  analjse 
its  meaning?  or  ask  how  mucH  of  hope  or  fear  it  coü- 
tained?  —  what  portion  of^regret  for  one  she  was  abont 
to  desert?  —  what  shame  for  the  faitblessness?  Ay, 
what  shame! 

Coquetry  is  no  virtue;  bnt  most  certainly  it  is  not 
the  Wholesale  corrapter  some  moralists  would  make  it. 
Miss  Olivia  Kennyfeck  had  been  taught  it  from  her 
earliest  years,  —  from  those  pleasant  days,  when,  dressed 
like  some  fairy  queen,  ehe  descended  from  the  nurseiy 
to  stand  beside  Pa's  chair  on  Company  days,  at  desseit, 
and  be  stared  at,  and  kissed,  and  "dear-loved"  by  some 
scores  of  people,  whose  enthusiasm  for  childish  beanty 
had  all  the  warmth  that  Springs  from  turtle  and  trafßes, 
iced  punch  and  Lafitte.  She  had  been  tanght  it  by  the 
French  govemess,  who  told  her  to  be  "aimable."  The 
very  dancing-master  cried  out,  "Grace  —  more  grace, 
if  you  please,  Miss  Olivia,"  at  every  step  of  her  minuet; 
and  the  riding-master^s  etemal  exhortation  was,  ^*Sit  as 
if  the  whole  world  was  watching  you,  Miss." 

These  teachings  go  further  and  deeper  into  the 
heart  than  we  suspect.  "The  wish  to  please"  —  pure 
and  amiable  as  the  feeling  can  be  —  lies  on  the  frontier 
of  a  dangerous  land  —  the  "wish  to  conquer."  That 
passion  once  engendered  in  the  heart,  no  room  remains 
for  any.other. 

To  retum  to  Miss  Olivia  Kennyfeck  —  for  most 
an^allantly   we   are  iot^^XN^oi^  %\^^  la   alone  all  this 
Wille.     Her  educa^ou  ^«A  ^i^3L\.  ovä  «iä.  «xä.  ^-^^»^^  — 
to  obtain  a  good  poaitioxiM  ^^^^^-   l^xlÄ. 
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ways,  and  not  only  self-interest,  but  pride,  emulation, 
and  Tanity  bad  been  enlisted  in  its  support.  So  con- 
stantlj  was  the  tbeme  presented  to  ber,  such  day  by- 
day  discosfiion  of  tbe  prizes  and  blanks  drawn  by  otbers 
in  tbe  wbeel  connubial,  that  sbe  really  feit  litüe  or  no 
interest  in  any  otber  topic. 

And  yet,  witb  all  that  misdirection  of  mind,  tbat 
perverse  insistance  on  wrong,  there  was  still  in  ber 
heart  a  yoid,  a  want,  tbat  neither  vanity  nor  selfisbness 
could  fill.  It'migbt  be,  perbaps,  to  be  found  out  by 
one  wbo  sbould  make  it  tbe  storebouse  of  bigb  and 
generous  Impulses,  of  ennobling  duties  and  tender  affec- 
tions;  or,  just  as  likely,  lie  like  some  fruitful  but  un- 
known  tract  —  barren,  waste,  and  profitless! 

Tbree  o'clock  came!  And  now  tbe  bouse  resounded 
with  tbe  buzz  of  voices  and  tbe  burried  movement  of 
feet.  Carriages  and  borses,  too,  assembled  before  tbe 
door,  and  all  tbe  pleasant  bustle  of  tbose  beut  on 
pleasure  ülled  tbe  air.  Olivia  arose,  and  screened  by 
tbe  curtain,  watcbed  tbe  scene  beneatb.  For  tbe  first 
time  sbe  perceived  tbat  Lady  Kilgoff  was  in  a  riding« 
dress.  Sbe  stood  in  tbe  midst  of  a  group  before  tbe 
door,  amid  wbicb  Olivia's  eyes  peered  witb  restless 
activity, 

No,  Casbel  was  not  tbere!  Sbe  almost  said  tbe 
comforting  words  aloud;  but  at  tbe  same  instant  a  cry 
of  "Here  be  is  —  bere  be  comesi"  broke  from  tbose 
benea^,  and  every  bead  was  turned  towards  tbe  road 
to  tbe  stables,  along  wbicb  Casbel  was  seen  cantering 
a  snow-wbite  Arab  of  great  beauty.  As  be  came  nearer 
it  could  be  seen  tbat  be  was  seated  on  a  side-saddle, 
wbile  be  managed  the  well-trained  cteÄ.\Mix^  -'iff^  *^^ 
mögt  gracefiil  addre^, 

A0ittnd  Cashel,  //.  Y\ 
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"Are  you  qnite  certain  I  may  venture,  Mr.  Cashel?" 
Said  Lady  Kilgoff,  as  he  pulled  up  in  front  of  her; 
"remember,  that  I  am  neither  so  fearless  nor  so  skilM 
as  our  fair  Queen  beside  me,  who,  I  must  own,  is  far 
more  worthy  of  ^Hassan  Bey'  than  I  am." 

**I11  pledge  my  lifo  on  bis  good  conduet,"  said  Ro- 
land, springing  from  bis  back;  "Tve  ridden  him  for  an 
hour,  and  be  is  gentleness  itself." 

"He's  over-trained  for  my  fancy,"  said  Miss  Meek. 
"He's  like  one  of  tbe  creatures  you  see  in  Franöoni's, 
Walking  up  a  ladder  to  catch  a  handkerchief." 

Lady  Janet  -whispered  sometbing  in  her  ear,  at 
which  she  started  and  smiled,  but  evidently  in  ignorance 
of  its  meaning. 

"What  is  that  very  wicked  tbing  that  Lady  Janet 
has  just  told  you?''  said  Lady  Kilgo£P,  as  she  advanced 
to  mount  her  horse. 

'^It  was  k  propos  to  tbe  bandkerchief.  She  said 
'Probably  you  were  going  to  throw  yours  at  Mr.  CasheF 
—  Tm  sure  I  don't  know  why." 

Fortunately  none  but  Lady  Kilgoff  and  Cashel 
heard  tbis  speech^  but  both  blusbed  deeply. 

While  tbis  was  enacting  below,  Olivia,  who  marked 
every  gesture  and  every  look  eagerly,  could  not  hear 
what  passed.  She  could  only  see  tbe  respectful  atten- 
tion bestowed  by  Cashel  on  every  wish  of  bis  fair 
guest;  how,  having  seated  her,  he  draped  in  gracefol 
folds  tbe  long  velvet  babit,  in  which,  and  with  a 
white  bat  and  drooping  feather,  she  resembled  one  of 
tiie  court  of  Loma  Q,\siü.'L^. 

At  last  slie  t\ime^  \iet\iat%^^\!Ä»ÄL^  %sä.  ^^^^  \asa. 
Blowly  alona:   brfoxe  t\ie.  \xoxx^'^.  tsrv^^^l  W^  .sä^ 
"  id    of  tbe   higVmel^^^^  ^^-^^^^    ^^V^VV.-^^^ 
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walked  at  bis  head,.and  so  thej  stood,  wliile  lie  ar- 
ranged  the  curb-cbain,  exactlj  beneath  the  window 
where  Olivia  was  Standing. 

She  opened  the  sash  noiselessly,  and,  bending  down, 
listened. 

*'I  assure  you,"  said  Lady  Kilgoff,  "111  not  con- 
tinue  my  ride  if  you  don't  come.  I  have  no  confidence 
in  tbese  fine  gentlemen  cavaliers;  and  as  for  Miss  Meek, 
sbe^d  risk  her  life  to  see  me  run  away  with." 

**I  pledge  myself  to  foUow  in  ten  minutes  — ■  nay, 
in  five,  if  possible.  I  told  Mr.  Kennyfeck  I  sbould 
make  my  i^beisances  to  the  ladies  to-day.'^ 

**Would  to-morrow  not  serve?"  said  she,  smiling. 

**I  believe  it  might  —  but,  a  promise!  Besides,  I 
have  been  sadly  deficient  in  attentions  there/' 

'*Sir  Harvey  and  bis  bröther  hussar  have  made  the 
amende  for  yonr  short-comings ;  but  go,  make  haste  and 
overtake  ns.  I  see  *my  Lord'  trying  to  anderstand 
Lady  Janet,  and  I  must  not  delay  longer." 

"Ride  slowly,"  cried  Roland,  "and  don't  get  run 
away  with,  tili  I'm  of  the  party. 

She  nodded  archly  in  reply  to  this  speech,  and  join- 
ing  the  group,  who  were  all  awaiting  her,  rode  off, 
while  Cashel  entered  the  house,  and  soon  was  heard 
ascending  the  stairs  at  a  hurried  pace. 

Olivia  could  only  close  the  window  and  resume  her 
place,  when  a  tap  was  given  at  the  door,  and  the  same 
instant  Cashel  entered  the  room.  He  stopped  suddenly, 
and  looked  aroimd,  for  at  first  he  did  not  perceive 
Olivia,  who,  deep  in  her  book,  affected  not  to  hear  the 
noise  of  bis  approach. 

The  nch  Coronet  of  brown  haix,  ou  -wloAriD.  «cl  ^n^ö? 
//^  ßun  was  tbrowing  one  brilliaat  g\eam^  ^^\sj^  W 
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eye,  and  he  advanced  near  enough  to  see  and  be  strack 
by  that  graceful  attitude  of  which  we  gave  our  reader 
a  glimpse  at  the  opening  of  this  chapter. 

She  was  reading  some  old  English  bailad;  and,  as 
sbe  closed  the  volume,  murmured,  half  aloud,  the  lines 
of  the  concluding  verse: 

"  And  ye  varlete «  boande  upon  a  carte. 

Was  draggede  to  ye  gallowg  highe, 
While  ye  knighte  that  stole  ye  ladye*«  hearte 
(And  was  not  his  ye  gravere  parte  ?) 

Bode  oute  to  see  him  die/* 

"A  sad  moral,  indeed,*'  said  Cashel,  in  a  low,  soft 
voice. 

"Oh,  dear!  oh,  Mr.  Cashel!"  cried  she,  starting, 
and  lettmg  fall  the  book,  "how  you  have  terrified  me.** 

"Pray  forgive  me,"  said  he,  drawing  his  chair  near, 
"but  when  I  entered  the  room  I  saw  no  one.  I  had 
come  thus  far  ere  I  discovered  that  I  was  so  fortunate." 

"Shall  I  ring  for  Mamma  and  Gary;  they  are  dress- 
ing,  I  know,  but  will  be  quite  annoyed  if  you  go  be- 
fore  they  come  down.** 

"You  must  not  inconvenience  them  on  my  account," 
said  Roland,  eagerly.  "I'm  certain,"  added  he,  smiling, 
"you  are  not  afraid  to  receive  me  alone." 

She  hung  down  her  head,  and  partly  averting  it, 
murmured  a  scarcely  audible  "No." 

Cashel,  who  hsid  evidently  never  calculated  on  his 

careless  remark  being  taken  thus  seriously,  looked  silly 

and  uncomfortable  for  a  few  seconds.     There  is  a  ter- 

rible  perversity  som^^Voife^  m  o\ir  natures;  we  are  dis- 

posed  to  laugh  oecasvoiiaXN.'y  «ä. 'Cytcä'^  ^V<si2L\^<^*ÖKiK^^ 

ibe  more  ill-timed  ot  \xbsv3:\\.^^^\  «»^  ^^>  ^^^^ws&a. 

^ben  we  would  give  axi^m^  m  vV^  ^-\^  W  ..^ 
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common-place  theme,  to  hang  phrases  on,  we  cannot, 
for  the  life  of  us,  originate  one. 

"YouVe  not  ridden  out,  I  think,  since  you  came?'* 
Said  Roland,  at  last,  bat  with  an  air  of  sudden  despair 
at  his  own  stupidity. 

"No.  We  have  driven  out  once  or  twice;  but  — 
but  —'* 

"Pray  finish,'*  said  he,  with  a  persuasive  look  as 
he  spoke. 

"I  was  going  to  say  that  your  horses  are  so  spirited, 
that  I  was  really  afraid  to  trust  myself,  and  the  more 
so  as  Miss  Meek  is  so  wild  and  so  reckless. 

"Never  think  of  riding  with  her,  Let  me  be  your 
chaperon  —  shall  we  say  to-morrow?  IVe  got  the 
gentlest  creature  that  was  ever  mounted." 

"Oh,  I  know  her;  that  sweet  white  Arab  I  saw  the 
groom  exercising,  yesterday?" 

"No;  not  her,"  said  Roland,  blushing  and  confiised, 
**a  spotted  barb,  fuUy  as  handsome  —  some  say  hand- 
somer.  Will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  ride  her  to- 
morrow,  and,  if  she  be  fortunate  enough  to  please  you, 
to  accept  her?'* 

Olivia  hung  down  her  head  fall  a  second,   and  a 
deep  scarlet  covered  her  cheeks,  and  rose  even  to  her 
temples,  and  it  was  with  a  voice  broken  and  interrupted 
^  she  said,  "Oh,  I  cannot  —  I  must  not."    Then  tuming 
on  him  a  look,  where  the  tearful  eyes,  swimming  in  a 
softened  lustre,  conveyed  a  whole  story  of  deep  suffering, 
she  said  rapidly:  "You  are  too  kind  and  too  good  e^res 
to   give  pain;  you  are  too  generoM^  \.o  \>^'e^^  ^"^wt» 
oapable  of  it;  but  were  I  to  accept  ^o\ä  \i^«»Jc&N^  ^5» 
—  were  I  even  to  ride   out   with  you   alone  ^  ^^^«^  ^ 
nothluß-  that  would  not  be  said  ot  me:' 


V! 
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It  was  CasheFs  tum  for  a  slight  blash  now;  and,  to 
do  him  justice,  he  feit  the  Sensation  a  most  disagreeable 
one.  It  had  not  indeed  occorred  to  him  to  make  the 
proposal  as  the  young  lady  took  it,  but  he  was  far  too 
long  schooled  in  gallantrfr  to  undeceive  her,  and  so 
he  said,  ''I  really  cannot  see  this  in  the  light  you  do. 
It  is  a  very  natural  wish  on  my  part,  that  I  should 
show  my  guests  whatever  my  poor  grounds  afford  of 
the  picturesque;  and  remember,  we  are  not  friends  of 
yesterday."     This  he  said  in  bis  very  kindest  tone. 

"I  do  remember  it,"  said  she,  with  a  low  but  most 
meaning  sigh. 

"That  memory  is,  I  trust,  not  so  associated  with 
sorrow,*'  added  he,  leaning  down,  and  speaking  in  a 
deep  eamest  voice,  "that  you  recal  it  with  a  sigh?" 

"Oh,  no;  but  I  was  thinking  —  I  must  not  say  of 
what  I  was  thinking." 

"Nay,  but  you  must,*'  said  he,  gently,  and  drawing 
his  chair  closer. 

"I  dare  not  —  I  cannot  —  besides,  you"  —  and 
there  was  on  the  pronoun  the  very  softest  of  all-dwelling 
Intonation  —  "you  might  be  angry  —  might  never  for- 
give  me." 

"Now  I  must  insist  on  your  telling  me,"  said  Eo- 
land,  passionately,  "if  but  to  show  how  unfairly  you 
judge  me." 

"Well,"  said  she,  drawing  a  long  breath  —  "but 

shall  I  trust  you?'*  There  was  a  most  winning  archness 

in  the  way  she  said  this,  that  thrilled  through  Cashel 

as  ie  listened.    "'So ,  W^  xisA."  ^dded  she,  suddenly, 

and  as  if  carried  away  \i7  «ii  ^^a&\w\a^  Sssssg^^^«^  ^'--^^s^ 

«re  too  — ''  .    .> 

"Too  what?»'  cTieaiT^i^/^^^^^^^^^ 
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"Too  fickle,"  Said  she;  and  then,  as  if  terrified  at 
lier  own  boldness,  she  added,  in  a  tremulous  yoice, 
"Oh,  do  forgive  me/* 

"There  is  really  nothing  to  forgive,"  said  Roland, 
"unless  you  persist  in  keeping  from  me  an  avowal  that 
I  almost  fancy  I  have  a  right  to  ask  for.  And  now,  of 
what  were  you  thinking?" 

"ril  teil  you,"  said  she,  in  a  low,  eamest  accent, 
"though  it  may  lose  me  your  esteem.  I  was  thinking" 
—  her  voice  here  feil  so  low,  that  Cashel,  to  hear  her 
words,  was  obliged  to  draw  his  chair  closer,  and  bend 
down  his  head  tili  it  actually  brushed  against  the  leayes 
she  wore  in  her  hair  —  "I  was  thinking  that,  when  we 
knew  you  first,  before  you  had  made  acquaintance  with 
others  —  when  you  sat  and  read  to  us  —  when  we 
walked  and  rode  together  —  when,  in  short,  the  day 
was  one  bright  dream  of  pleasure  to  us,  who  had  never 
known  a  brother  — " 

Pardon  us,   dear  read  er,  if  at  so  critical  a  moment 
we  occupy  the  pause  which  here  ensued  —  and  there 
was  a  pause  —  by  referring  to  our  Aunt  Fanny,  only 
premising  that  we  do  so  advisedly.    It  was  one  of  that 
excellent  lady's  firmest  convictions  that  every   one  in 
the  World  required  some  discreet  friend,  who  should,  at 
eventful  passages  in  life,  be  ready  to  aid,  by  presence 
of  mind ,   a  wavering  resolve ,   or  confirm  a  half-formed 
determination.     Now,   she  had  waited  for  two   mortal 
hours  on  that  day  for  CashePs  Coming,   in  a  State  of 
impatience  little  short  of  fever.     She  opened  and  shut 
her  window,  looked  up  one  avenue  and  dci^w.  «c^'ifiössts 
she  had  watcbed  on  the  landing ,  axi-öi  «\öq^  ^^-vääjSs.  ^^^ 
tbe  stairs;  she  had  seen  Mrs.  "KLenTrjfedfe.  «cA.  V^st:  ^^^.^ 
danß-hter  pass  out  into  the  gardeu,  ^^^-«1  o^Vs^^"^"^ 
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ing;  when^  at  last,  slie  heard  Boland^s  hasty  step  as  he 
traversed  the  hall,  and  hunying  up-staiiB,  enter  the 
drawing-room. 

Drawn  by  an  attraction  there  is  no  explaining,  she 
left  her  room,  and  took  np  her  position  in  a  small 
boudoir,  which  adjoined  the  drawing<room.  Here  she 
sat,  persuading  herseif  she  was  at  her  work;  but,  in 
reality,  in  a  State  of  suspense  not  very  inferior  to  8ome 
prisoner  while  a  jmy  is  deliberating  on  his  fate. 

The  conversation,  at  first  conducted  in  an  ordinary 
tone,  had  gradually  subsided,  tili  it  dropped  into  düd 
low,  undistinguishable  manner  we  haye  mentioned. 

Aunt  Fanny's  inventive  mind  had  suggested  every 
Step  of  the  interview.  She  kept  muttering  to  herseif: 
"He  is  explaining  himself  —  she  is  incrednlons  —  and 
he  tries  to  reassure  her  —  she  believes  that  his  heart 
was  given  to  another  —  he  vows  and  swears  it  was 
always  hers  —  she  cannot  credit  the  happiness  —  she 
is  too  unworthy." 

It  was  just  as  our  Aunt  had  got  thus  far  in  her 
running  commentary  that  both  voices  ceased,  and  a  still- 
ness,  unbroken  by  a  murmur,  succeeded.  "What  coold 
it  mean?^*  was  the  sudden  question  that  flashed  across 
her  mind;  and  Napoleon's  own  dread  anxiety,  as  he 
gazed  on  the  wood,  and  hesitated  whether  the  dark 
masses  emerging  from  the  shade  were  his  own  legions 
or  the  Prussians,  was  not  much  more  intense  than  hers. 
At  last  —  we  are  sorry  to  record  it  —  but,  alas  I  Aunt 
Fanny  was  only  mortal,  and  an  old  maid  to  boot  — 
sbe  approached  the  doot  and  ^eeped  through  the  key- 
bole.  The  siglit  w\iic\i  T£i^\.\ÄX  «^^^  \ä^^\!l^  ^^ssd^xvd 
glaace :  she  saw  bot^x  \i^a.^  ^ö^^^«  ^^^^  x^^^^^^^ ,  »^^ 
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silky  braids  of  Olivia.     Neither  spoke.     "It  was  then 
concluded." 

Tliis  was  the  moment  in  which  mutual  avowals, 
meeting  like  two  rivers,  form  one  broad  and  sweeping 
flood.  It  was  the  moment,  too,  in  which,  according  to 
her  theory,  a  friend  was  all  essential.  According  to 
her  phrase,  the  "nail  shonld  be  clinched." 

Now,  Aunt  Fanny  had  been  cruelly  handled  by  the 
family  for  all  the  blunders  she  had  committed.  Her 
skill  had  been  impugned;  her  shrewdness  sneered  at; 
her  prognostications  derided.  Here  was  an  opportunity 
to  refiite  all  at  once;  and,  in  the  language  of  the  con- 
queror,  "to  cover  herseif  with  glofy." 

Gently  opening  the  door  she  entered  the  room,  and 
stealing  tiptoe  over,  tili  she  stood  behind  their  chairs, 
she  placed,  \idth  all  the  solemnity  of  an  archbishop,  a 
band  on  either  head,  and,  in  a  voice  of  touching  fer- 
vour,  Said: 

"Bless  ye  both,  my  darlings;  may  ye  be  as  happy 
as  — 

As  what?  The  history  is  unable  to  record;  for  a 
shrill  cry  from  her  niece,  and  an  exclamation  nearly  as 
loud,  and  we  fear  far  less  polite,  from  Eoland,  cut  short 
the  Speech. 

Shriek  foUowed  shriek  from  Olivia,  who,  partly 
from.  the  shock,  and  still  more  from  shame,  was  thrown 
into  an  attack  of  hysterics. 

"What  the  — "  he  was  very  nigh  saying  something 
eise.  "What  have  you  done,  Madam?"  said  Eoland, 
in  a  State  of  mingled  anger  and  tjeiYOt. 

''It's  only  jour  Aunt  Eaimy.     \^^  ^^.  ^1   ^"^^T^ 
Liyjr,  darling,   don'i  be  frighteneaLV  axA  V^^^  ^  \ö^  >  ^ 
Mr,  CasbeV' 
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In  this,  however,  the  good  lady  was  mistaken;  for 
Koland  had  hastened  up-stairs  to  Mrs.  Kennyfeck's  room, 
which  finding  locked,  he  flew  down  to  the  great  drawing- 
room,  thence  to  the  library,  and  was  making  for  the 
garden,  when  he  saw  that  lady  and  her  daughter  cross- 
ing  the  hall. 

"Tm  afraid,  Madam ,^*  said  he,  with  all  the  com- 
posure  he  could  summon,  "Miss  Olivia  Kennyfeck  is 
not  well;  nothing  serious,  I  trust;  bat  a  sudden  fiigbt 
—  a  shock  —  Miss  O'Hara  somewhat  imprudendy — " 

"Oh,  Fanny  again!"  screamed  Mrs.  Kennyfeck;  and 
without  waiting  for  more,  rushed  up-stairs,  foUowed  hj 
her  daughter,  while  Koland,  in  a  state  of  mind  we  dare 
not  dwell  upon,  hastened  from  the  house,  and  mounting 
his  horse,  galloped  off  into  the  wood. 

There  were  times  when  Cashel  would  have  laughed, 
and  laughed  heartily,  at  the  absurdity  of  this  adven- 
ture.  He  would  have  even  treasured  up  the  "tableau" 
as  a  thing  for  future  ridicule  among  his  firiends ;  but  his 
better  feelings,  born  of  a  more  manly  pride,  rejected 
this  now;  he  was  sorry,  deeply,  sincerely  sorry,  that 
one,  with  so  much  to  fascinate  and  charm  about  her, 
could  lend  herseif  to  a  mere  game  like  this!  "Where 
are  these  deceptions  to  end?"  said  he,  in  passionate 
warmth.  "Have  candour,  good  faith,  and  honesty  fled 
the  World?  or,  are  they  only  to  be  found  among  those 
whose  vices  make  the  foil  to  such  humble  virtues?" 

Nor  were  these  his  only  painful  reflections.  He 
was  obliged  to  see  himself  —  the  thing,  of  all  others, 
he  despised  —  "a  Dupe."  The  mark  for  every  mean 
artifice  and  every  ignoble  scheme.  The  gambler  — 
the  flirt  —  the  a4v^iöX.\Ä«t  \w  ^^^x^  ^^aS^  —  ^^<^<irded 
him  as  a  prey.    ^esMtvV^^  ^wä  'öc^ä  I^t^^sss^  —  .ssä^ 
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it  had  done  no  morel  None  cared  for  him  as  a  fiiend 
or  companion.  Even  as  a  lover,  bis  addresses  were 
heralded  by  his  gold,  not  enhanced  by  qualities  of  bis 
own.     What  bumiliation ! 

Mary  Leicester  alone  seemed  unimpressed  by  bis 
great  fortune,  and  regardless  of  bis  wealtb.  Sbe  alone 
had  never  evinced  towards  bim  any  sbow  of  preference 
above  otbers  less  endowed  by  Fate.  Nay,  he  fancied 
he  could  trace  something  of 'reserve  in  her  manner  when- 
ever  be  stepped  by  chance  out  of  bis  character  of  care- 
less,  buoyant  youth,  and  dwelt  upon  the  plans  that  mere 
money  accomplisbes.  In  these  sbe  showed  no  interest, 
and  took  no  pleasure;  wbile,  to  tbe  adventures  of  bis 
fonner  life,  sbe  listened  with  eager  attention.  It  was 
easy  to  see  sbe  tbought  more  of  the  Caballero  than  tbe 
Millionnaire, 

What  a  bappiness  had  it  been  to  have  befriended 
her  grandfatber  and  herseif;  bow  different  had  been  his 
reflections  at  this  bour;  what  lessons  in  tbe  true  wisdom 
of  life  might  be  not  have  leamed  from  one  wbo  had 
Seen  tbe  world,  not  as  tbe  play-table  for  tbe  roUing 
dice  of  fortune,  but  as  the  battle-ground  wbere  good 
and  evil  strive  for  victory;  wbere  a  higher  philosophy 
is  taught  than  tbe  lifeless,  souUess  dictates  of  mere 
fashionable  existence! 
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Bat  where  are  they  alle ,  I  do  not  aee 
One  half  of  our  goodlle  companie  ? 

Hoax. 

That  day  was  destined  to  be  one  of  contrarieties 
to  the  household  of  Tubbermore.  Of  the  Kennyfeck 
family,  none  appeared  at  dinner.  Lady  Kilgoff,  angry 
at  Roland's  breach  of  engagement,  —  for,  although  he 
rode  at  top-speed  in  every  direction,  he  never  overtook 
her,  —  also  kept  her  room.  The  carriage  sent  for 
Miss  Leicester  had  retumed  without  her,  a  somewhat 
formal  note  of  apology  stating  that  Mr.  Corrigan  was 
indisposed,  and  his  granddaughter  unwilling  to  leave 
him;  while  Linton,  usually  a  main  feature  in  all  the 
social  success  of  a  dinner,  was  still  absent. 

Of  the  assembled  guests,  too,  few  were  in  their 
wonted  spirits.  Sir  Andrew  and  Lady  Janet  had  qua^ 
relled  in  the  moming  about  the  mode  of  prepariog 
dandelion  tea,  and  kept  up  the  dispute  all  the  daj. 
Upton  was  sulky,  dark,  and  reservedr.  Meek  more  than 
usually  lachrymose.  Frobisher's  best  mare  had  been 
staked  in  taking  a  leap,  and  Miss  Meek  had  never  dis- 
covered  it  tili  half  an  hour  after,  so  that  the  lameness 
was  greatly  aggravated.  Mrs.  White  had  had  a  "tiff" 
with  the  author,  for  his  not  believing  the.  Irish  to  be  of 
Phoenician  origin,  and  wouldn't  speak  to  him  at  dinner; 
so  that  Cashel  himself,  constrained,  absent,  and  ill  at 
ease,  found  his  Company  anything  rather  than  a  relief 
to  his  own  distracted  thoughts. 

Among  his  other  ^esta  he  found  the  same  reserve 
and  coldness  of  Taamiet  ^  ^c>  ^^x.  ^^  ^^^^Tssst  \jä^  »^^ 
assembled  in  the  diaVm^-xooxsi,  ^'^^x  ^^sa^x,  »^.«vV^ 
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left  the  house  and  set  off  to  inquire  for  Mr.  Corrigan 
at  the  cottage. 

"We  had  nine  vacant  places  to-day  at  table,"  said 
Lady  Janet,  as  soon  as  she  had  arranged  her  special 
table  next  the,fire,  with  a  shade  in  front  and  a  screen 
behind  her,  and  was  quite  satisfied  that,  in  regard  to 
eushions  and  footstools,  she  had  monopolised  the  most 
comfortable  in  the  room. 

"I  thought  —  aw  —  that  we  —  aw  —  were  some- 
what  slow,"  Baid  Captain  Jennings,  with  bis  habitually 
tiresome,  pompous  intonation. 

"What's  the  matter  with  Upton?"  said  a  junior 
officer  of  bis  regiment,  in  a  whisper;  "he  looks  so  con- 
fotmdedly  put  out." 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  know,"  yawned  out  Lord  Charles; 
"he  has  a  very  safe  book  on  the  Oaks." 

"He's  backing  Dido  at  very  long  odds,"  interposed 
Miss  Meek,  "and  she's  weak  before,  they  say." 

"Not  staked,  I  hope,"  said  Fro^^isher,  looking  mali- 
ciously  at  her. 

"I  don't  care  what  you  say,  Charley,"  rejoined 
she;  "I  defy  any  one  to  know  whether  a  horse  goes 
tender,  while  galloping  in  deep  ground.  You  are  al- 
ways  unjust."     And  she  moved  away  in  anger. 

"She  28  so  careless,"  said  Frobisher,  listlessly. 

"Teil  me  about  these  Kennyfecks.  What  is  it  all 
about?"  said  Mrs.  White,  bustling  up,  as  if  she  was  re- 
solved  on  a  long  confidence. 

"They  hedged  against  themselves,  I  hear,"  said 
Frobisher. 

^^Indeed!  poor  things-,  and  aiö  \5ae^  TKo^^^saal^^ 
''Not  serioualy,  I  fancy,"  äia^\<öaL\Ä,  ^^\j»ä.^  ^^«sä 
knowB  it  ÄÜ/' 
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Mrs.  White  did  not  neglect  the  Suggestion,  but  at 
once  repaired  to  that  part  of  the  room  where  Ladj 
Janet  was  sitting,  suirounded  by  a  select  circle,  eagerly 
discossing  the  very  question  she  had  asked  to  be  in- 
formed  upon. 

"I  had  it  from  Verthinia,"  said  Mrs.  Malone,  with 
her  peculiar,  thick  ennnciation,  "Lady  KLilgoff 's  maid. 
She  said  that  not  a  day  passes  without  some  such  scene 
between  the  mother  and  daughters.  Mrs.  Kennyfeck 
had,  it  seems,  forbithen  Cashel  to  call  there  in  her 
abthence." 

"I  must  most  respectfully  interrupt  you,  Madam," 
said  a  large  old  lady,  with  blonde  false  hair,  and  a 
great  deal  of  rouge,  "but  the  a£fair  was  quite  different. 
Miss  Olivia,  that  is  the  second  girl,  was  detected  by 
her  auht,  Miss  O'Hara,   packing  up  for  an  elopement" 

"Fudge,"'  said  Lady  Janet;  "she'd  have  helped  her, 
if  that  were  the  case !  I  believe  the  true  version  of  the 
matter  is  yet  to  come  out.  My  woman,  Stubbs,  saw 
the  apothecary  Coming  down  stairs,  after  bleeding 
Livy,  and  called  him  into  her  room;  not,  indeed,  to 
speak  of  this  matter"  —  here  Lady  Janet  caused  her 
voice  to  be  heard  by  Sir  Andrew,  who  sat,  in  moody 
sulk,  right  opposite  —  "it  was  to  ask,  if  there  shonld 
not  be  two  pods  of  capsicum  in  every  pint  of  dandelion 
tea." 

"There  may  be  twa  homs  o'  the  De'il  in  it," 
ejaculated  Sir  Andrew,  "but  111  na  pit  it  to  my  mouth 
agen.  I  hae  a  throat  like  the  fiery  fUmace  that  roasted 
tbe  three  cbaps  m  \\i^  ^VtAa." 

Janet,  and  tumed  toTmi  V>  vy  ^W     -^ysäö\.^,^_^ 
^03  saying,  called  t\ie  m«a  m,  .««A  ^^x  ^^s.,.  ^-v«« 
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sation  about  the  dandelion,  asked,  in  a  cursory  way, 
you  know,  *How  the  lady  was,  up-stairs?'  He  shook 
his  head,  and  said  nothing/' 

"'It  will  not  be  tedious,  I  bope?'  said  Stubbs. 

"* These  are  most  uncertain  cases,"  said  he;  'some- 
times  they  last  a  day,  sometimes  eight  or  nine/ 

"  *  I  think  y  ou're  veiy  mysterious,  doctor,'  said  Stubbs. 

"He  muttered  something  about  honour,  and,  seizing 
his  hat,  went  ofF,  as  Stubbs  says,  *as  if  he  was  shot!*" 

"Honour!"  cried  one  of  the  hearers. 

"Honour!"  ejaculated  another,  with  an  expression 
of  pure  horror. 

"Didn't  he  say,  Madam,"  said  the  blonde  old  lady, 
"that  it  wasn  t  his  brauch  of  the  profession?" 

"Oh!  oh!"  broke  in  the  Company  together,  while 
the  younger  ladies  held  up  their  fans  and  giggled 
behind  them. 

"Im  thorry  for  the  poor  mother!"  sighed  Mrs, 
Malone,  who  had  seven  daughters,  each  uglier  than  the 
other. 

"I  pity  the  eider  girl,"  said  Lady  Janet;  "she  had 
a  fär  better  tone  about  her  than  the  rest." 

"And  that  dear,  kind,  old  creature,  the  aunt.  It  is 
said  that  but  for  her  care  this  would  have  happened 
long  ago,"  said  Mrs.  Malone. 

"She  was,  to  my  thinking,  the  best  of  them," 
echoed  the  blonde  lady;  "so  discreet,  so  quiet  and  so 
unobtrusive." 

"What   could  come   of  their  pretension?"    said  ä 
colonel's  widow,  with  a  very  Vaig^  xiö'a»^  ^\3Ä^  *».  ^<»:^ 
small  penaion;   'Hbey  attemptei  a  ^\.^\^  q^Xx^^ä^^^^^^^^ 
unsuited  to  tbem!     The  house   Ä^^^^  ^^^^  ^^  -j^-^^äs? 
zoen,  too." 
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"Yon  wouldn't  have  had  them  invite  old  ones, 
Madam,"  said  Lady  Janet,  with  the  air  of  rebuke  the 
wife  of  a  commander-in-chief  can  assume  to  the  colonel's 
relict. 

"Ifs  a  very  sad  affair,  indeed,"  summed  up  Mrs, 
White,  who,  if  she  hadn't  quarrelled  with  Mr.  Howle, 
would  have  given  him  the  whole  narrative  for  the 
"Satanist." 

*'What  a  house  to  be  sure!  There's  Lady  Kilgoff 
on  one  side  — " 

"What  of  her,  Tny  Lady?"  said  the  blonde. 

"You  didn't  hear  of  Lord  KilgofF  overtaking  her 
to-day  in  the  wood  with  Sir  Harvey  Upton?  —  hosh! 
or  hell  hear  us.  The  poor  old  man  —  you  know  his 
»täte  of  mind  —  snatched  the  whip  firom  the  coachman, 
and  Struck  Sir  Harvey  across  the  face.  They  say 
there's  a  great  weit  over  the  cheek!" 

Mrs.  White  immediately  arose,  and,  under  pretence 
of  looking  for  a  book,  made  a  circüit  of  the  room  in  that 
part  where  Sir  Harvey  Upton  was  lounging,  with  his 
head  on  his  hand. 

"Quite  true,"  said  she,  retuming  to  the  party.  "It 
is  so  painful,  he  can't  keep  his  hand  from  the  spot" 

"Has  any  one  discovered  who  the  strange-looking 
man  was  that  was  received  by  Mr.  Cashel  this  moming 
in  his  own  study?"  asked  the  blonde.  "My  maid  said 
he  was  for  all  the  world  like  a  sherifPs  oflSicer.  It 
seems,  too,  he  was  very  violent  in  his  language;  and 
but  for  Mr.  Kennyfeck,  he  would  not  have  leß  the 
honse^ 

iusband,    the  T\iier  —  ^\iy^  >«^^  ^t^.  ^^^^^^  ^^ 
of    abbr^viating    aaö.    ^x^x.o>«.^^^^  ^V^   -^-^  ^^ 


BOLAND  CASHEL.  273 

'ustice  —  "told  me  it  was  impothible  for  Mr.  Cashel 
)  continue  his  extravaganth  much  longer." 

"It's  shameful  —  ifs  disgraceful,"  said  Lady  Janet; 
the  kiteben  is  a  scene  of  waste  and  recklessness,  such 
s  no  fortune  could  stand/* 

"Indeed,  so  the  *Thief'  said,"  resumed  Mrs.  Malone; 
he  said  that  robbery  went  on,  on  every  thide,  and 
lat  Mr.  Phillith,  I  think.  his  name  is,  was  the  worst 
P  aU." 

"Your  husband  was  quite  correct,  Ma'am,"  said 
jady  Janet;  "no  one  should  know  it  better."  And 
len  she  whispered  in  her  neighbours  ear,  "If  the 
dage  be  true,  'Set  a  Thief  to  catch  a  Thief.'" 

The  party  entrusted  with  this  could  not  restrain 
er  laughter,  and  for  a  space,  a  species  of  distrust 
semed  to  pervade  the  circle. 

We  are  certain  that  no  apology  will  be  required,  if 
'e  ask  of  our  reader  to  quit  this  amiable  sooiety  — 
Ithough  seated  at  a  comfortable  fire,  in  the  very  easiest 
f  chairs,  with  the  softest  carpet  beneath  their  feet  — 
nd  accompany  Koland  Cashel,  who  now,  with  hasty 
»p,  troä  the  little  path  that  led  to  Tubber-beg 
!ottage. 

However  inhospitable  the  confession,  we  are  bound 
»  acknowledge  Cashel  was  growing  marvellously 
eary  of  his  character  as  &  host!  The  hundred  little 
jntrarieties  which  daily  arose,  and  which  he  knew  not 
ow  to  smooth  down  or  conciliate,  made  him  appear, 
L  his  own  estimation  at  least,  deficient  in  worldly  tact, 
ad  lefk  him  open  to  the  belief  that  others  would  judge 
im  even  less  mercifully.  The  unbridled  freedom  of 
is  househoJd,  hesideSf  stimulated  all  tli^  «^V^Vlx^^^si!^  ^1 
7S0    who,   in  a  better  arranged  ea\aVÄAßiÄ\3&.>  '«i^ 

o/ajta  Cas/tcl.  IL  AÄ 
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kept  "watch  and  ward"  over  their  egotism;  and 
instead  of  presenting  the  features  of  a  sociely 
the  elements  of  agreeability  were  not  deficient, 
resembled  rather  the  Company  in  a  packet-ship, 
bent  upon  securing  bis  own  comfort,  and  only 
how  to  make  bis  neigbbour  subsidiary  to  bimself. 
Prosperity,  too,  was  teacbing  bim  one  of  ifc 
gracious  lessons  —  "Distmsf  The  mean  and 
natures  by  wbich  he  was  surrounded  were  gra 
nnfolding  themselves  to  bis  view,  and  he  was  e^ 
£he  verge  of  that  dangerous  frontier  wbere  scej 
bolds  sway.  One  conclu^on  —  and  it  was  n< 
least  wise  —  he  formed  was,  that  he  was  ill  sni 
such  companionship,  and  that  he  had  been  hs 
far  bappier,  on  some  humble  fortnne,  than  as  th 
proprietor  of  a  great  estate. 

It  was,  while  thus  ruminating,  Cashel  found  1 
at  the  little  space  wbich  intervened  between  one 
of  the  cottage  and  the  lake,  and  was  Struck  l 
rapid  movement  of  ligbts  that  glanced  from  wind 
window,  appearing  and  disappearing  at  every  ins 
The  dread  that  the  old  man  was  taken  ser 
iil  at  once  came  over  bim,  and  he  bastened  forw; 
eager  anxiety  to  leam  the  tidings.  Then,  suc 
checking  bimself,  he  feit  reluctant,  almost  sfc 
that  he  was,  to  obtrude  at  such  a  moment.  Fear 
advance,  and  unwilling  to  retire,  he  stood  unc 
and  hesitating. 

As  he  remained  thus,  the  door  of  the  drawing 

ibat  opened  upon  t\iei\«cwTi^Ä.^fea^^\de^  and  Ti 

Jpassed  hastily  out,  Äa^m^,  m  ^  VsvA  ^\ä.  ^tä^^ 

'""I  will  have  my  o^n  ^^^.    ^^^^^^^^^^ 

And  with  these^oTds^ie\^^>x^^^^^^^^^^^^' 


KOLAKD  CASHEL.  275  * 

however,  had  he  gone  a  dozen  paces,  than  he  dtopped 
short,  and,  clasping  his  hands  finnly  together,  muttered 
aloud,  "To  what  end  should  I  seek  him?  What  claim 
can  I  pretend  —  by  what  right  appeal  to  him?" 

*'Every  claim  and  every  right,"  cried  Koland, 
advancing  towards  him,  "if  I  can  only  be  of  any  Ser- 
vice to  you." 

"What!  actually  here  at  this  moment!"  exclaimed 
Tiemay.  "Come  this  way  with  me,  Sir;  we  must  not 
go  into  the  house  just  yet."  And  so  saying,  he  passed 
his  arm  within  Rolandes,  and  led  him  onward  towards 
the  lake. 

"Is  he  ill?"  Said  Cashel  —  "is  Mr.  Corrigan  taken 
ill?"  But  althoTigh  the  question  was  asked  eagerly, 
Tiemay  was  too  deeply  sunk  in  his  own  thoughts 
to  hear  it;  while  he  continued  to  mutter  hurriedly  to 
himself. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  said  Roland  at  last,  losing 
patience  at  a  preoccupation  that  could  not  be  broken 
in  upon.     "Is  Mr.  Corrigan  ill?" 

"He  is  ruined!"  said  Tiernay,  dropping  Cashel's 
arm,  and  letting  fall  his  own  as  he  spoke,  with  a 
gesture  of  despair. 

"What  do  you  mean?  —  How?" 

"Ruined!  utterly  ruined!"  re-echoed  Tiemay;  and 
there  was  that  in  his  accent  and  the  emotion  of  his 
manner  that  forbade  any  further  questioning. 

"It  is  not  at  a  moment  like  this,"   said  the  Doctor, 

"that  I  can  teil  you  a  long  tale,  where  treachery  and 

falsehood  on  one  side,  and  generoalt^  «cä.  \fiflfis^sxöSRÄ 

on  the  otber,  played  the  game  aa  evet  ''Ä,\Ä'a.■V<b^^^3oÄ^ 

erer   will   be   played,   between  svxßVi  «oXas^^^^*^^^  ;^ 

enoug-h,   if  I  say   my    pooi   M^ai  \>^e.%xsv^  x^«^^^^^^ 
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for  the  debts  of  a  man  whb,  but  for  bis  aid,  would 
bave  bad  a  felon^s  fate.  Tbis  fellow,  wbo  possesses 
one  terrible  means  of  vengeance,  tbreatens  now  to  use 
it,  if  a  demand  be  not  complied  witb,  wbicb  Corrigan 
may  leave  bimself  a  beggar  and  yet  not  satisfy.  The 
threat  bas  been  beld  over  bim  for  years,  and  for  years 
be  bas  struggled  on,  parting,  one  by  one,  witb  every 
litüe  requirement  of  bis  Station,  and  submitting  witb 
noble  resignation  to  any  and  everytbing  to  stave  off 
tbe  evil  day;  but  it  bas  come  at  last." 

^^And  wbat  is  tbe  sum  demanded?'^  said  Casbel,bastily. 

"I  cannot  teil.  Tbere  are  various  bills;  some  bave 
been  renewed  again  and  again,  otbers  are  yet  current 
It  is  a  tangled  web,  and,  in  our  bopelessness,  we  never 
sougbt  to  unravel  itl" 

"But  tbe  danger  is  imminent?" 

"So  imminent,  tbat  my  fiiend  will  be  arrested  to- 
morrow  if  bail  be  not  fortbcoming.  I  bave  not  told 
bim  tbis;  I  dare  not  teil  bim  so;  but  I  bave  made  up 
a  story  to  induce  bim  to  leave  tbis  to-nigbt." 

"Wbere  for?"  cried  Eoland,  anxiously. 

"God  knows!  I  lose  memory  as  well  as  judgment 
in  moments  like  tbis.  I  believe  I  advised  Limerick, 
and  tbence  by  sbip  to  some  port  in  England,  irom 
wbicb  tbey  could  reacb  tbe  Continent." 

"But  all  tbis  will  be  unnecessary  if  I  offer  myself 
as  security,"  said  Eoland. 

"For  a  sum  of  wbicb  you  know  notbing!"  muttered 
Tiemay,  sorrowfully. 

"No  matter',  \t  eaanötli^^  in  all  likelibood,  more 

tian  I  can  meet." 

"And  for  one  ^\iö  ^«xi  tän^t  x«^«:^V  ^äösäS^.  "^^^ 

Doctor,  still  more  Bad\y. 
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"Who  can  teil  that?"  said  Cashel;  "there's  many  a 
coinage  costlier  than  ever  the  Mint  fashioned;  he  may 
reqnite  me  thus." 

The  Doctor  started.  "You  mean  -r-  noi  —  no!" 
cried  he,  interrupting  himself,  "that  were  too  great 
good  fortune.  I  must  teil  you,  Sir,"  added  he,  in  a 
firm  voice,  "that  there  is  nothing  —  absolutely  nothing 
—  to  give  you  in  requital  for  such  aid.  My  friend's 
alternative  is  a  prison,  or  be  your  debtor  for  what  he 
cannot  pay." 

"I  am  content  —  perfectly  content,"  said  Eoland, 
"There  is  no  need  to  say  another  word  oh  the  matter. 
Do  not  suffer  him  to  endure  any  anxiety  we  can  spare 
him;  teil  him  at  once  the  thing  is  done." 

"We  must  think  over  this  a  little,"  said  Tiernay, 
musing.  "  Con  is  a  difficult  fellow  to  deal  with ;  there 
must  be  something  which  shall  give  it  the  semblance 
of  a  loan;  he  must  be  made  to  believe  it  is  only  a 
change  of  creditors." 

"Could  we  not  arrange  it  without  his  knowledge, 
while  you  could  affect-to  have  made  some  settlement 
which  has  satisfied  the  others?" 

"Too  late  —  too  late,  for  that;  he  has  seen  Hoare 
himself" 

"Hoare!  —  the  money-lender  from  Dublin?"  said 
Cashel,  blushing  at  the  recoUection  of  his  own  acquaint- 
ance  with  him. 

"Ay,  Sir,  of  course  you  know  him!  A  man  cannot 
enjoy  such  distinguished  friendships  as  you  have,  without 
the  aid  of  usurers! " 

Cashel  smiled  good-humouredly,  and  went  on: 
•        "TFiere  is  thia  gentleman  at  pTeaenV)"''' 

'Tonder/'  said  Tiernay,  [polnting  to  ^«5^  ^jäNKä« 
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"but  he  intends  shortly  returning  to  the  Inn  at  the 
yillage,  wherej  perbaps  it  would  be  better  to  meetJbim 
than  bere.  If  you'U  permit  me,  I'U  just  step  iß 
and  say  as  mucb,  aud  tben  we  can  stroll  tbat  way 
togetber." 

Oasbel  consented,  and  bis  companion  left  bim  to 
de  bis  errand.  It  was  only  as  be  stood  alone,  and  bad 
time  for  reflection,  tbat  be  remembered  bis  conversation 
witb  Kennyfeck  in  tbe  moming,  and  leamed  tbat,  with 
regard  to  ready  money  at  least,  be  stood  in  a  very 
different  position  firom  wbat  be  supposed.  Tbat  there 
would  be  difficulties  and  legal  obstacles  innumerable 
made  by  Kennyfeck  to  any  sale  of  properiy,  be  well 
knew;  but  be  bad  made  up  bis  mind  as  to  bis  course, 
and  would  not  be  tbwarted.  He  bad  but  spajce  for 
tbese  reflections,  wben  Tiemay  joined  bim,  saying, 

"So  far  all  is  well.  Hoare  will  foUow  us  in  a  few 
minutes,  and,  for  privacy  sake,  I  bave  made  the  rendez- 
vous  at  my  bouse." 

"And  Corrigan  - —  bow  bave  you  left  bim?"  asked 
CasbeL 

"Like  one  in  a  dream.  He  seems  neitber  to  know 
wbetber  it  be  misfortune  or  tbe  opposite  which  impends 
bim.  Were  it  not  for  Maiy,  bis  poor  beart  bad  given 
way  long  since.  Ay,  Sir,  there  is  more  true  beroism 
in  one  day  of  tbat  bimible  life,  than  in  tbe  boldest 
deed  of  bravery  even  you  bave  ever  witnessed." 

Cashel  did  not  speak,  but,  in  the  pressure  of  bis 
arm  against  Tiernay's,  the  other  feit  bow  the  theme 
bad  touched  bim. 

"You  only  ^o'w  Vet  Vj  'öcä  ^^räSäS.  <^<^ss^s(r.  of 
ier  manner,  aud  äxö  i^%c«i^\:^om  ^^V  ^^^^^^  ^^^« 
lue  wyseUP;  are  a  1^^  oi  ^ox^^^s^^^^^V^-^  --^-^- 
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in  every  trial,  where  tempey  and  mind,  and  heart  and 
pride,  are  tested,  and  come  through  all  victori^pus; 
draining  the  very  wells  of  her  own  hopefcdness  to  feed 
the  exhansted  fountai]i  wbich  age  and  disappointment 
liad  dried  up;  lending  to  manhood  a  courage  greater 
than  his  own;  ay,  and  more  —  showing  tjiat  her  tempex: 
could  resist  the  jarring  influences  of  misfortune,  i).nd, 
like  the  bright  moon  above  t^e  storm-lashed  clouds, 
soar  on,  glorious  and  lustrous  ever.  What  axe  men 
made  of?"  cried  he,  energeticaUy;  "of  what  stuff  are 
they  formed,  when  such  a  girl  as,  this  can  excite  more 
admiration  for  her  beauty,  Ijhan  for  traits  of  character 
that  ennoble  humanity?" 

"You  speak  with  all  a  lover's  warmth,  Doctor," 
Said  Cashel,  half  smiling,  while,  in  reality,  the  subject 
interested  him  deeply. 

"And  why  not,  Sir?  I  do  love  her,  and  with  an 
affection  that  only  such  beings  inspire.  It  is  creatu^e? 
like  her  that  redeem  years  of  disappointment  and 
worldly  disgust.  It  is  in  watching  the  single-h^arted- 
ness  of  that  young  girl  that  I,  an  old  man,  hackneyed 
^and  hardened  as  I  am,  become  trustful  and  hopeful  of 
others.  Love  her!  —  to  be  sure  I  love  her.  And  so 
would  you,  if  the  poor  fopperies  amid  which  you  live 
but  left  you  one  moment  free  to  think  and  feel  as  your 
own  head  and  heart  would  lead  you.  I  hope  you  take 
no  heed  of  my  rüde  speech,  Sir,"  said  he,  hastily; 
"but  it  is  the  fault  of  my  craft  to  believe  that  sweet 
things  are  only  'Placebos,'  given  but  to  eam  the  fee 
and  amuse  the  patient." 

"I  thank  you  for  it,"   savi  CaÄi^^  ^t<^ixsi%^«»., 
band;  "/e^  J^ßLVQ  ever,  cared  to  tÄ\  xsie.  ^jcvyÄöÄ^  ^ 

''Sajr,  rather,   few  have  caueöi  Ao  x^'«^^  '^^^  "^ 
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fluence  over  you  by  showing  they  knew  your  weak 
points.  Now,  I  have  too  deep  an  interest  in  yöw,  and 
too  slight  a  regard  for  any  profit  your  acquaintance 
can  render  myself ,  to  be  swayed  by  this.  You  don't 
know  —  you  cannot  know  —  wbat  a  charm  there  is 
to  an  old  fellow  like  myself,  whose  bumble  fortunes 
limit  to  a  life  of  mere  routine  —  to  tbink  tbat  be  has 
an  opportunity  of  counselling  one  in  your  Station  —  to 
feel  tbat  be  bas  sown  tbe  seed  of  some  good  principle, 
tbat  one  day  or  otber  will  bear  its  fruit.  Yes,  years 
bence,  wben  you  bave  forgotten  tbe  old  village  doctor 
—  or  if  by  cbance  remember  bim,  only  to  recal  his 
vulgarity  or  eccentricity  —  I  will  be  an  anxious 
watcber  over  you,  flattering  myself  to  tbink  tbat  I  bave 
bad  some  sbare  in  instilling  tbe  precepts  by  wbicb  you 
are  winning  good  men's  esteem.  Tbese  tbougbts  are 
poor  men's  treasures,  but  be  tbat  feels  tbem,  would  not 
barter  tbem  for  gold." 

"I  bave  long  wisbed  for  sucb  a  counsellor,"  said 
Casbel,  fervently. 

"Tbe  advice  will  not  be  tbe  less  stringent  tbat  it 
comes  wben  you  are  beart-sick  of  frivolity,"  said  Tier- 
nay.  "Wbat  could  your  fine  Company  up  yonder 
teacb  you?  Such  of  tbem  as  are  above  mere  folly, 
'  trade  in  vice.  I  bave  seen  tbem  all  since  tbey  bave 
assembled  bere,  and  I  am  no  mean  pbysiognomist,  and 
tbere  is  but  one  among  tbem  deserving  of  better  than 
tbe  poor  beartless  life  tbey're  leading." 

"I  can  guess  wbom  you  mean/^  said  Boland,  half 
pleased  and  balf  fearful. 

"Well,  she  mdÄ^Ä.  ^qxjX'^.  ts^'scä.  ^"W^sst  \sit\  and 
yet  I  would  Blie  v^ex^  ^otvä^ 
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"Why  so?  Do  you  grudge  us  even  a  passing 
*gleam  of  virtue's  brightness?'" 

"She  is  more  dangerous  than  the  verlest  coquette 
that  ever  lured  a  man  to  ruin.  It  is  in  such  as  her, 
where  noble  qualities  have  run  to  waste,  where  gene- 
rous  sentiments  and  pure  affections  have  been  blighted 
hy  the  cold  chill  of  a  world  that  fosters  not  such  gifts, 
the  peril  is  ever  greatest;  for  her  sake  and  for  yours,  I 
would  she  were  gone." 

As  they  spoke  thus,  they  had  reached  the  wide 
esplanade  in  front  of  the  great  house,  from  the  Windows 
of  which  lights  were  gleaming,  while  sounds  of  festivity 
and  pleasure  floated  on  the  night  air. 

Tiemay  halted  for  a  second,  and  then  said,  "Who 
could  believe  that  the  owner  of  that  princely  mansion, 
filled  as  it  is  with  pleasure-loving  guests,  and  every 
adjunct  that  can  promote  enjoyment,  should  leave  it, 
to  wander  on  foot  with  a  poor  old  village  doctor, 
whose  only  merit  is  to  utter  unpalatable  truths!" 

"And  be  happier  while  doing  so!  add  that,  my 
worthy  friend,"  said  Cashel,  pressing  the  arm  that  he 
held  within  his  own. 

**Come  along,  Sir;  this  dalliance  is  pleasanter  to 
me  than  to  you.  I  begin  to  feel  that  I  may  have  done 
you  good,  and  you  should  be  a  doctor  to  know  the  füll 
ecstasy  of  that  feeling.  Let  us  now  move  on,  or  this 
man  will  be  before  us."  And  so  saying,  they  moved 
briskly  forward  towards  the  village  of  Dunkeeran. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 


The  debts  wc  make  by  pligl^ted  vows, 
Bear  heaviest  interest,  everl 

HATWOOSi 

The  Doctor's  little  parlour  was  the  very  "ideal"  of 
snugness;  there  was  nothing  which  had  the  fiaintest 
resemblance  to  luxury  save  the  deep-cushionied  am- 
chair,  into  which  he  pressed  Cashel  at  entering,  but 
there  were  a  hundred  objects  that  told  of  home.  The 
book-shelves,  no  mean  indication  of  the  owner's 
"trempe,"  were  filled  with  a  mixture  of  woi;k&  on 
medicine,  the  older  English  dramatists,  and  that  class 
of  writers  who  prevailed  in  the  days  of  Stelle  and 
Addison.  There  was  a  microscope  on  on^  t;a,ble,  with 
a  great  bunch  of  fresh-plucked  fem  besid§  iL  A  chess- 
board ,  with  an  unfinished  game  —  a  problem  firom  a 
newspaper,  for  he  had  no  antagonist  —  stood  pn 
another  table;  while  füll  in  front  of  the  fire,  and  with 
an  air  that  betokened  no  mean  self-importance,  sat  a 
large  black  cat,  with  a  red  leather  collar,  th9  very 
genius  of  domesticity.  As  CasheVs  eyes  took  a  hasty 
survey  of  the  room,  they  rested  on  a  picture  —  it  was 
the  only  one  there  —  which  hung  over  the  mantel- 
piece.  It  was  a  pprtrait  of  Mary  Leicester,  and 
although  a  mere  water -colour  sketch,  an  excelleat 
likeness,  and  most  characteristic  in  air  and  attitude. 

"Ayl"  Said  Tiemay,  who  caught  the  dkection  of 
his  glance,  "a  birthday  present  to  me!  She  had  pro- 
mised  to  dine  with  me  ,  but  the  day,  like  most  Lrish 
days,  when  one  prays  for  sunshine,  rained  torrents;  and 
80  ehe  sent  me  tiiat  ^^\ä\i^  Vvösi  ^  \^<:itÄ^  a  meny  bit  of 
dofforel  verse,  wliose  Tele.A\.\\QÄ^sl^^^^ö^55^^5S5^^ 
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a  liiindred  little  things,  and  people  only  known  to  our- 
selves;  but  for  this,  Td  be  guilty  of  breach  of  faith  and 
show  it  to  you." 

"Is  the  drawing,  too,  by  her  own  band?" 
*'Yes;  she  is  a  clever  artist,  and  migbt,  it  is  said 
by  competent  judges ,  bave  attained  high  excellence  as 
a  painter,  had  sha  pursued  tbe  study.  I  remember  an 
Illustration  of  the  fact  worth  mentioning.  Carringford, 
the  well-known  miniature-painter,  who  was  making  a 
tour  of  this  country  a  couple  of  years  back,  passed 
some  days  at  the  cottage,  and  made  a  picture  of  old 
Con  Corrigan,  for  which,  I  may  remark  passingly,  poor , 
Mary  paid  all  her  little  pocket-money,  so^ie  twenty 
guineas,  saved  up  from  Heaven  knows  how  long.  Con 
did  not  know  this  of  course,  and  believed  the  portrait 
was  a  compliment  to  his  granddaughter.  Carringförd's 
ability  is  well  known,  and  there  is  no  need  to  say  the 
picture  was  admirably  painted;  but  still  it  wanted 
character;  it  had  not  the  playful  ease,  the  gentle  indul- 
gent  pleasantry  that  marks  my  old  friend^s  features;  in 
fact,  it  was  hard  and  cold,  not  warm,  generous,  and 
genial;  so  I  thought,  and  so  Mary  Üiought,  and  ac- 
cordingly,  scarcely  had  the  artist  taken  his  leave,  when 
she  set  to  work  herseif,  and  made  a  portrait,  which,  if 
inferior  as  a  work  of  art,  was  infinitely  superior  as  a 
likeness.  It  was  Con  himself ;  it  had  the  very  sparkle 
of  his  mild  blue  eye,  the  mingled  glance  of  droUery 
and  softness,  the  slightly  curled  mouth,  as  though  some 
quaint  conceit  was  lingering  on  the  lip!  all  his  own« 
Mary's  picture  hung  on  one  side  of  the  chimney,  and 
Carringford's  at  the  other,  and  so  they  stood  when  the 
Printer  came  through,  from  Limeiick,  and  -^^^«^^  ^"iä 
night  at  Tubber-beg,  on  his  way  to  T>\iNi\fli. 


28  i  BOLAND  CASHEL. 

fasted  there  that  moming,  and  I  remember,  on  entering 
the  room,  I  was  surprised  to  see  the  frame  of  Carring- 
ford's  Portrait  empty,  and  a  bank-note,  carefully  folded, 
stuck  i^  the  comer.  ^What  does  that  mean?'  saidito 
him,  for  we  were  alone  at  the  time. 

"^It  means  simply  that  my  picture  cannot  stand 
such  competitorship  as  that^'  said  he;  ^rmne  was  a 
miniatore,  that  is  the  man  himself.'  I  will  not  say 
one-half  of  the  flatteries  he  uttered,  but  I  have  heard 
from  others  since,  that  he  speaks  of  this  pictnre  as  a 
production  of  high  merit.  Dear  girl!  that  meagre  sketch 
may  soon  have  a  sadder  interest  connected  with  it;  it 
may  be  all  that  I  shall  pussess  of  her!  Yes,  Mr.  Cashel, 
your  generosity  may  stave  off  the  pressure  of  one  peril, 
but  there  is  another,  from  which  nothing  but  flight  will 
rescue  my  poor  friend." 

A  Sharp  knocking  at  the  door  here  interrupted  the 
Doctor's  recital,  and  soon  Hoare^s  voice  was  heard 
without,  inquiring  if  Dr.  Tiemay  was  at  home? 

Hoare's  easy  familiarity,  as  he  entered,  seemed  to 
suffer  a  slight  shock  on  observing  Eoland  Cashel,  who 
received  him  with  cold  politeness. 

Tiemay,  who  saw  at  once  that  business  alone  would 
relieve  the  awkwardness  of  the  scene,  briefly  informed 
the  other  that  Mr.  Oashel  was  there  to  leam  the  exact 
amount  and  circumstance  of  Gorriganis  liabilities,  with 
a  yiew  to  a  final  settlement  of  them. 

"Very  pleasing  intelligence  this,  Doctor,"   said  the 

money-lender,  rubbing  his  hands,   "and,  I  am  free  to 

own,  very  surprising  also!     Am  I  to  enter  into  an  ex- 

planation  of  the  peculiar  causes  of  the  liabilities,  Doctor? 

OT  to  suppose,^'    saad  V^,  '-'-^SaaX.^^^.  ^^»^^'^  "^iss^ad.^ 

conversant  witii  theni?"'" 
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"You  are  to  suppose,  Sir,"  interposed  Casbel,  "that 
[r.  Cashel  is  aware  of  eveiy  circumstance,  upon  which 
e  does  not  ask  you  for  further  information."  There 
'as  a  stemness  in  the  waj  he  spoke  that  abashed  tbe 
ther,  who,  opening  a  huge  pocket-book  on  the  table, 
roceeded  to  scan  its  contents  with  diligence;  while 
!'iernay,  whose  agitation  was  great,  sat  watching  him 
dthout  speaking. 

"The  transactions,"  said  Hoare,  "date  from  some 
ears  back,  as  these  bills  will  show,  arid  consist,  for 
le  most  part,  in  drafts,  at  various  dates,  by  Mr.  Lei- 
este.r,  of  South  Bank,  New  Orleans,  on  Cornelius 
)orrigan,  Esq.,  of  Tubbermore.  Some  of  these  have 
een  duly  honoured;  indeed,  at  first,  Mr.  Corrigan  was 
unctuality  itself;  but  bad  seasons,  distress  at  home 
ere,  greater  demands,  the  consequence  of  some  com- 
lercial  losses  sustained  by  Mr.  Leicester  in  the  States, 
11  Coming  together,  the  bills  were  not  met  as  usual; 
enewals  were  given  —  and,  when  it  comes  to  that, 
Ir.  Cashel,  I  need  scarcely  say  diflSculties  travel  by 
pecial  train."  No  one  joined  in  the  little  laugh  by 
^hich  Mr.  Hoare  welcomed  his  own  attempt  at  plea- 
antry,  and  he  went  on:  "At  first  we  managed  toler^ 
bly  well.  Mr.  Corrigan  devoted  a  portion  of  his  in- 
ome  to  liquidate  these  claims;  he  made  certain  sales 
f  property;  he  reduced  his  establishment;  in  fact,  I 
elieve,  he  really  made  every  sacrifice  consistent  with 
is  Position  — " 

"No,  Sir,"  broke  in  Tiemay,  "but  consistent  with 
are  subsistence." 

The  violent  tone  of  the  interruption  startled  the 
loney-lender,   who  hastened  to  concuc  m\}ti  ^^  ^^oiar 
ent,  while  he  favdteiei  out  —  .^ 


286  ROLAND  CASHEL. 

"ßemember,  gentlemen,  I  speak  only  from  hearsay; 
of  myself  I  know  nothing/' 

"Go  on  with  your  Statement,  Sir,"  said  Cashel, 
peremptorily. 

"My  Statement/'  said  Hoare,  provoked  at  the  tone 
assumed  towards  him,  "resolves  itself  into  a  debt  of 
three  thousand  seven  hundred  and  forty-eight  pounds 
some  odd  Shillings.  There  are  the  bills.  The  sums 
due  for  interest  and  commission  are  noted  down,  and 
will,  I  believe,  be  found  duly  correct." 

"Three  thousand  seven  hundred  pounds  in  less  than 
five  years!"  ejaculated  Tiemay.     "What  iniquity!" 

"If  your  expression  is  intended  to  apply  to  any- 
thing  in  the  conduct  of  this  transaction,  Sir,''  said  Hoare, 
growing  pale  with  passion  as  he  spoke,  "I  beg  you  to 
remember  that  there  is  such  a  thing  in  the  land  as  re- 
dress  for  libel." 

"If  the  laws  will  Warrant  sixty  per  cent.,  they  may 
well  punish  the  man  who  calls  it  infamy,"  said  Tier- 
nay,  almost  choking  with  anger. 

"That  will  do,  gentlemen,  that  will  do,"  said 
Hoare,  replacing  the  bills  in  the  pocket-book,  while  his 
fingers  trembled  with  passion.  "I  was  not  aware  that 
your  object  in  this  meeting  was  to  insult  me.  I'll  not 
expose  myself  a  second  time  to  such  a  casualty.  TU 
thank  you  to  hand  me  that  bill,  Sir?"  This  request 
was  addressed  to  Cashel,  who,  with  his  eyes  riveted  on 
a  document  which  he  held  in  both  hands,  sat  perfectly 
unmindful  of  aW  atouii^  \lyccl, 

"If  you  "wiW  \ia^^  ^"^  Vääärär.  \ö  ^^^^  \s>fe  ^ssa^ 
biJl.  Sir?"  said  ^oaT^aj^vo^^^       ^-V^^v«^.^ 
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"walked  up  and  down  tlie  room  with  clenched  hands, 
and  brows  knitted  into  one  deep  furrow. 

Hökte  tümed  a  scowling  glance  towards  him,  but 
nottrusting  himself  to  reply,  merely  repeated  bis  question 
to  Casbel. 

"How  came  you  by  tbis?"    cried  Eoland,  rising\ 
from  the   table,   and   bolding   out  a  written  paper  to- 
wards Hoare  —  "I  ask,  Sir,  how  came  yon  by  this?'* 
reitefated  be,   wbile  tbe  paper  sbook  witb  the  band 
tbat  beld  it.  « 

"Ob!  I  perceive,"  said  Hoare;  "tbat  document  has 
no  concem  witb  tbe  case  before  us;  it  refers  to  anotber 
and  very  different  transaction." 

"Tbis  is  no  answer  to  my  question,  Sir,"  said 
Casbel,  stemly;  "I  asked,  and  I  ask  you  again,  bow  it 
came  into  your  bands?" 

"Don't  you  tbink,  Sir,  tbat  it  would  be  more  ap- 
propriate  to  express  your  regret  at  baving  examined 
a  paper  not  intended  to  bave  been  submitted  to  you?" 
said  Hoare,  in  a  tone  balf  insolent,  bad  deferential. 

"I  saw  my  name  upon  it,''  said  Casbel;  "coupled, 
too,  witb  tbat  of  anotber,  of  wbom  I  preserve  too  many 
memories  to  treat  anytbing  ligbtly  wberein  be  bears  a 
part;  besides,  tbere  can  be  but  little  indiscretion  in 
reading  tbat  to  wbicb  I  bad  attacbed  my  own  signature. 
And  now,  once  more,  Sir,  bow  do  I  see  it  in  your 
possession?" 

"Eeally,  Mr.  Casbel,  wben  tbe  question  is  put  in 
ihis  tone  and  manner,  I  am  mucb  disposed  to  refhse 
an  answer.  I  can  see  notbing  in  our  relativ^ie  situa- 
tions  tbat  can  Warrant  tbe  assumption  of  tbese  airs  to- 
wardß'me/'  ^ 

"Sbjrlock,   againr    exclaimed  Tietno^,  -w\kö  '«i 
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tinued  to  pace  the  room  during  this  scene  with  hasty 
strides. 

"Not  so,  Sir,"  Said  Cashel,  aa  Hoare  moved  to- 
wards  the  door,  against  which,  Boland  now  placing 
a  chair,  sat  down.  "Out  of  tbis  room  yoa  shall  not 
stir,  tili  I  hear  a  distinct  and  clear  account  of  the 
circumstances  by  which  I  find  you  in  possession  of  this 
paper." 

"You  have  no  right,  Sir,  to  demand  such  an 
answer."  , 

"Possibly  not,  legally  speaking,"  said  Cashel,  whose 
Yoice  became  calmer  and  deeper  as  his  passion  in- 
creased.  "You  are  more  conversant  with  law  than 
I  am,  and  so  I  take  it  that  your  opinion  is  correct. 
But  I  haye  the  right  which  a  good  conscience  and 
Btrong  will  beget,  and  I  teil  you  again,  you'U  not 
leave  this  room  before  you  satisfy  me,  or  you'll  not 
leave  it  living.*' 

"I  call  you  to  witness,  Doctor  Tiemay,"  said 
Hoare,  whose  accents  trembled  with  fear  and  anger 
together,  ^*that  this  is  a  case  of  false  imprisonment  — 
that  a  threat  against  my  life  has  been  uttered,  if  I  do 
not  surrender  the  possession  of  certain  papers." 

"Nothing  of  tiie  kind,''  broke  in  Tiemay;  "there 
is  no  thought  of  taking  anything  from  you  by  force. 
Mr.  Eoland  Cashel  —  doubtless  for  good  reasons  of  his 
own  —  has  asked  you  a  question,  which  you,  demur- 
ring  to  answer,  he  teils  you  that  you  shall  not  leave  the 
room  tili  you  do." 

"And  do  yo\x  fanc^^  Slx^tliat  such  conduct  is  legal?" 

"I   cannot  aay,"    Tfc^o\m\ 'IiW^^n '■^V^  W '^ 
h  far  more  mild  au4  m«Älxv\  ".W^  ..x^^Vv.-  « 
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pected  under  the  circumstances ,  I  am  perfectly  ready 
to  aver." 

"May  I  read  the  paper  out?"  said  Hoare,  with  a 
malicious  scowl  at  Cashel. 

"There  is  no  need  that  you  should,  Sir,"  said  Ro- 
land; "its  Contents  are  known  to  me,  whom  alone  they 
concem." 

"You  can,  I  opine,  have  no  objection  that  your 
friend,  Doctor  Tiemay,  should  hear  Öiem?" 

"I  repeat,  Sir,  that  with  the  contents  of  that  paper, 
neither  you  nor  any  one  eise  has  any  concem;  they 
relate  to  me,  and  to  me  alone." 

"  Then  I  must  labour  under  some  misapprehension," 
said  Hoare,  affectedly;  "I  had  fancied  there  was  an- 
other  person  at  least  equally  interested." 

"Will  you  dare,  Sir!"  said  Eoland;  and  in  the  thick 
guttural  utterance  there  was  that  which  made  the  other 
tremble  with  fear. 

"If  the  matter  be  one,  then,"  said  he,  rallying  into 
his  former  assurance,  "that  you  deem  best  kept  secret, 
it  would  be  perhaps  a  judicious  preliniinary  to  any 
conversation  on  the  subject,  that  Doctor  Tiemay  should 
withdraw." 

"I  only  await  Mr.  CashePs  pleasure,"  said  Tiemay, 
moving  towards  the  door. 

"Then  you  will  remain,  Sir,"  said  Eoland,  firmly. 
'^Eemain,  and  listen  to  what  this  gentleman  has  so 
menacingly  alluded.  Here  it  is:  it  iö  the  promise, 
given  under  my  band,  that  I  will  espouise  the  daughter 
of  a  certain  Don  Pedro  Bica,  to  whotti,  in  the  date 
herein  annexed,  I  have  been  this  day  betrothed;  ör,  in 
forFeiture  of  such  pledge,  pay  dx^vna  ^&A  «vscco.  ^^  ^jfö^i^c&i 
thousand  doU&ra,  thereby  obtaiamg  a  ixiÄ.  tääiwä  * 

/lo/ana  Cashel  II.  "V^ 
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the  conditions  of  the  contract  It  was  the  rash  pledge 
of  a  young  and  thoughtless  boy^^with  regard  to  one 
who  ueither  accepted  his  affectiou  nor  acknowledged 
the  contract.  I  do  not  say  this  to  absolve  myself 
from  the  forfeiture,  which  I  am  readj  to  acquit  this 
hour.  I  speak  of  it,  that,  as  a  man  of  honour,  I 
may  not  seem  to  pay  a  debt  of  feeling  by  a  check  on 
my  banker." 

"But  this  betrothal,"  said  Tiemay;  "what  does  it 
imply?" 

*^It  is  a  ceremony   common  enough  in  Old  Spain 
^  and  her  once  colonies,  and  is  simply  the  public  recogni- 
^  tion  of  a  private  promise  of  mamage." 
,  ^       "You  have  forgotten  two  circumstances,  Sir,"   said 
'*^HoÄre,  whose  eyes  never  quitted  CasheFs  face^l 
,      "Which  ajre  they?" 

"One  is,  that  this  contract  should  be  either  Mfilled, 
or  the  forfeit  paid,  within  two  years;  twenty-one  months 
of  which  have  ah^ady  expired." 

"Tnie!  and  the  other  condition?" 

"That  the  acceptance  or  refusal  of  the  forfeit* is 
optional  with  Don  Pedro,  who  may,  at  his  pleasnre, 
select  which  clause  he  likes  —  the  marriage  or  the 
penalty." 

"I  never  acknowledged  this  Interpretation  of  the 
document,"  said  Cashel,  reddening.  "I  know  Don 
Pedro  did,  and  there,  we  were  at  issuel  Methinks  it 
were  somewhat  hard  to  compel  a  marriage  distastefiil 
to  both  parties,  and  only  to  suit  the  speculations  of  a 
mined  adventuiei'' 

"I  hope,  Sil,  tiaÄ  \i^€ÖDLQQ^  ciH.  SsjjssÄ^ 
will  moderate  tlie  v^orailV  ^l  ^o^a  W^^s^^^^ 

-And  is  the  mim  ioo\  ^^^^^^  ^^  ^^^^-^  ^x^^  ^^ 
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xnise  could  be  legally  enforced  in  this  country?"  said 
Tiemay. 

"He  is  not  without  the  opinion  of  leamed  counsel," 
said  Hoare,  "who  are  strongly  of  opinion  that  the  in- 
terpretations  Columbian  law  would  put  upon  the  docu- 
ment  would  be  recognised  by  our  own  Courts,  and  re- 
cognise  the  marriage,  as  such/* 

"And  does  he,  or  do  you,  suppose,"  said  Cashel, 
indignantly,  "that  I  could  expoae  her  name,  were  I 
indifferent  about  my  own,  to  be  bandied  about  your 
assize  courts,  and  printed  in  newspapers,  and  made  the 
gossip  of  the  town  for  a  nine-days'  wonder?"  He 
stopped,  for  he  saw  by  the  elation  of  Hoare's  features, 
with  what  triumph  this  avowal  had  been  listened  to. 
"And  now,  Sir,  enough  has  been  said  of  this  —  I  come 
back  to  my  former  question  —  How  came  you  by  this 
paper?" 

"I  received  it  from  Don  Pedro,  with  whom  I  have 
had  much  business  intercourse,  and  who  left  it  in  my 
hands  a  few  days  back/* 

"Then  he  is  in  the  country?"  said  Cashel,  anxiously. 

Hoare  nodded  an  assent. 

"Here,  in  Ireland!  and  is  Mari "    He  stopped 

suddenly,  remembering  to  whom  he  was  speaking;  but 
Hoare,  as  if  eager  to  show  an  intimacy  with  names  and 
events,  said, 

"Yes,  Sir,  she  is  also  here.*' 

Cashel  became  silent;  bis  mind,   a  very  chaos  of 
confused  thought;  memories  of  his  buccaneer  life  —  its 
lawless  habits  —  its  wild  companionÄkv^  —  ^^Sl»  ^äc^^böt 
tures  oflove  and  war  —  ot  pVay  —  ol  V^x^^^ö.  -r^^ 
ofwad  debaucb,     The  ViUa  auöi  ^»äXsä».  ^^^^''^ 
lu'm  as  last  he  saw  her  at  Üie  to\ui\Äm\  «oSv.  w-tö^ 

"Na** 
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he  came  to  bis  fin6  and  lordly  Mendships,  with  all  their 
fictitiouB  warmth ;  and  he  began  to  fancy  how  would  bis 
present  societj  —  the  veiy  guests  at  that  moment 
beneath  bis  roof  —  receive  or  Fecognise  bis  old  asso- 
ciates. 

The  deep  preoccupation  of  bis  look  soggested  to 
Tiemay's  mind  tbe  notion  that  Casbel  was  ovef wbelmed 
bj  tbe  intelligence  he  had  just  received,  and  drawing 
close  to  bim,  be  said,  in  a  wbisper, 

"That  fellow  is  watcbing  and  enjoying  your  con- 
fosion;  put  a  bolder  face  on  tbe  matter,  and  we^ll  see 
what  is  best  to  be  done/^ 

Eoland  started,  and  then,  as  if  by  an  effort  chasing 
away  an  unpleasant  thought,  be  said  to  Hoare, 

*^Onr  first  business  is  Mr.  Corrigan's.  Tbe  sum  dtie 
iB " 

"Three  thousand  seven  bundred  and  forty!" 

"Will  you  accept  my  bill  for  tbis?" 

"At  what  dato,  Sir?''  said  Hoare,  cautioasly. 

" At  wbatever  date  you  please;  a  montb,  or  a  weeL" 

"A  montb  be  it." 

"Does  that  release  Mr.  Corrigan  from  every  claim 
so  far  as  your  principal  is  concemed?" 

"All,  up  to  tbis  date." 

"By  wbich,  probably,  you  would  imply,  that  new 
liabilities  may  begin  again.     Is  that  so?" 

"I  tbink,  from  the  nature  of  Mr.  Leicester^g  claim, 
such  an  event  is  not  impossible." 

"Never  mind  the  threat,"  whispered  Tiemay.  "It 
lA  bat  a  threat." 

"Aß  to  the  othei  aSSaäx^''   %^\\^?ks^^^  ^^^j^^^^si^KkASL^ 
flbare,    "I  will  aßWMttv^wxY  1«^  "«^  '^^^^  ^  ^^  ^*^ 
"^oö  Pedro  myselE.^^ 
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"That  will  be  difficult,  Sir.  I  am  not  at  Hberty  to 
inention  liis  place  of  abode;  nor  does  he  wisb  bis  pre- 
sence  bere  to  be  known/' 

"But  to  me^^  said  Cashel,  "tbis  objection  cannot 
apply." 

"His  Orders  are  positive,  and  witbout  qualification; 
but  any  proposition  wbicb  you  desire  to  submit " 

"Can  come  througb  Mr.  Hoare?"  said  Casbel,  sneer- 
ingly.     "I  prefer  doing  tbese  tbings  in  person,  Sir." 

"Leave  tbis  to  me,"  wbispered  Tiemay;  "TU  iQanage 
bim  better." 

Casbel  squeezed  bis  fiiend's  arm  in  assent,  and 
tnmed  away;  wbile  Hoare,  reseating  bimself ,  proceeded 
to  draw  out  tbe  bill  for  Casbel's  signature. 

"You  are  aware,"  said  Tiemay,  "tbat  Corrigan  can 
give  you  notbing  but  personal  security  for  tbis  sum ,  and 
tbe  lease  of  Tubber-beg?"  But  Casbel  did  not  beed  tbe 
remark,  deep  as  be  was  in  bis  own  reflections.  "Tbere 
is  a  small  sum  —  a  few  tbousand  pounds  —  of  Mary's, 
settled  at  ber  motber's  marriage.  You  are  not  attending 
to  me,"  said  be,  pereeiving  tbe  preoccupation  of  Ro- 
landes look.   "I  was  mentioning  tbat  Mary  Leicester  — " 

"Yes,"  said  Casbel,  talking  bis  tbougbts  aloud,  "to 
marry  ber  would,  indeed,  be  tbe  true  Solution  of  tbe 
difficulty." 

"Wbat  did  you  say?"  wbispered  Tiemay,  upon 
wbose  ear  tbe  muttered  words  feil  distinctly. 

"Sbe  would  refase  me,"  Eoland  went  on;  "tbe  more 
certainly  tbat  I  am  rieb.     I  know  ber  well;   tbe  rank^ 
tbe  Station,  tbe  tbousand  fiattema  ^"».V  ^^■ÄÄCL^ÄSäys^'^ 
would  be  tbings  for  ber  mockery  \£  ^Ti?K!öÄ\^^^^Äa>^^^^^ 

''Yoa  are  wrong,  quite  wtoh^T  ^tCA^^^srDSß^N ^ 

ambition  is  of  a  different  order.    IAätj  Ia^v^^"«^*^^ 
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"Mary  Leicester!*'  echoed  Cashel;  and,  in  his  snd- 
denly  awakened  look,  Tiemay  at  once  perceived  that 
some  mistake  had  occnrred.  Hoare  relieved  the  awk- 
wardness  of  the  moment  as  he  said, 

"This  wants  but  your  Signatare,  Sir,  and  the  matter 
is  finished.^' 

Cashel  wrote  his  name  on  the  bill  and  was  taming 
away,  when  Hoare  said, 

"  These  are  the  hüls ;  they  are  now  your  property,  Sir." 

"For  what  purpose?" 

"They  are  vouchers  for  your  claim  on  Mr.  Corrigan," 
said  Hoare. 

"His  Word  will  suffice,'*  said  Cashel;  and  gathenng 
them  up,  he  hurled  them  into  the  fire. 

"A  costly  blaze  that,^'  said  Hoare,  as  he  watched 
the  conflagration. 

"Speak  to  him,  Doctor;  leam  what  you  can  of  Kica 
for  me;  if  money  will  do  it,  TU  not  quarrel  with  the 
price,"  said  Cashel  to  Tiemay,  in  a  low  tone.  "Another 
point  —  I  was  nigh  forgetting  it  —  jonll  not  teil  Mr. 
Corrigan  how  the  matter  has  been  arranged.  Promise 
me  this.  Nay,  I  have  a  reason  for  it  —  a  reason  you 
shall  hear  to-morrow  or  next  day,  and  will  acknowledge 
to  be  good.  Keep  my  secret  for  a  month ;  I  ask  no  longer." 

"For  a  month,  then,  I  am  silent,"  said  Tiemay. 

"Let  me  see  you  to-morrow  early,"  said  CasheL 
"Will  you  breakfast  with  me?" 

"No;  ril  not  risk  my  character  by  going  twice  to 
your  grand  house  in  the  same  week;  besides,  I  am 
going  to  Limerick." 

"Good  night,  läieii.;'  ^a:\^C»^^^^''^^^^^^^^^x5^^ 
And  with  a  forma\\>o^  töia.o«c^.^^\«sx^\'^^^^^^^'^ 
d  took  his  way  \xom^^aT^  ^o^^. 


ROLAKD  CASBEL.    '  295 

CHAPTER  XXVI. 

The  Devirs  back-parloar  —  a  baohelor'a  rooml 

MlX.TAJtX>. 

While  Cashel  continued  his  way  homeward  a  very 
joyous  party  had  assembled  in  Lord  Charles  Frobisher's 
room,  who  were  endeavouring,  by  the  united  merits  of 
cigarS)  ^cart^,  hazard,  and  an  excellent  supper,  of  which 
they  partook  at  intervals,  to  compensate  themselves  for 
tbe  unusual  dulness  of  tbe  drawing-room.  It  is  well 
known  bow  often  tbe  leaöt  entertaining  individaals  in 
general  society  become  tbe  most  loquacious  members  of 
a  party  assembled  in  tbis  fasbion.  Tbe  restraints  wbich 
liad  beld  tbem  in  cbeck  before  are  no  longer  present 
Their  loud  speecb  and  empty  laugbter  are  not  any 
longer  und  er  ban,  and  tbey  are  tolerated  by  better  men, 
pretty  much  as  cbildren  are  endured,  because  at  least 
tbey  are  natural. 

At  a  round  table  in  tbe  middle  of  tbe  room  were  a 
group  engaged  at  bazard.  Upton  was  deep  in  ^cart^ 
witb  bis  brotber  officer,  Jennings,  wbile  Frobisber 
lounged  about,  sipping  weak  negus,  and  making  bis 
bets  at  either  table  as  fancy  or  fortune  suggested.  Tbe 
supper-table  bad  few  votaries ;  none,  indeed,  were  seated 
at  it  save  Meek,  wbo,  witb  a  newspaper  on  bis  knee, 
seemed  singularly  out  of  place  in  tbe  noisy  gatbering. 

"Eleven's  tbe  nick  —  eleven!  I  say,  Charley,  bave 
at  you  for  a  pony,"  called  out  a  boyisb-looking  Dra- 
goon,  from  tbe  middle  table. 

"You're  under  age,   young  gentl^xjDLÄXiL"   ^'^cA.'^^^är 
bisher;  ''I  can't  afford  to  bet  V\\\i  70U.  ^^S!^.^^^-^^2ci^^ 
Ifpton,  ril  back   you   thia  fca^.     T^«^^-^   ^as^^^^^^ 
will  you  bave  if?" 
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"Done!"  said  Jennings,  and  the  game  began. 

"The  King,"  cried  Upton;  "1  propose/' 

"To  which  of  them?'*  said  a  sharp-looking  Infantry 
Captain,  beHind  His  cliair. 

"Olivia,  pf  course,"  slipped  in  JenaiingB. 

"Td  give  fifty  potmds  to  know  if  they  have  the 
money,  people  say,"  cried  Upton. 

"Meek  can  teil  you  —  he  knows  everything.  I  say, 
Downie,"  said  Jennings,  "come  here  for  a  moment  and 
enlighten  us  on  a  most  interesting  point^' 

"Oh  dear!  what  is  it?  This  room  is  so  v^  cold. 
Don*t'  you  think,  Frobisher,  that  a  double  door  would 
be  advisable?" 

"A  green  one,  with  a  centre  pane  of  glass,  would 
make  it  deyilish  like  a  *hell,'"  said  Upton;  upon  wbich 
the  Company  all  laughed  approvingly. 

"What  is  it  you  want?"  said  Meek,  approaching, 
glass  in  band. 

"Play  out  the  game,  and  have  your  gossip  after- 
wards,"  said  Frobisher,  who  feit  far  more  anxious  about 
the  fate  of  bis  twenty  pounds  than  for  the  result  of  the 
conversation. 

"A  Queen  of  Hearts,"  said  Upton,  leading;  then, 
tuming  to  Meek,  said,  "These  Kennyfeck  girls  —  can 
you  teil  what  the  figure  is?** 

"Poor  dear  things,"  said  Meek,  piteously;  "they 
should  be  very  well  off." 

"  I  score  two ! "  said  Upton.  "  Well ,  have  they  twenty 
thousand  each?" 

"I  should  say  more.  Oh  dear  mel  they  must  have 
xxiorel  Kennyfeck  Yv-oVölb  «L\Äwr^  Tsasstfv.-^M^^  ^^^.'Säis^ff'a 
estete,  and  has  a  gr^at  öi^^  cä  o^^^  y^^^^^T 
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**Tlieii  it  would  be  a  good  thing,  Meek?"  said 
Jennings. 

^^Game!'^  cried  Üpton,  showing  bis  cards  apon  tbe 
table. 

^^Tbere  is  so  mucb  cbaffing  about  girls  and  tbeir 
foitunes,  one  can^t  play  bis  game  bere/'  said  Jennings, 
as  be  tbrew  down  a  bandfdl  o£  gold  on  tbe  board. 

"Wbo  was  it  ordered  tbe  post-borses  for  to-morrow?" 
said  a  youtb  at  tbe  supper  table.    *'Tbe  MacFarlines?** 

"No;  Lord  Kilgoff." 

'*I  assnre  you,"  cried  a  tbird,  "it  was  tbe  Kenny- 
feck^s.  Tbere  bas  been  a  'flare-up'  about  money  be- 
tween  Casbel  and  bim,  and  it  is  said  bell  lose  tbe 
agency.     Wbo'll  get  it,  I  wonder?" 

"Tom  Linton,  of  course/'  said  tbe  former  Speaker. 
"I'd  wager  be  is  gone  offj  to  Dublin  to  furbisb  up  secu- 
xities,  or  sometbing  of  tbat  kind.^' 

"Wbo'd  give  Tom  trust,  or  go  bail  for  bim?"  said 
Frobisber. 

A  yery  general  laugb  did  not  sound  like  a  contra- 
diction  of  tbe  sentiment. 

*'I  beard  a  week  ago,"  said  tbe  Comet,  "tbat  Bal- 
goff would  stand  security  to  any  amount  for  bim." 

"Ab,  tbat  comes  of  my  Lady's  good  opinion  of 
bim!"  cried  Jennings. 

"Nay,  don't  say  tbat,  it  looks  so  ill-natured,"  sigbed 
Meek;  "and  tbere  is  really  notbing  in  it.  You  know 
sbe  and  Tom  were  old  Mends.    Ob  dear,  it  was  so  sad!" 

"Wbere  does  Casbel  get  sueb  execrable  cbam- 
pagne!"  said  an  Infantry  man,  witb  a  very  wry  ex- 
pression  of  face. 

^^It's  äry  wxne,   tbat's  all,^^    ftovÖL  ^xOöy^'ä.,  ^^«sä.. 
about  the  best  erer  iniported."  ^ 
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"We'd  be  very  sony  to  drink  it  at  our  mess,  my 
Lord,  I  know  that/'  said  the  other,  evidently  netüed 
at  the  correction. 

"Yours  is  the  Fifty-third?"  said  a  Guardsman. 

"No;  the  Thirly-fifth." 

"Awl  same  thing^*  sighed  he;  and  he  stooped  to 
select  a  cigar. 

"I  wish  the  Kennjfecks  were  not  going/'  said 
üpton,  drawing  bis  chair  closer  to  Meek's;  "there  are 
80  few  houses  one  meets  them  at." 

"You  should  speak  to  Linton  about  that,"  whis- 
pered  Meek. 

"Here's  Jim's  health  —  hip,  hip,  hurra!"  cried  out 
a  white  moustached  boy,  who  had  joined  a  Hossar  re- 
giment  a  few  weeks  before,  and  was  now  excessively 
tipsy. 

The  laughter  at  this  toast  was  increased  by  Meek's 
holding  out  bis  glass  to  be  filled  as  he  asked,  "Of 
course  —  wbo's  health  is  it?" 

"One  of  Frobisher's  trainers,"  saidUpton,  readily. 

**No,  it's  no  such  thing,"  hiccupped  theHnssar.  **I 
was  proposing  a  bumper  to  the  lightest  snaffle-hand 
from  this  to  Doncaster  —  the  best  judge  of  a  line  of 
country  in  the  kingdom  — " 

*'Thafs  me,"  said  a  jelly  voice,  and  at  the  same 
instant  the  door  was  flung  wide,  and  Tom  Linton, 
splashed  from  the  read,  and  travel-stained,  entered. 

*'I  must  say,  gentlemen,  you  are  no  churls  of  your 
wit  and  pleasantry,  for,  as  I  came  up  the  stairs,  I  could 
i^ar  every  woid  yow  -^jet^  ^^ya\!^" 

**  Oh  dear     \iovr  öüc^^Mvi^\  ^^  "''^  ^^scä  nä^ksss^^ 
you,    too/'   said  UeeV,  Vy^  ^ ^x\ä«v«^  ^x.,  •^^n.^^^ 

every  one  laugb- 
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A  thousand  questions  as  to  where  he  had  been  — ■ 
whom  with  —  and  what'  for?  all  burst  upon  Linton, 
who  only  escaped  importunity  hj  declaring  that  he  was 
half  dead  with  honger,  and  would  answer  nothing  üll 
he  had  eaten. 

**So,"  Said  he,  at  length,  after  having  devoted 
twenty  minutes  to  a  grouse  pie  of  most  cunning  archi- 
tecture,  "you  never  guessed  where  I  had  been?** 

*'0h!  we  had  guesses  enough,  if  that  senred  any 
purpose." 

''I  thought  it  was  a  holt,  Tom,"  said  Upton;  "bat 
as  she  appeared  at  breakfast,  as  usual,  I  saw  my 
mistake." 

''Meek  heard  that  you  had  gone  over  to  Downing- 
street  to  ask  for  the  Irish  Secretaryship ,"  said  Jennings. 

"I  said  you  had  been  to  have  a  talk  with  Scott 
about  *  Regulator;'  was  I  far  off  the  mark?"  J 

"Mrs.  White  suggested  an  uncle's  death,"  said  Fro- 
bisher;  "but  uncles  don't  die  now-a-days."  i 

"Did  you  buy  the  colt?  —  Have  you  backed 
'Runjeet  Singh?'  —  Are  you  to  have  the  agency?  — 
How  goes  on  the  borough  canvass?"  and  twenty  similar 
queries  now  poured  in  on  him. 

"Well,  I  See,"   cried  he,  laughing,   "I  shall  sadly 
disappoint  all  the  calculations  founded  on  my  shrewd- 
•  ness  and  dexterity,  for  the  whole  objsct  of  my  joumey 
was  to  secure  a  wardrobe  for  our  fancy  ball,  which  I 
suddenly  heard  of,   as  being  at  Limerick;   and  so,  not 
trusting  the  mission  to   another,   I  started  off  myself, 
and  here  I  am,  with  materials  foi  mot^  ^\k^^  ^'^'S'^«Ä^ 
Sailors,    Watcbmen,   Greeks,    Jug^\etÄ,  «lA  "^IxO^ss*^ ^ 
tban  ever  travelled   in  anythiiig  Bwe  ^  c.«x«n«q^  "^ 
one  horse/'m 
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''Are  our  theatrical  intentions  all  abandoned?''  cried 
Jenniiigs. 

''I  trofft  not,''  Said  Linton;  ''bnt  I  lieard  that  Miss 
Meek  had  decided  on  Üie  ball  to  come  off  first''  . 

*'Hip!  hip!  hip!"  was  moaned  out,  in  very  lacluy- 
mose  tone,  from  a  sofa  where  the  boyHussar,  very  sick 
and  veiy  tipsy,  lay  stretched  on  bis  back. 

"Wbo  is  that  yonder?"  asked  Linton. 

"A  young  fellow  of  ourö,"  said  Jennings,  indokntly. 

"I  äiought  they  made  tbeir  beads  better  at  Sand- 
hurst/'  ' 

"They  used  in  my  time,"  said  TJpton;  **but  you 
have  no  idea  how  the  thing  has  gone  down." 

*' Quito  trae,"  chimed  in  another;  "and  I  don'tthink 
we've  Seen  the  worst  of  it  yet  Do  you  know,  they 
talk  of  an  examination  for  all  candidates  for  com- 
missions!" 

"Well,  I  must  say,"  lisped  the  Guardsman,  "I  be- 
lieve  it  would  be  an  improvement  for  the  'Line.'" 

"The  Household  Brigade  can  dispense  with  Informa- 
tion," said  an  Infantry  Captain. 

"I  demur  to  the  System  akogether,"  said  Linton. 
"Physicians  teil  us  that  the  intellectual  development  is 
always  made  at  the  expense  of  the  physical,  and  as 
one  of  the  duties  of  a  British  army  is  to  suffer  yellow 
fever  in  the  West  Lidies  and  cholera  in  the  East,  I  rote 
for  leaving  them  strong  in  Constitution  and  intact  in 
strength,  as  yacant  beads  and  thoughtless  skulls  ean 
make  them." 

V     '*0h  dear  me\  y^Äi^*  «^^^'\L^^?ä«.^^^^^\s^  one  of 
bi8  mock  concuxreiiCfta,  e^^v^^^^ö^^^'^^X^^f 
täte  Portion  of  tlie  auÄiex^^e  ^.^m  ^^^^^^^.-^«— 

pertinence. 
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"What  has  been  doing  here  in  my  absence?"  said 
Linton;   "have  you  no  event  worth  recording  for  me?" 

"There  is  a  story,"  said  Upton,  "that  Cashel  and 
tennyfeck  have  quarrelled  —  a  serions  rupture,  they 
jay,  and  not  to  be  repaired." 

"How  did  it  originate?  —  Something  about  the 
nanagement  of  the  property?" 

*'No,  no  —  it  was  a  row  among  the  women.  They 
aid  some  scheme  for  making  Cashel  propose  for  one  of 
he  girls." 

"Not  Olivia,  I  hope?"  said  Upton,  as  he  lighted  a 
lew  cigar. 

"I  rather  suspect  it  was,"  interposed  another. 

"In  any  case,  Linton,"  cried  Jennings,  "you  are 
o  be  the  gainer,  for  the  rumour  says,  Cashel  will  give 
'^ou  the  agency,  with  his  house  to  live  in,  and  a  very 
olly  thing  to  spend,  while  he  goes  abroad  to  traveL" 

"If  this  news  be  true,  Tom,"  said  Frobisher,  "TU 
[uarter  my  yearlings  on  you;  there  is  a  capital  run  for 
^oxmg  horses  in  those  flats  along  the  river." 

"The  honse  is  cold  at  this  season,"  saidMeek,  with 
i  sad  smile;  "but  I  think  it  would  be  very  endurable 
Q  the  automn  months.  I  shouldn't  say  bat  you  may 
ee  US  here  again  at  that  time." 

"I  hope  *ours'  may  be  quartered  atLimerick,"  said 
n  Infantry  man,  with  a  most  suggestive  look  at  the 
omforts  of  the  apartment,  which  were  a  pleasing  con- 
rast  to  barrack-room  accommodation. 

"Make  yourselves  perfectly  at  home  here,  gentle* 
len,  when  that  good  time  comes,"  said  Linton,  with 
ne  of  his  careless  laughs.  "I  teil  you  ^ankl^  ^  iWl  >£ 
!asliel  doea  make  me  such  a  propo&al  —  «»  «^ie5  "^ 
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^'A  case  of  destitution,  completely;  what  the  news- 
papers  call  ^exterminatioiL^^^ 

"Exactly,  Sir  —  tamination,  and  nothing  less." 

"£ut  how  comes  it  that  jou  are  up  here,  on  thatr 
account?" 

"I  was  thinking,  Sir,  if  I  saw  Miss  Mary,  and  conld 
get  her  to  spake  a  word  to  the  master  —  they  say  she 
can  do  what  she  plazes  with  him/^ 

"Indeed!  —  who  says  so?" 

"The  servants'  hall  says  it;  and  so  does  Mr.  Cor- 
rigan's  ould  hutler.  He  towld  me  the  other  day  that 
he  hoped  he^d  he  claning  the  plate  up  at  the  big  house 
before  he  died." 

"How  so?"  Said  Linton,  affecting  not  to  catch  the 
intention  of  the  remark. 

"Just  that  he  was  to  he  butler  at  the  Hall  when 
the  master  was  married  to  Miss  Mary.^^ 

"And  so,  I  suppose,  that  this  is  very  likely  to 
happen?" 

"Sure  yer  Honer  knows  betther  than  ignorant  cray- 
tures  like  us;  but  faix,  if  Walking  about  in  the  moon- 
light  there,  among  the  flowers,  and  talking  together 
like  whisperin',  is  any  sign,  I  wouldn't  wonder  if  it 
came  about." 

"Indeed!  and  they  have  got  that  far?" 

"Ay,  faith!"  said  Tom,  with  a  significance  of  look 
only  an  Irishman  or  an  Italian  can  call  up. 

"Well,  I  had  no  suspicion  of  this,"  said  Linton, 
with  a  frankness  meant  to  invite  further  confidence. 

"An'  why  would  yer  Honer?  Sure,  wasn't  it  always 
on  the  evenings  when  the  Company  was  all  together  in 
the  great  house  \\ia\.  Hb.  Q»«JÄt^^  xjsää^  \s^  «teal  down 
''^re  and  tie  his  lioxae  \ö  ^^  -«\Oäj^,  %»Sl  »^^^i.  n^^^ 
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back  again  at  füll  speed,  so  that  the  servants  towld  me 
he  was  never  missed  out  of  the  room." 

"And  dees  she  Üke  bim  —  do  they  say  she  likes 
him?" 

"Not  like  him  wid  a  place  such  as  this!"  said  Tom, 
waving  his  hand  towards  the  wide-spreading  fields  and 
woods  of  the  demesne.  "Bathe]>shin!  sure  the  Queen 
of  England  might  bc  proud  of  it!" 

**Very  true,"  said  Linton,  affecting  to  be  Struck  by 
the  shrewdness  of  the  Speaker. 

"See  now,"  said  Tom,  who  began  to  feel  a  certaiu 
importance  from  being  listened  to,  "I  know  faymales 
well,  and  so  I  ought!  but  take  the  nicest,  quietest, 
and  most  innocent  one  among  them,  and  by  my  con- 
science  ye'll  see,  'tis  money  and  money's  woröi  she 
cares  for  more  nor  the  best  man  that  ever  stepped! 
Teil  her  'tis  silk  she'll  be  wearin',  and  goold  in  her 
ears,  and  ye  may  be  as  ould  and  ugly  as  Tim  Hogan 
at  the  cross  roods!" 

"You  havent  a  good  opinion  of  the  fai^  sex,  Tho- 
mas," said  Linton,  carelessly,  for  he  was  far  lese 
interested  in  his  speculations  läian  his  facts.  "Well,  as 
to  your  own  case,  —  leave  that  in  my  hands.  I  may 
not  have  all  the  influence  of  Miss  Leicester,  but  I 
suspect  that  I  can  do  what  you  want  on  this  occasion." 
And  without  waiting  for  the  profuse  expressions  of  his 
gratitude,  Linton  passed  on  and  entered  the  garden, 
through  which  a  little  path  led  directly  to  the  door  of 
the  cottage. 

"At  breakfast,  I  suppose?"  said  Linton  to  the  ser- 
vant  who  received  him. 

'*The  master  is,  Sir-,  but  Mis^  "MLarj  SjssclN»  ^^SJs.'^ssä 
moming, "  * 
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"Nothing  of  consequence,  I  hope?" 

"Only  a  headache  from  fatigue,  Sir."  So  saying, 
he  nshered  Linton,  whose  visits  were  admitted  on  the 
most  intimate  footiiig,  into  the  room  where  Mr.  Corrigan 
sat  by  himself  at  the  breakfast-table. 

"Alone,   Sir!"   said  Linton,  as  he  closed  the  door 
behind  him,  and  conveying  in  bis  look  an  air  of  sor-      ] 
prise  and  alarm. 

"Yes,  Mr.  Linton,  ahnest  the  only  time  I  remember 
to  have  been  so  for  many  a  year.  My  poor  child  has 
had  a  night  of  some  anxiety,  which,  although  bearing  j 
well  at  the  time,  has  exaeted  its  penalty  at  last  in  a  ! 
slight  attack  of  fever.  It  will,  I  trust,  pass  over  in  a  | 
few  hours-,  and  you  —  where  have  you  been  —  they  ^ 
said  you  had  been  absent  for  a  day  or  two?" 

"A  very  short  ramble,  Sir  —  one  of  bnsiness 
rather  than  pleasure.  I  leamed  suddenly  —  by  a  news- 
paper  paragraph,  too  —  that  a  distaüt  relative  of  my 
mother's  had  died  in  the  East,  leaving  a  considerable 
amount  of  property  to  myself;  and  so,  setting  out,  I 
arrived  at  Limerick,  intending  to  sail  for  Liverpool, 
when,  who  should  I  meet,  almost  the  first  person  I 
saw,  but  my  agent,  just  come  in  haste  from  London, 
to  confer  with  me  on  the  subject.  The  meeting  was  so 
far  agreeable,  that  it  saved  me  a  journey  I  had  no 
fancy  for,  and  also  put  me  in  possession  of  the  desired 
Information  regarding  the  property.  My  agent,  speak- 
ing  of  course  from  imperfect  knowledge,  calls  it  a  large 
—  what  a  man  like  myself  would  style  —  a  very  large 

fortune." 

ngan,    graspmg  ins  ^^^5;^^  xs,  ^^^^\^^>^^^ 

ordiaUy.      '^^li^tx  v.^a\x)t.  ^e^^^^^^ 
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sliown  their  ability  to  maintain  an  honourable  Station 
without  it,  the  chances  are  greatly.in  favour  of  its 
being  nobly  and  generously  employed." 

"How  rhope  that  I  may  not  disgrace  your  theory," 
said  Linton,  **for  I  am  not  ashamed  to  assert  that  I 
have  fulfiUed  the  first  condition  of  the  category.  With 
little  eise  but  good  birth  and  a  fair  education,  I  had  to 
Start  in  the  race  against  others  with  every  aid  of  for- 
tane,  and  if  I  have  not  reaehed  a  more  elevated  posi- 
tion,  I  can  say  that  the  obstacle  lay  rather  in  my  own 
scruples  than  my  incapacity.  I  declined  Parliamentary 
life  becanse  I  would  not  be  a  nominee;  I  had  a  glancing 
suspicion  that  my  time  would  come,  too,  when,  without 
other  check  upon  my  motives  than  the  voice  of  con- 
science,  I  should  stand  in  the  British  Senate  a  free  and 
independent  member.  If  I  have  waited  patiently  for 
this  hour,  I  hope  I  have  not  abused  the  leisure  interval, 
and  that  I  may  bring  to  the  public  Service  something 
beside  the  zeal  of  one  who  feels  the  importance  of  his 
trust;' 

"There  is  no  failure  with  4ntentions  pure  and  honour- 
able as  these,'*  said  Corrigan,  warmly.  "It  does  not 
need  your  talents,  Mr.  Linton,  to  insure  success  in  such 
a  path;  one-half  of  your  ability,  so  nobly  backed,  would 
reach  the  goal.  And  now  teil  me,  if  I  be  not  indiscreet 
in  asking  some  of  your  plans,  what  place  do  you  mean 
to  stand  for?" 

"Our  good  borough  of  Derraheeny,"   said  Linton, 
half  smiling.     "I  am  in  a  measure   committed  to  con- 
tinue  my  canvasa  there,    and,   möi^^^^  V«??<^  ^6ics««Äs?x 
entered  into  securities  to  keep  my  ^X^fc^^'^»    ^  "^"^^  *^^^^ 
words  sound  a  Jittle  mysteTiowÄy ,  >ü\jl\.  \  "ö^^^^?^  *^^^ 
olam   thew;    only  I  mnst    ask   one  ^«^^^axi   o*l  ^^ 
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hope,  before  I  leave  the  room,  to  show  that  I  have,  if 
not  a  claim  upon  your  generosity,  at  least  a  plea 
to  Warrant  mj  request.  My  entreaty  is  this,  that  you 
will  never  divnlge  to  any  one  what  I  shall  now  teil 
you." 

"Pray,  mj  dear  friend,  consider  for  a  moment  what 
you  are  asking.     Why  make  me  the  depositary  of  a     ] 
secret?      An    old    man,    whose   very   years    are  like     | 
^fissures  in  the  strong  keep/  where  mysteries  should  he 
imprisoned." 

"Could  I  participate  in  your  reasonings,  my  dear 
Sir,  there  is  yet  enough  in  the  present  instance  to  make 
it  an  exception.  This  is  a  matter  you  ought  to  know 
for  your  sake,  and  to  keep  secret  for  mhie'^ 

"Then  you  have  my  promise,"  said  Corrigan, 
frankly. 

"ril  be  brief  with  my  explanation,"  said  Linton. 
"When  there  was  a  design,  some  time  back,  of  my 
accepting  the  representation  of  the  borough,  Cashel 
offered  me  his  property  of  Tubber-beg,  on  terms  which 
very  nearly  approached  a  gift.  This  —  though  at  the 
time  our  relations  were  those  of  the  dosest  friendship 
—  I  refused,  but  as  I  had  made  some  progress  in  my 
canvass  of  the  borough,  there  was  a  difficulty  in  aban- 
doning  the  position,  and  so  the  matter  hung,  each 
hoping  that  the  other  would  suggest  some  arrangement 
that  might  satisfy  both.  This  fortunate  device,  how- 
ever,  was  not  to  be  discovered,  and  as,  for  some  time 
^^/?k,  our  intercourse  had  become  gradually  less  inti- 
fortune."        ^ -nee  of  such  a  Solution  diminished  daily. 

"I  give  you'j  the  afiair  stood,  when,  a  couple  of 
^M,  grasping  bis  IbU  it  my  ^wxy ,  ^  ^^^  ^V^  ^^-^kV^ 
ßrdiaUy.     "When  wea-  to  x^mom\x%Xfö  N4\\is^^v.\^xÄ^  ^^^ 
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a  circumstance  wliich,  without  any  affectation  of  pru- 
dery,  would  have  gravely  compromised  himself,  and, 
worse  still,  another  person.  It  was  a  case  —  I  know 
not  exactly  how  to  touch  upon  a  matter  of  such  de- 
licacy  —  enough  if  I  say  it  was  one  where  a  per- 
sistence  in  his  conduct  must  have  ended  in  disgrace  to 
him,  rnin  and  misery  to  another.  Poor  thing!  she  is, 
indeed,  to  be  pitied;  and  if  there  be  extenuation  for 
such  cases,  hers  is  one  to  claim  it  I  knew  her  as 
Laura  Gardiner,  the  handsomest  creature  I  ever  beheld. 
Well,  well,  it  is  a  theme  I  must  not  linger  on.  Cashel, 
so  far  from  receiving  my  counsel  as  I  hoped,  and 
indeed  expected,  resented  it  with  anger  and  rudeness, 
and  even  questioned  the  degree  of  intimacy  on  which 
I  presumed  to  give  my  unasked  advice. 

"I  am  fortunately  a  man  of  cool  temper,  and  so  I 
bore  this  ungenerous  retum  better  than  most  others 
might;  and  seeing  that  it  would  possibly  be  the  last 
occasion  I  should  ever  have  of  giving  even  unwilling 
counsel,  I  spoke  to  him  freely  and  openly.  I  told 
him  that  his  mode  of  living,  while  derogatory  to  the 
hopes  conceived  of  him,  was  one  that  must  end  at 
last  in  ruin;  that  no  fortune  could  stand  his  losses  at 
play,  and  the  wastefiil  extravagance  of  his  caprices. 
I  pressed  the  matter  as  strongly  as  I  was  able,  and 
represented  that  his  habits  bore  no  reference  whatever 
to  his  income. 

"*It  is  quite  true,*  Said  he,  with  a  sneering  tone; 
'I  caimot  readily  forget  I  am  chargeable  with  all  these 
wasteful  ways  you  speak  of ,  nor  do  I  feel  that  I  make 
any  the  slightest  defence  of  myself,  in  regard  to  habits, 
where  my  generosity  has  been  as  \av\s\i  «ä  \\.\>aÄ\k'^«ö. 
lU-bestowed' 
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"*I  wish  I  knew  if  I  understand  you  anght?' 
Bald  I. 

"*Your  comprehension  is  of  the  quiekest  where  there 
is  question  of  a  favour  to  be  received.' 

'*I  did  not  trust  inyself  with  any  ans  wer  to  Üas 
Speech,  which  I  well  knew  was  a  trait  of  his  old 
buccaneer  life.  I  withdrew,  and  bastening  to  bis  law- 
agent,  Kennyfeck,  I  at  once  arranged  for  tbe  purchase 
of  tbis  small  property.  Tbe  moment  for  me  was  pro- 
pitious.  Tbey  were  in  want  of  ready  money,  and 
tbe  treaty  was  completed  tbe  same  day.  There  is 
tbe  title." 

As  he  spoke,  be  tbrew  down  tbe  parcbment  deed 
npon  the  table,  and  lay  back  in  his  cbair,  watching 
witb  intense  deligbt  tbe  expression  of  sadness  and  dis^ 
appointment  on  Corrigan's  features. 

"Good  Heavens!"  exclaimed  tbe  old  man  at  last, 
"bow  deceived  I  bave  been  in  bim!" 

^^I  confess  tbat  is  wbat  wounds  me  most  in  the 
wbole  transaction,"  said  Linton,  witb  a  mock  emotion 
in  bis  manner.  "One  is  well  accustomed  tbrough  life 
to  meet  sordid  motives  in  mere  men  of  tbe  world,  and 
wbo  deem  their  low-bom  subtilty,  clevemess;  but  tj 
find  a  young  fellow,  beginning  life  witb  an  ample  fo^ 
tune  and  a  fair  position,  surrounded  by  all  tbe  blandisb- 
ments  tbat  wealtb  cbarms  up  — *' 

"Hold!"  cried  Corrigan,  laying  bis  band  on  Lin- 
ton's  arm;  "I  cannot  bear  tKis.  It  is  not  at  my  age, 
Sir,  tbat  disappointments  like  tbese  can  be  bome  easily 
I  bave  too  sbort  a  time  before  me  bere,  to  bope  to 
recover  from  such  sbocka." 

"I  would  not  mWm^"^   ^n^  l<3Vi.  ^^jöcö.^  ^«s^  ^äs& 
Sir;  nor,  indeed,   ia  tVis  \Xi^  x.^^^^  ^^ ^^i^^'V  ^^^ 
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ixious  to  address  you.  Another  and  a  very  different 
iterest  led  me  hither  this  moming;  and,  although  I 
ave  thougbt  long  and  maturely  on  the  subject,  I  am 
5  far  as  ever  from  knowing  how  to  approach  it.  My 
wn  unworthiness  to  what  I  aspire  recoils  upon  me 
:  every  instant,  and  nothing  but  the  indulgent  kindness 
ith  which  you  have  always  regarded  me  could  give 
e  courage.  Forgive  me  this  prolixity;  I  am  like  one 
ho  fears  to  plunge,  lest  he  should  never  rise  again." 

"If  my  estimate  of  you  be  correct,"  said  the  old 
an,  laying  bis  band  upon  Linton's,  "the  goal  must 
3eds  be  high  to  which  you  dare  not  aspire." 

"It  is,  indeed,  so!"  cried  Linton,  as  if  carried 
vsj  by  an  irresistible  emotion.  "To  me  it  means 
sition,  hope,  worldly  success,  bappiness,  —  ay,  life 
jelf.  I  cannot  longer  tamper  with  your  feelings,  nor 
y  own.  The  ambition  of  which  I  speak,  is  to  be 
)ur  son;  not  alone  in  the  affectionate  love  which 
ready  I  bear  you,  but  by  the  dosest  and  dearest  ties, 

be  bound  to  you  in  the  same  chain  by  which  she 
,  who  owns  all  my  heart  and  all  my  destiny." 

^  He  stopped  as  if  overcome;    and   Corrigan,   com- 
issionating  the  agitation  he  seemed  to  suffer,  said, 

"Be  calm,  my  dear  firiend;  this  takes  me  by 
rprise.  I  was  not  in  any  way  prepared  for  such  an 
raouncement;  nor  have  I  courage  to  look  at  its 
»nsequences;    poor,    old,   companionless  as  I  should 

j  — " 

"Nay,  such  cruelty  was  not  in  my  thoughts.     It 
as  with  far  other  intentions  I  became  possessed  of 
e  property,      It   was    in    the   gVoiioxiä  \vö^^  "öcäK.  >^ 
uld  be  OUT  bome  —  yours  and  iDiae  ^ö^'^^^tN  ^^*^ 
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to  Tender  joxst  heaith  desolate,  bat  to  gire  it  anodier 
gaesC  wboee  daty  woiild  be  bis  title  to  be  there.'* 

•'Let  tue  tbhik,  —  le»  me  reflect  on  this,  —  let 
me  separate  my  own  selfisb  tbonghts  from  the  bi^er 
ones  tfaat  shonld  gaide  me.  Ton  bave  not  spoken  to 
my  daugbteri'^ 

**No.  Sir:  I  deemed  tbe  more  bononrable  eonrse  to 
have  your  sanctioii:  or,  if  not  tbat,  to  bniy  my  sorrows 
in  silence  for  ever.*^ 

"Tbere  is  so  mncb  to  consider,  and  I  am  so  veak 
and  infirm,  so  inadeqnate  to  decide.  Tour  proposal  is 
a  prond  one  for  any  girl,  I  know  it;  and  we  are 
proud«  althongb  poor.  Ay,  Mr.  Linton,  poor  to  very 
necessityl  If  ber  affections  were  engaged  by  you,  if  I 
saw  that  yoor  bigb  qualities  bad  made  tbe  impression  1 
upon  her  that  they  bave  on  me,  I  own  this  offer  wonld  ' 
delight  mef^,  but  can  yon  say  this  is  the  case?" 

*'I  hope,  Sir,  I  am  not  indifferent  to  Miss  Leicester. 
The  homble  fortune  whicb  has  restrained  me  hitherto, 
and  prevented  my  prosecuting  an  attachment  to  which 
I  feit  I  had  no   claim,    exists  no   longer.     I  am  in- 
dependent  in  means,    as    in    opinion;    and,    however 
conscious    of  my    personal    unwortbiness,    in    all  that 
regards    Station    and    condition,    I'm  in  a  position  to 
satisfy  you.     I  only  ask  your  sanction  to  address  Miss 
Leicester,   to  know,    in  fact,    that  if  I  should  prove 
acceptable  to  her^   that  you  will  not  look  unfavourably 
upon  me?" 

"This   appears  most  candid  and  fair  on  your  part; 

and  it  is  a  time  when  we  must  both  use  candour  and 

faimess.     Now,   Mr.  Linton.^   there  are  circumstances 

wbich    at   tbis    mome-ii^  'wr^^^  \sä  \a.  ^^jpösässwMä 

difficulty;  I  caauot  euX^t  xcää  \Xi^Ta.\^\.i^v,>sv^\.'^ss. 
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may  offer  grave  obstacles  to  what  you  propose.  I  will, 
therefore,  beg  of  you  not  to  press  me  for  my  answer« 
I  see  this  delay  is  displeasing  — " 

"Nay,  Sir,  I  am  ready  to  yield  to  anything  you 
suggest;  but  is  it  not  possible  Üiat  my  assistance  and 
advice  might  be  of  service  in  these  difficulties  you 
speak  of?" 

"There  is  another  point,  Mr.  Linton  —  and  I 
know  you  will  think  better  of  me  for  all  my  frankness. 
Are  your  friends  —  your  family  I  mean  —  aware  of 
this  Step  of  yours;  are  you  certain  of  tbeir  concurrence 
in  it?" 

*'I  have  few  relatives  living,  Sir,"  said  Linton, 
reddening;  "but  I  can  answer  for  tbeir  participation  in 
all  tbat  so  nearly  concems  my  happiness." 

"This  evening,  then;  come  to  me  tbis  evening, 
then,"  Said  Mr.  Corrigan,  "and  you  shall  bear  my 
sentiments." 

"This  is  most  kind:  I  can  ask  for  nothing  more," 
said  Linton,  and  with  a  most  affectionate  pressure  of 
the  old  man's  band,  departed. 
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